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T H E P 


PROLOGUE 


1 1 y Ge we have a Play, 
A new Me too, and that tis launch d to Day, 


The Name ye know, that's nothing to my Story z 
To tell ye, 2 familiar, void of Glory, 
o State, of Bitterneſs; of 2 you'l = ſay, 

or that is now held Te that ane" that way, 
Which we avoid: To tell ye ton "tis merry, 
And meant to make ye pleaſant, and not weary : 
The Stream that guides ye, eaſis to attend: 
To tell 7 that tis good, is to no end, 
775 believe not. Nay, to go thus far, 

ſmear it, if you ſwear againſt, = 
To aſſure you any thing, unleſs. you * 
ſo conceive, ts 2 in me; 

Therefore I leave it to it ſelf, and pray, 
Like a good Bark, it may work out 20 


And ſtem all Doubrs, 'rwas built for ſuch a _ | 


And we hope highly : if ſbe Iye aloof 

For her png 0 m" — Wind at will, 
Why let ber work, only be you but ſtill, 

And ſweet opinion d, _ we are bound to ſay, 
Tou are worthy Fudges, and you crown the Pig 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 


ON Henrique, an uxorious Lord, cruel to 
his Brother. 
Don Jamie, younger Brother to Don Henrique. 
Bartolus, a covetous Lawyer, Husband ts Amaranta. 
Leandro, a Gentleman who wantonly loves the 
Lawyer's Wife. 
Angelo, | . . 3 , = 
Milanes, 2 Gentlemen, Friends to Leandro. 
Arſenio, | | 
Aſcanio, Jon to Don Henr1que. 
Octavio, „ee Husband to Wand 
Lopez, the Spaniſh Curate. 
Diego, his Sexton. 
Aſſiſtant, which we call a Judge. 
Algaziers, whom we call Serjeants. 


Four Pariſhioners, Apparitor, Singers, Servants. 


WOMEN. 


Violante, ſuppoſed Wife to Don tone 
Jacintha, formerly contracted to Don Henrique. 


Amaranta, Mie to Bartolus. 
A Waman Moor, Servant to Amaranta. 


SCENE SPAIN. 


THE 
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Enter Angelo, Milanes, and Arſenio, 


ARSENIO. we 


zdro paid all. | | 
Mil. "Tis his uſual cuſtom, (off 
And requiſite he ſhould : He has now put 
The Funeral black, (your rich Heir wears 
with Joy, fte) 
When he pretends to weep for his dead Fa- 
Your 8 Sires ſo long heap muck together, 
That their kind Sons, to rid them of their care, 
Wiſh them in Heav'n; or if they take a taſte 
Of Purgatory by the way, it matters not, 
Provided they remove hence; what is befaln — * 
To his Father, in the other World, I ask not; 
| am ſure his Prayer is heard: Would I could uſe one 
For mine, in the ſame method. | 
Arſ. Fie upon thee. 
This is prophane. 
Mil. Good Doctor, do not ſchool me 
For a fault you are not free from: On my life, 


Were all Heirs in Corduba put t6 their Oaths, - 
| A 3 They 
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They would confeſs with me, tis a ſound Tenet : 
am ſure Leandro does. = 9 I | 
Arſ. He is th' Owner | N 
Of a fair Eſtatve. | 
Mil. And fairly he deſerves it, 
He's a Royal Fellow; yet obſerves a mean 
In all his courſes, careful too on whom 
He ſhowers his Bounties: He that's liberal 
'To all alike, may do a good by Chance, 
But never out of Judgment: This invites 
The prime Men of the City to frequent 
All places he reſorts to, and are happy 
Ly In his ſweet Converſe. 
| Arſ. Don Jamie, the Brother 
To the Grandee Don Henrique, appears much taken 
| With his Behaviour. | ö 
| Mil. There is fomething more in't: ; 
He needs his Purſe, and knows how to make uſe on't. 
*Tis now in taſhion for your Don, that's poor, 
To vow all Leagues of Friendſhip with a Merchant 
That can ſupply his wants, and howſoc'er 
Don Jamie s noble born, his elder Brother — 
Don Henrique rich, and his Revenues long fince 
Encreas'd by marrying with a wealthy Heir, 
Call'd M:dam iclans, he yet holds 
A hard hand o'er Jamie, allowing him 
A bare Annuity only, | 
Arſ. Vet tis ſaid 7 
He hath no Child, and by the Laws of Spain, 
If he die without Iſſue, Don Famie 
Inherits his Eſtate. 
Mil. Why that's the reaſon _ 
Of their ſo many jars: Though the young Lord 
Be ſick of the elder Brother, and in reaſon 
Shou'd flatter, and obſerve him, he's of a Nature 
Too bold and fierce to ſtoop ſo, but bears up, 
Preſuming on his hopes. | 
Arſ. What's the young Lad 
Thar all of *em make ſo much of ? 
Mil. Tis a ſweet one, 


„ L 


4 


And 


The Spaniſh Curate. 
And the beſt condition d Youth I ever ſaw yet, 
So humble, and ſo affable, that he wins 
The love of all that know him, and ſo modeſt, 
That, in wag. 46 of Poverty, he wou'd ſtarye 
Rather than ask a . He's the Son 
Of a poor caſt-Captain, one OZavioz 
And She, that once was call'd the fair Facintha, 
Is happy in being his Mother: For his fake, 
Enter Jamie, Leandro, and Aſcanio. 


Though in their Fortunes faln, they are eſteem'd of, 


And cheriſh'd by the beſt. O here they come. 
I now may {pare his Character, but obterve him, 
He'll juſtifie my report. | 
Fam. My good Aſcanio, 
Repair more often to me; above Women 
Thou ever ſhalt be welcome. 
Aſc. My Lord, your favours 
May quickly teach a raw untutor'd Youth 
To be both rude and lawcy. 
Lean. You cannot be * 
Too frequent where you are ſo much defir'd: 
And give me leave, dear Friend, to be your Riyal 
In part of his Affection; I will buy it 
At any rate. 
Fam. Stood 1 but now poſleſs'd 
Of what my future hope preſages to me, 
I then would make it clear thou hadit a Patron 
That wou'd not ſay but do: Vet as J am, 
Be mine, I'll not receive thee as a Servant, 
But as my Son, and though I want my ſelf, 
No Page attending in the Court of Spain 
Shall find a kinder Maſter. 
Aſc. I beſeech you 
That my Refuſal of fo great an offer 
May make no ill Conſtruction, tis not Pride 
(That common Vice is far from my condition) 
That makes you a denial to receive 
A favour I ſhou'd ſue for: Nor the faſhion 


Which the Country follows, in which to be a Servant 


In thoſe that groan beneath he heavy weight 
4 
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Of Poverty, is held an Argument 1 
Of a baſe abject Mind, I with my Years 4 
Were fit to do you Service in a nature 
That might become a Gentleman (give me leave 
To think my ſelf one.) My Father ſerv'd the King 
As a Captain in the Field; and though his Fortune 
Return'd him home a poor Man, he was rich 
In Reputation, and Wounds fairly taken ; 
Nor am I by his ill ſucceſs deterr'd, 
I rather feel a ſtrong deſire that ſways me 
To follow his Profeſſion, and if Heav'n 
Hath mark d me out to be a Man, how proud, 
In the ſervice of my Country, ſhou'd I be, 
To trail a Pike under your brave command! 
There, I wou'd follow you as a Guide to Honour, 
Though all the Horrors of the War made up 
To ſtop my Paſlage. | 
7am. Thou art a hopeful Boy, 
And it was bravely ſpoken : For this anſwer, 
J love thee more than ever. 
Mil. Pity ſuch Seeds | 
Of promiſing Courage ſhou'd not grow and proſper. ©” 
Ang. Whatever his reputed Parents be, | 
He hath a Mind that ſpeaks him right and noble. 
Lean. You make him bluſh: It needs not, ſweet Aſcanro, 
We may hear Praiſes when they are deſerv'd, 
Our Modeſty unwounded. By my life 
I wou'd add ſomething to the building up 
So fair a Mind, and if till you are fit 
To bear Arms in the Field, you'll ſpend ſome Years 
In Salamanca, 1'Il ſupply your Studies 


With. all conveniences. 
Alſec. Your Goodneſs, Signiors, 
And charitable Favours overwhelm me. 
If I were of your Blood, you cou'd not be 
More tender of me: What then can I pay, 
A poor Boy and a Stranger, but a Heart 
Bound to your Service? With what willingneſs 
I wou'd receive, good Sir, your noble Offer, 
Hcav'n can bear witneſs for me: But alas, 


Showd 


Should I embrace the means to raiſe my Fortunes, 
I muſt deſtroy the Lives of my poor Parents, 


To whom I owe my being, they in me 
Place all their comforts ; and, as if I were 
The light of their dim Eyes, are ſo indulgent 
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They cannot brook one ſhort day's abſence from me ; 


And, what will hardly win beliet, though oung, 


Jam their Steward and their Nurſe: The bounties 


W hich others beſtow on me ſerves to ſuſtain * em, 
And to forſake them in their Age, in me 
Were more than Murther, - 
Enter Henrique. 
Ang. This is a kind of begging 
Would make a Broker charitable. 
Mil. Here, ſweet heart, I wiſhit were more. 


Lean. When this is ſpent, ſeek for I from me. 


Fam. Thy Picty 
For ever be remembred: Nay take all, 
Though 'twere my Exhibition to a Ryal 
For one whole year. | 
Aſe. High Heav'ns reward your Goodnels. 
Hen. 80. Sir, is this a Slip of your own Grafting, 
You are fo prodigal ? 
Fam. A Slip, Sir? 
Hen. Yes, 
A Slip; or call i it by the proper Name, 
Your Baſtard. are won | 
Fam. You are foul-mouth'd; do not provoke me, 


J thall forget your Birth if you proceed, | 


q 


And uſe you, as your Manners do deſerve, ancivAlly: 


Hen. So brave! Pray you give me hearing, 
Who am I, Sir? 

Fam. My Elder Brother: One . 
That might have been born a Fool, and ſo reputed, 
But that you had the luck to creep into 
The World a Year before me. 

Lean, Be more temperate. 

Jam. I neither can nor will, unleſs I learn it 

By this Example: Ler him uſe his harſh 

Unſavoury W upon thoſe 


That ; 
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That are his Hinds, and not on me. The Land 
Our Father left to himalone rewards him, 
For being twelve Manths elder; let that be 
Forgotten, and let his Paraſites remember 
One quality of Worth or Virtue in him, | 
That may authorize him to be a Cenſurer k 
Of me, or my Manners, and I will 
Acknowledge him fora Tutor ; till then, never. 
Hen. From whom have you your means, Sir? 
Fam. From the Will 
Of my dead Father; I am fure I ſpendnot, 
Nor give't upon your Purſe. 
Hen. But will it hold out without my help? 
Fam. | am ſure it ſhall, I'Il ſink elle, 
For ſooner I will ſeek aid from a W hore, 
Than a courteſie from you. 
Hen. Tis well; you are proud of 
Your new Exchequer, when you have cheated him, 
And worn him to the quick, l may be found 
In the Liſt of your acquaintance. 
Leon. Pray you hold, 
And give me leave, my Lord, to ſay thus much, 5 
And in mine own defence, I am no Gull 
Tobe wrought on by perſuaſion ; nor noCoward 
To be beaten out of my means, but know to whom 
And why I give or lend, and will do nothing 
But what my Reaſon warrants; you may be 
As ſparing as you pleaſe, I muſt be bold 
To make uſe of my own, without your Licence. 
Fam. Pray thee let him alone, he is not worth thy 
All that he do's, Leandro, is for my good (Anger. 
I think there's not a Gentleman of Spain 
That has a better Steward, than | have of him. 
Hen. Y our Steward, Sir? 
Jam. Yes, and a provident one. 
Why, he knows I am giv'n to large Expence, 
And therefore lays up for me: Could you believeelſe 
That he, that ſixteen years hath worn the Yoke 
Of barren Wedlock, without hope of Iſſue, 
His Coffers full, his Lands and Vincyards fruitful, 3 
| ou 
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Cou'd be ſo ſold to haſe and ſordid Thrift, 
As almoſt to deny himſelf the means - 
And neceſſaries of Life? Alas, he knows 
The Laws of Spain appoint me for his Heir, 
That all muſt come to me, if I out- live him, 
Which ſure I muſt do, by the courſe of Nature, 
And the aſſiſtance of good Mirth, and Sack, 
How ever you (4 1 ak iy 
Hen. If I live, thou dearly ſhalt repent this. 
Jam. When thou art dead, I am ſure I ſhall not. 
Mil. Now they begin to burn like oppos'd Meteors. 
Arſ. Give them line, and way, my Life for Don Fawie. 
Fam. Continue {till 
The excellent Husband, and join Farm to Farm, 
Suffer no Lordſhip, that in a clear day 
Falls in the proſpect of your covetous Eye 
To be anothers; forget you are a Grandee; 
Take uſe upon uſe, and cut the Throats of Heirs 
With coz'ning Mortgages : Rack your poor Tenants, 
Till they look like ſo many Skeletons 
For want of Food; and whenthat Widows Curſes, 
The Ruins of antient Families, Tears of Orphans 
Have hurried youtothe Devil, ever remember 
All was rak'd up for me, your thankful Brother, 
That will dance merrily upon your Grave, 
And perhaps give a double Piſtolet 
To ſome poor needy Frier, to ſay a Maſs 
To keep your Ghoſt from walking. 
Hen. Thar the Law 
Should force me to endure this! 
Jam. Verily, 
When this ſhall come to paſs, as ſure it will, 
If you can find a Loop-hole, though in Hell, 
To look on my Behaviour, you ſhall ſee me 
Ranſack your Iron Cheſts, and once again 
Pluto's flame- colour d Daughter ſhall be free 
To domineer in Taverns, Maſques, and Revels, 
As ſhe was us'd before ſhe was your Captive. 
Methinks the meer conceit of it ſhould make you 
Go home ſick, and diſtemper'd; if it do's, 
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I'll ſend you a Doctor of mine own, and after 
Take order for your Funeral. 
Hen. You have ſaid, Sir; | 
I will not fight with Words, but Deeds to tame you, 
Reſt confident T will, and thou ſhalt with | 
This day thou hadit been Dumb. 
Mil. You have giv'n him a heat, 


But with your own Diſtemper. 


Jam. Not a whit, | 
Now heis from mine Eye, I can be merry, 


Forget the cauſe and him: All Plagues go with him, 


[Exit 


Ler's tall of ſomething elſe: What News is ſtirring ? 


Nothing to pals the time? 
Mil. Faith it is faid © 
'That the next Summer will determine much 


Of that we long have talk'd of, touching the Wars. 


Lea, What have we todo with them? Letus diſcourſe 


Of what concerns our ſelves. *Tis now in Faſhion 


To have your Gallants ſer down in a Tavern, (what 
What the Arch-Duke's Purpoſe is the next Spring, and 
Defencemy Lords, the States, prepare; what courſe 


The Emperor takes againſt the encroaching Turk, 
And whether his Moony-ſtandards are defign'd 
For Perfia or Polonia, and all this 
The wiſer fort of State- Worms ſeem to know 
Better than their own Affairs: This is Diſcourſe 
Fit for the Council it concerns; we are young, 
And if that I might give the Theme, twere better 
To talk of handſome Women. 

Mil. And that's one, almoſt as general. 

Arſ. Vet none agree who are the faireſt. 

Lean. Some prefer the French, 


For their conceited Dreſſings: Some the plump 


Iralian Byna- Rabas, ſome the State 

That ours oblerve; and I have heard one ſwear, 
A merry Friend of mine, that once in London 
Hedid enjoy the Company of a Gameſter, 

A common Gameſter too, that in one Nig" 
Met him th” Italian, French, and Saniſb ways, 
And ended in the Dutch; for to cool her ſelf, 


She 
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She kiſs'd him drunk in the Morning · 


Jam. We may ſpare | 
The Travel of our Tongues in foreign Nations, 
When in Corduba, if you dare give Credit 
To my Report, for I have ſeen her, Gallants, 
Therelives a Woman, ofa mean Birth too, 
And meanly match'd, whoſe all-excelling Form 
Diſdains Compariſon with any She 
That puts in for a fair one, and though youborrow 
From every Country of the Earth the beſt 
Of thoſe Perfections, which the Climate yields 
To help to make her up, if put in Ballance, 
This will weigh down the Scale. 
Lean. You talk of Wonders. | | 
Fam. She is indeed a wonder, and ſo kept, 
And, as the World deſerv'd not to behold 
W hat curious Nature made without a Pattern, 
Whoſe Copy ſhe hath loſt too, ſhe's ſhut up, 
8 rom the World. „ e i 
an. Who is the Owner of ſuch a Jem? I am fir'd. 
Fam, One Bartolus, 18 | 
A wrangling Advocate. 
Arſ. A Knave on Record. 
Mil. I am ſure he cheated me of the beſt part 
Of my Eſtate. | 
Fam. Some Buſineſs calls me hence, 
And of importance, which denies me leiſure 
To give you his full Character: In few words, 
Though rich, he's covetous beyond Expreſſion, 
And to encreaſe his heap, will dare the Devil, 
| And all the plagues of Darkneſs: And to theſe © _ 
a So Jealous, ro. wou'd Boy 5 wok 
Old Argus to him, you muſt multiply | 
His Eyes an hundred times: Of theſe none ſleep. 
He that would charm the heavieſt Lid muſt hire 
A better Mercury, than Fove made uſe of: 
Bleſs your ſelves from the Thought of him and her, 
For *twill be labour loſt: So farewel Signiors. [ Exit. 
Arſe. Leandro? In a Dream? Wake Man, nog. 
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Mil. Trained into a Fool's Paradiſe, with a Tale 
Of an imagin'd Form. | 
Lean. Jamie is noble, 
And with a forg'd Tale would not wrong his Friend, 
Nor am iſo much fir'd with Luſt as Enyy, 
That ſuch a Churl as Berrolns ſhould reap 
So ſweet a Harveft ; half my State to any 


To help me to a ſhare. 
_ Tuſh, do not hope for Impoſſibilities. 


Lean. I muſt enjo 
And my prophetick Par tells me I ſhall, 


Lend KA ge your Aſſiſtance. 
Arſe. Give it o'er. 
Mil. 1 would not have thee fool'd. 
Lean. I have ſtrange 


| ines 
Faſhioning here, and Barrolus on the Anvil; 
Diſſwade me not, but help me. 
Mil. Take your Fortune, 
If you come off well, praiſe your Wit; if not, 
Expect to be the ſubje& of our Laughter, { Exeunt. 


SC ENS N 


Enter Octavio, aud Jacintha. 

Fac. You met Don Henrique 2 

Oct. Ves, 

Fac. What comfort brin you ? 
Speak' chearfully: How did my Letter work 
On his hard Temper? I am fure I wrote it 
So feelingly, and with the Pen of Sorrow, 
That it muſt force Compunction. 
32 Od. Lou are . ory 
| an you with one Han A ow 
Or with the other ſtop Es Man, 
When it breaks in on * Uſurped Shore? 
Or any thing that is impoſſible ? 
And then conclude that there is ſome way left, 
To move him to Compaſhon. 

Fac. Is there a Jaftice Na 


Thunder, my Octavio, and he | 
Not 
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Nor ſunk unto the Center? 

OX. Good Facintba, | 
With your long practisd Patience bear Afflictions; 
And by provoking call not on Heay*ns anger ; 

He did not only ſcorn to read your Letter, 
But, moſt Inhuman as he is, he curs'd you, 
Curs'd you moſt bitterly. | 
Fac. The bad Man's Charity. 

Oh that I cou'd forget there were a Tye, 
In me, upon him! or the relief I ſeek, - 
If given, were Bounty in him, and not Debt, 
Dept of a dear Accompt ! 

Oc. Touch not that String, 
*Twill but increaſe your Sorrow; and tame Silence, 
The Balm of the oppreſſed, which hitherto | 
Hath eas'd your griev'd Soul, and preſery'd your Fame, 
Muſt be your Surgeon ſtill. x 

Fac. It the Contagion | 
Of my Misfortunes had not ſpread it {elf 
Upon my Son Aſcauio, though my wants 
Were centuply'd upon my felt, I cou'd be patient: 
But he is ſo good, I ſo miſerable, 5 1 
His pious Care, his Duty, and Obedience, 

And all that can be wiſh'd for from a Son, 
Diſcharg'd to me, and I, barr'd of all means 
To return any ſcruple of the Debt 

I owe him as a Mother, is a Torment, 

Too painfull to be born. 

OZ. I ſuffer with you, 

In that; yet find in this aſſurance Comfort, a 
High Heav'n ordains, whoſe Purpoſes cannot alter, 
Children that pay Obedience to their Parents, | 
Shall never beg their Bread. 

Enter Aſcanio. 

Fac. Here comes our Joy, 

Where has my deareſt been ? | 

Aſc. J have made, Mother, | 
A fortunate Voyage, and brought home rich Prize, 

In a fe hours: The Owners too contended, 
From whom I took it. See here's Gold, good ſtore too, 
Nay, pray you take it Fac, 
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Fac. Mens Charities are fo cold, 
That if I knew not thou wert made of Goodneſs, 
*T would breed a Jealouſie in me, by what means 
Thou cam'ſt by ſuch a Sum. 

Aſc. Were it ill got, 


I 'am ſure it could not be employ'd fo well, 


As to relieve your Wants. Some noble Friends, 
Rais'd by Heav'ns Mercy to me, not my Merits, 
Beſtow d it on me. 

OZ. It were a Sacrilege 
To rob thee of their Bounty, ſince they gave it 
To thy uſe only. 

Fac. Buy thee brave Cloaths with it, 
And fit thee for a Fortune, and leave us 
To our neceſſities; why do'ſt thou weep? 

Aſc. Out of my Fear I have offended you; 
For had I not, I am ſure you are too kind, 
Not to accept the Offer of my Service, 
In which I am a Gainer ; I have heard 
My Tutor ſay, of all acrcal Fowl 
The Stork's the Embleme of true Piety ; 
Becauſe when Age hath ſeiz d upon her Dam, 


And made unfit for flight, the grateful young one 


Takes her upon his Back, provides her Food, 
Repaying ſo her tender care of him, | 
E'er he was fit to fly, by bearing her : 

Shall I then, that have Reaſon and Diſcourſe, 
That tell me all I can do is too little, 

Be more unnatural than a filly Bird? 

Or feed or cloath my ſelf ſuperfluouſly, 


Fac. Can I be wretched, 
And know my ſelf the Mother to ſuch Goodneſs ? 


< 


” 


And know, nay ſay ſee you want? holy Saints keep me. 


OZ. Come let us dry our Eyes, we'll have a Feaſt, 


Thanks to our little Steward. 
Fac. And in him, 
Believe that we are rich. 

Aſc. Tm ſure J am, 


While [ have Pow'r to comfort you, and ſerye you. 
" [Exenunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE. III. 


Enter Henrique, and Violante. 


Viol. Is it my Fault, Don Henrique, or my Fate? 
What's my Offence? I came young to your Bed, 
I had a fruitful Mother, and you met me 
With equal Ardour in your May of Blood; 

And why then am I barren ? 

Hen. Tis not in Man | 
To yield a Reaſon for the will of Heay'n, 

Which is inſcrutable. 

Viol. To what uſe ſerve | 
Full Fortunes, and the meaner ſort of Bleſſings, 


When that, which is the Crown of all our Wiſhes, 


The period of human Happineſs, 
One only Child that may poſſeſs what's ours, 
Is cruelly deny'd us? | | 
Hen. Tis the Curſe 2 > 
Of great Eſtates to want thoſe Pledges, which 
The Poor are happy in: They in a Cottage, 
With Joy, behold the Models of their Youth, 
And as ther Root decays, thoſe budding Branches 
Sprout forth and flouriſh, to renew their Age; 
But this is the beginning, not the end 
Of Miſery to me, that gainſt my with _ 
Since Heav'n denies us Iſſue of our own, 
Muſt leave the fruit of all my Care and Travel 
To an unthankful Brother that inſults Wa 
On my Calamity. ' R 333 
Viol. I will rather chuſe eee 
A Baſtard from the Hoſpital and adopt him, 
And nouriſh him as mine own. 
Hen. Such an Evaſion; 
My Violante, is forbid to us; = 
Happy the Roman Statc, where it was lawful, 
If our own Sons were vicious, to chuſe one 
Out of a virtuous Stock, though of poor Parents, 
And makeghim Noble. But the Laws of Spain, 
Intending to preſerve all _—_ Houſes, \\ 


Vor. II. prevent 


IF 
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Prevent ſuch free Elections; with this, my Brother's 
Too well acquainted, and this makes him bold 
To reign o'er me, as a Maſter. 
Viol, will fire 
The Portion I brought with me, e'er he * 
A Ryal of it: No Quirk left? no Quiddit 
That may defeat him? 
Hen. Were ] but confirm'd, 
That you wou'd take the means I uſe with Patience, 
As I mult practiſe it with my Diſhonour, 
I cou'd lay level with the Earth his hopes, - 
That ſoar above the Clouds with br ene 
To ſee me in my Grave. | 
Viol. Effect but this, 
And our Revenge ſhall be to us a Son 
That ſhall inherit for us. | 
Hen. Do not repent 
When ꝛtis too late. 
Viol. 1 fear not what may fall, | -h 
He EY that docs VP on * [Eren 


1 . . * E X 1 7 


ACT hk SCENE. 


Enter Leandro, with @ Litter writ ont Milanes an 
Alrſenio. | 5 


Mil. AN any thing but wonder? 1 
Lean. Wonder on, . 1 801 
ln as 75 and, what will follow, Gentlemen? 
hy doſtthou put on this Form? hat can his da 
Tho! 5 moſt fillily. v 
Mil. Like a young Clerk, 
A halt-pin'd Puppy that would write for a Ryal. 
Is this a commanding Shape to Win es ? 
To what uſe, what occaſion ? | 
Lean. Peace, ye are Fools, 
More filly than my Out-fide ſeems, ye are ignorant; 
They that pretend to Wonders muſt weave cunningly, 
Axſ. What manner of Acceſs can this get? or if gotten, 
What credit in her Eyes? Lea. 


— 


nt · 


do? 
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Lean. Will ye but leave me ? 
Mil. Methinks a young Man and a handſom Gentleman, 
Bur ſure thou art Lunatick, methinks a brave Man 
That wou'd catch cunningly the Beams of Beauty, 
And ſo diſtribute em unto his Comfort, 
Shou'd like himſelf appear, Young, High, and Buxom, 
And in the brighteſt form. 

Lean. Ye are cozen'd, Gentlemen, | 

Neither do I believe this, nor will follow it: 


Thus as I am, I will begin my Voyage. 


When you love, lanch it out in Silks and Velvers, 
I'll love in Serge, and will outgo your Sattins. 
To get upon my great Horſe and appear | 
The ſign of ſuch a Man, and trot my Meaſures, / 
Or fiddle out whole froſty Nights, my Friends, 
Under the Window, while my Teeth keep Tune, 
I hold no handſomneſs. Let me get in, 
There trot and fiddle ghere I may have fair Phy. - 

Arſ. But how get in? | 

Lean. Leave that to me, your Patience, 
I have ſome Toys here that I dare well truſt to: 
have ſmelt a Vicar out, they call him Lex. 
You are ne' er the nearer now. 

Mil. We do confels it. 

Lean. Weak ſimple Men, this Vicar to this Lr. 
Is the moſt inward Damon. 

Arſ. What can this do? 

Mil. We know the Fellow, and he dwells chere. 

Lean. 80. 

Arſ. A poor, thin Thief: He help? he? hang the View 
Can reading of an prefer thee? 


Thou art dead-ſick in Love, and he'll. pray for thee. 


Lean. Have patience, Gentlemen, I ſay this Vicar, 
This thing, I ſay, is all one with the Cloſe Bartolus, 


For ſo they call the Lawyer, or his Nature, 


Which I have ſtudied by Relation : | 

And make no doubt I al hit handſomly, 

Will 1 work cunningly; and home: Underſtand me. 
Euter Lopez, and Diego. 


Next | ra leaye me, leave me to my Fortune 
: * : B 2 10 Diffcilia 


| 
N 
ö 
| 
| 
| 
. 


IR" — 


Lord what a Torment tis! 
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| Difficilia pulchra, that's my Motto, Gentlemen, 


F'll win this Diamond from the Rock and wear her, 

Or — | | 
Mil. Peace, the Vicar: Send ye a full fail, Sir. 
Arſ. There's your Confeſſor, but what ſhall be your Pe- 


Lean. A Fool's Head if I fail, and ſo forſake me. (nance ? 


You ſhall hear from me daily. * 

Mil. We will be ready. _ [Exennt Mil. Arſ. 

Tp. Thin World indecd! 

Lean. I'll let him breath, and mark him: 
No Man would think a Stranger as I am | 
Should reap any great commodity from his Pigbelly. 

Lop. Poor ſtirring for poor Vicars. | 

Die. 8 poor * . , 

. We pray, an y, but to no ole, 
Thoſe that ene our Lands choak . a 


Our poor thin Stipends make us arrant Dunces. 


Die. If you live miſerably, how ſhall we do, Maſter, 


That are fed only with the ſound of Prayers? 
We riſe and ring the Bells to get goed Stomachs, 
And muſt be fain to eat the Ropes with Reverence. 
Lop. When was there a Chriſtning, Diego? 
Dre. Not this ten Weaks: 
Alas, they have forgot to get Children, Maſter, 
The Wars, the Seas, and Ufury undo us, 


Takes off our Minds, our Edges, blunts our Plough-ſhares. 
They eat nothing here, but Herbs, and get nothing but 


green Sauce: 
Thereareſome poor Labourers, that perhaps 
Once in ſeven Vcar, with helping one another, 


Produce ſome few pin'd-Butter-prints, that ſcarce hold 
The Chriſtning neither. | 


' Lop. Your Gallants, they get Honour, 
A ſtrange fantaſtical Birth, to defraud the Vicar, 
And the Camp Chriſtens their Iſſues, or the Curtizans, 
"Tis a lewd time. | 

Die. They are ſo hard-hearted here too, ' 
They will not dye; there's nothing got by Burials. + . 

Lap. Diego, the Air's too pure, they cannot periſh. 
To have a thin Stipend, and an everlaſting Pariſh, _ 


Die. 
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Die. Good ſenſible Maſter, 
You are allow d to pray againſt all Weathers, 
Both foul, and fair, as you ſhall find Occaſion, 
Why not againſt all Airs? 
Lop. That's not 1'th* Canons. its 
I wou'dit had, tis out of our way forty pence. (die here, 
Die. "Tis ſtrange, they are ſtarv'd roo yet they will not 
They will not earth: A good ſtout Plague amongſt'em, 
Or half a dozen new fantaſtical Fevers 
That would turn up their Heels by whole-ſale, Maſter, 
And take the Doctors too, in their grave Counſels, 
That there might be no natural help for Mony: 
How merrily would my Bells go then? 
Lop. Peace Diego, 121 
The Doctors are our Friends, let's pleaſe them well; 
For though they kill but flow, they are certain, Diego. 
We muſt remove into a muddy Air, * 
A moſt contagious Climate. 
Die. We muſt certain, 
An Air that is the nurſery of Agues, 
Such Agues, Maſter, that will ſhake Mens Souls out, 
Ne'er fray for Poſſets, nor good old Wives Plaſters. 
Lop. Gouts and dead Palſies. 
Die. The Dead do's welbat all times, 
Yet Gouts will hang an arſe a long time, Maſter: 
The Pox, or Engliſh Surfeits if we had'em ; wo 
Thoſe are rich Marle, they make a Church-yard fat, 
And make the Sexton ſing, they never miſs, Sir. 
Lop. Then Wills and Funeral Sermons come in Seaſon, 
And Feaſts that make us frolick. | 
Die. Wou'd I cou'd fee em. RK e 
Lop. And though I weep i'th* Pulpit for my Brother, 
Yet, Diego, here I laugh. 
Die. The Cauſe requires it. | 
Lop. Since People left to die, I am a Dunce, Diego. 
Die. "Tis a ſtrange thing, I have forgot to dig too. 
Lean. A precious pair of Youths! I muſt make toward'em. 
Lop. Who's that? look, it ſeems he would —_ t) us. 
I hope a Marriage, or ſome Will to make, Diego. 8 
9 7 B 3 Die. 
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Die. My Friend, your buſineſs? 
Lean. Tis to that grave Gentleman; 
Bleſs your good Learning, Sir. 

Lop. And bleſs you alto. | 4 
He bears a promiſing Face, there's ſome hope toward. 

Lean, I have a Letter to your Worſhip. 

Lop. Well, Sir, 

From whence I pray you? | 
Lean. From Nova Hiſpanie, Sir, 
And from an ancient Friend of yours. 
Lop. Tis well, Sir, 
"Tis very well; The Devil a one I know there. (nance, 

Die. Take heed of a Snap, Sir, h'as a coxening Counte- 
I do not like his way. ; 

Lop, Let him go forward. 
Cantabit vacuus, they that have nothing fear nothing, 
All I have to loſe, Diego, is my Learnin 
And when he has gotten that, he may put it in a Nut-ſhell. 

| Reads the Letter. 

G Lopez, Since wy Arrival from Cordova to theſe 

Parts, I have written — Sree unto you, but as 
yet receiv'd no Anſwer of any (Good, and very good) And 
although ſo great a Forgetfulneſs might cauſe a want m my 
due Correſpondence, yet the defire I baus ftill to ſerve you, 
muſt more prevail with me (Better and better: The Devil 
a Man know I yet) and therefore with the preſent occaſion 
offered I am willing to crave @ continuance of the Favours 
which I have heretofore receiv'd from you, and do recom- 
mend my Son Leandro, the Bearer, to you ; withrequeſt that be 
may be admitted in that Univerſity till ſuch time as I ſhall 
arrive at home; his Studies he will make you acquainted 
_ withal: This Kindneſs ſhall ſupply the want of your ſlack- 
eſs: And ſo Heaven keep you. Tours 


Alonzo Tiveria. 
- Alonzo Troeria, very well, | 
A very ancient Friend of mine, I take it, | 
For till this hour I never heard his Name yet. 
Lean. You look, Sir, as if ye had forgot my Father 


I Lop. No, no, I look, as I would remember * 
i e or 


> 


— 


a. 2 > Tk. 
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For that I never remembred, I cannot forget, Sir, 
Alonzo Tiveria s? 2 | 

Lean. The fame, Sir. 

Lop, And now ith' Indies? 

Lean. Yes. | 

Lop. He may be any where, 
For ought that I conſider. 

Lean. Think again, Sir, 

You were Students both at one time in Salamanca, 
And, as I'take it, Chamber-fellows. 

Loup. Ha? 

Lean. Nay, ſure you muſt remember, 

Lop. Wou'd I could. 

Lean. I have heard him ſay, you were Goflips too. 

Lop. Very likely, / 
You did not hear him fay, to whom? For we Students 
May oft- times over-reach our Memories. 
Doſt thou remember, Diego, this ſame Signior? 
Thou haſt been mine thgſe twenty Years. 

Die. Remember ? | 
Why this Fellow wou'd make ye mad: Nova Hiſpania? 
And Signior Tiveria? What are theſe? 6 
He may as well name ye Friends out of Cataya.. 
Take heed I beſeech your Worſhip: Do you hear, my 
You have no Letters for me? | (Friend? 

Lean. Not any Letter, E. 
But I was charg'd to do my Father's Love Wok 


Io the old honeſt Sexton Diego Are you he, Sir? 


Die. Ha! have I Friends, and know *em not? My Name 
But if either I remember you or your Father, (is Diego, 
Or Ma Hiſpania (1 was never there, Sir,) | 
Or any Kindred that you have for Heav'n ſake, Maſter 
Let's caſt about a little, and conſider, 


We may dream out our time. 


Lean. It ſeems I am deceiv'd, Sir, 
Vet, that you are Don Lopez all Men tell me, 
The Curate here, and have been ſome time, Sir, 
And you the Sexton Diego, ſuch I am ſent to, 
The Letter tells as much: May be they are dead, (men, 
And you of the like Names ſucceed: I thank ye, 9 
7 Wh | e 
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Ye have done honeſtly in telling truth, 71 

might have been forward elſe. For to that Lopes, 

That was my Father's Friend, I had a charge, 

A charge of Mony to deliver, Gentlemen, | 

Five hundred Duckets, a poor ſmall Gratuit, 

Bur ſince you are not he | 
Lep. Good Sir, let me think, 

I pray ye be patient, pray ye ſtay a little, 

Nay, let me remember, | beſecch ye ſtay, Sir. 


Die. An honeſt noble Friend, that ſends ſo lovingly z 


An old Friend too; I ſhall remember ſure, Sir. 
Lp. Thou ſay'ſt true, Diego. | 
Die. Pray ye conſider quickly, 
Do, do, by any means, methinks already 
A grave ſtaid Gentleman comes to my Memory. 
Lean. Hc's old indeed, Sir. 
Die. With a goodly white Beard, X 
(For now he mult be ſo : I know he muſt be) 
Signior Alonzo, Maſter. | 
Lop. I begin to have him. * _ Gir. 


Die. Fas been from hence about ſome twenty years, 


Lean. Some five and twenty, Sir. 
Die. You ſay moſt true, Sir, 
Juſt to an hour; tis now juſt five and twenty, 
A fine ſtrait timber d Man, and a brave Soldier, 
He married: Let me ſee, 
Lean. De Caſtro's Daughter. 
Die. The very ſame. _ ' 
Lean. Thou art a very Raſcal, [ Aſide. 
De Caſtro is the Turk to thee, or any thing: 
The Mony rubs 'em into ſtrange remembrances, 


For as many Duckets more they wou'd remember Adam. 


Lop. Give me your Hand, you are welcome to your 
Now I remember plainly, manifeſtly, (Country, 
As freſhly, as if yeſterday. I had ſeen him, 
Moſt heartily welcome: finful that I am, 


Moſt finful Man! why fhou'd I loſe this Gentleman? I 


This loving old Companion? We had all one Soul, Sir, 
He dwelt here hard by, at a handſome —— 
Lean. Farm, Sir; you lay molt true. 


; —Y 
— 
* 
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1. Alonzo Tiveri aaa (thus 
Lord, Lord, that time ſhould play the treacherous Knave 
Why, he was the only Friend I had in Spain, Sir, 
knew your Mother too, a handſome Gentlewomang- 
She was married very young: I married em 
do remember now the Masks and Sports then, 5 
The Fire- works, and the fine delights; good faith, Sir, 
Now 1 look in your Face, — 2 are thoſe, Diego? 
Nay, if he be not juſt Alonzo's Picture 7 
Lean. Lord, how I bluſh for theſe two Impudents ! 
Die. Well Gentleman, I think your Name's 2008: 
Lean. It is indeed, Sir. 4 314 #61 
Gra'-mercy Letter thou hadſt never known elſe. [ Aide. 
Die. I have dandled ye, and kiſt ye and plaid with ye 
A hundred, and a bundred times, and danc'd ye, 
And ſwong ye in my Bell-ropes, ye lov'd ſwinging. 
Lop. A ſweet Boy. = as 
Lean. Sweet lying Knaves. | 
What wou'd theſe do for thouſands ? Aide. 
A wondrous ſweet Boy then it was, ſee now _ 
Time that conſume us, ſhoots him up ſtill ſweeter. 
How do's the noble Gentleman? how fares he? 
When ſhall we ſee him? when will he bleſs his Country? 
Lean. O, very ſhortly, Sir, *till his return 
He has ſent me over to your charge. 
Lop. And welcome, 9 8 
Ny you ſhall know you are welcome to your Friend, Sir. 
Lean. And to my Study, Sir, which muſt be the Law. 
To further which, he wou'd entreat your care Th 
To plant me in the favour of ſome Man 
Thar's expert in that Knowledge: For his pains 
I have three hundred Duckets more: For my Diet, 
Enough, Sir, to defray me: Which I am charg'd 
To take ſtill, as I uſe it, from your Cuſtody, 
I have the Mony ready, and I am weary. (welcome, 
Lop. Sit down, fit down, and once more ye are moſt 
The Law you have hit upon moſt happily, 
Here is a Maſter in that Art, Bartolus, 
A Neighbour by, to him I will prefer ye, 


A 
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A learned Man, and my moſt loving Neighbour, 
III do ye faithful ſervice, Sir. | 
Die. He's an Aſs, | 
And fo we'll uſe him; he ſhall be a Lawyer. (Diego, 
. Top. But if ever he recover this Mony again — before, 
And get ſome pretty Pittance: My Pupil's hungry. 
Lean. Pray ye, Sir, unlade me. 
Lop. I'Il refreſh ye, Sir; 
When ye want, you know your Exchequer. 
Lean. If all this get me but acceſs, I am happy. 
Lo. Come, I am tender of ye. 
Lean. I'll go with ye. | 
To have this Fort betray'd theſe Fools muſt fleece me. 
FETTRO Fed Exeuut. 


SCENE H. 
Euter Bartolus, and Amaranta. 


Bar. My Amaranta, a retir'd ſweet Life, 
Private and cloſe, and ſtill, and houſwifely, 
Becomes a Wife, ſets off the Grace of Woman. 
At home to be believ'd both young, and handſome, 
As Lillies that are cas'd in cryſtal Glaſſes, 
Makes up the wonder: Shew it abroad *tis ſtale, 
And ſtill the more Eyes cheapen it tis more ſlubber'd, 
And what need Windows open to inviting ? 
Of evening Tarraſſes, to take Opinions? 


When the moſt wholſome Air, my Wife, blows inward, 


When good Thoughts are the nobleſt Companions, 

And old chaſt Stories, Wife, the beſt Diſcourſes; 

But why do I talk thus, that know thy Nature? (louſie, 
Ama. You know your own Diſeaſe; Diſtruſt, and Jea- 

And thoſe two give theſe Leſſons, not good meaning. 

What trial is there of my Honeſty, 

When I am mew'd at home? To what end, Husband, 


Serves all the yirtuous Thoughts, and chaſt Behaviour, 
Withour their uſes? Then they are known moſt excellent, 


When by their contraries they are ſet off, and burniſh'd. 
If ye both hold me fair, and chaſt, and virtuous, - 
Let me go fearleſs out, and win that Greatneſs: 


1 


Theſe 


2 — — 22 — „ 


ers 


Theſe Seeds grow not in Shades, and conceal'd Places: 
Set 'em i'th' heat of all, then they rife glorious. 

Bar. Peace, ye are too loud. 

Ama. You are too covetous. | 
If that be rank d a Virtue, you have a rich one. 
Set me, like other Lawyers Wives, off handfomely, 
Attended as I ought, add as they have it, 
My Coach, my People, and my handſome Women, 
My will in honeſt things. 

Bar, Peace, Amaranta. (cures em, 

Ama. They have Content, rich Cloaths, and that 8 
Binds, to their careful Husbands, their Obſervance, © 
They are merry, ride abroad, meet, laugh. 

Bar. Thou ſhalt too. 
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Ama. And freely may converſe with proper Gentlemen, 


Suffer Temptations daily to their, Honour. 
Enter Woman Moor. 

Bar. You are now too far again: Thou ſhalt have any 
Let me but lay up for a handſome Office, (thing, 
And then my Amaranta T5, 

Ama. Here's a thing now, 

Ye place as Pleaſure to me: All my Retinue, 

My Chamber-maid, my Kitchin-maid, my Friend, 
And what ſhe fails in, I muſt do my le: f. 

A Foil to ſet my Beauty off, I hank e, 

You will place the Devil next for a Companion. 

Bar. No more ſuch words, good Wife. 

What would you have, Maid? 


Moor. Maſter Curate, and the Sexton,anda Stranger, Sir, | 


Attend to ſpeak with your Worthip. 
Bar. A Stranger? * * | | (not, 
Ama. Vou had beſt to be jealous of the Man you know 
Bar. Pray thee no n ore of that. 
Ama. Pray ye go out to em, 

That will be ſafeſt for ye, I am well here, 

I only love your Peace, and ſerve like a Slave for it. 


Bar. No, no, thou ſhalt not; tis fome honeſt Client, 


Rich, and litigious, the Curate has brought to me; 
Prithee go in, my Duck, I I but ſpeak to em, 
And return inſtantly. 


7 
Ama. 
7 * 
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Ama. 1 am commanded, | 

One day you will know my ſufferance, II [Exit. 
Bar. And reward it. 2 

So, fo, faſt bind, faſt find; Come in my Neighbours, 


My loving Neighbours pray ye come in, ye are welcome-! 


Enter Lopez, Leandro, and Diego. 

Lop. Bleſs your good Reverence. 

Bar. Good-day, good Maſter Curate, 
And Neighbour Diego, welcome: what's your buſineſs? 
And *pray ye be ſhort, good Friends, the time is precious, 
Welcome, good Sir. RS” 

Lop. To be ſhort then with your Maſterſhip, 
For I know your ſeveral hours are full of buſineſs, 


We have brought ye this young Man, of honeſt Parents, 19 


And of an honeſt Face. 
Bar. It ſeems ſo, Neighbours, 
But to what end? 
Lop. To be your Pupil, Sir, 
Your Servant, if you pleaſe. _ 
Lean. I have travell'd far, Sir, 
To ſeek a worthy Man. 
Bar. Alas, good Gentleman, 
T am a poor Man, and a private too, 
Unfit to keep a Servant of your Reckoning; 
My Houſe a little Cottage, and ſcarce able 
To hold my ſelf, and thoſe poor few live under it; 
Beſides, you muſt not blame me Gentlemen, 
It I were able to receive a Servant, 


To be a little ſcrupulous of his dealing, 


For in theſe times 
Pray let me anſwer that, Sir, | 
Here is five hundred Duckets, to ſecure him, 
He cannot want, Sir, to make good his credit, 
Good Gold, and Coin. | 
Bar. And that's an honeſt pledge; 
Vet ſure, that needs not, for his Face and Carriage, 
Seem to declare an in- bred Honeſty. 
Lean. And (for I have a ripe mind to the Law, Sir, 
In which I underſtand you live a Maſter) 
The leaſt poor Corner in your Houſe, poor Bed, 17 
| er 
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(Let me not ſeem intruding to your Worſhip). 

With ſome Books to inſtruct me, and your Counſel, 

Shall I reſt moſt content with: Other Acquaintance 

Than your grave Preſence, and the grounds of Lax 

I dare not covet, nor 1 will not ſeek, Sir, . 

For ſurely mine own Nature defires Privacy. 2 

Next, for your monthly pains, to ſhew my thanks, 

do proportion out ſome twenty Duckets; 

As I grow riper, more: Three hundred now, Sir, 

To ſhew my love to Learning, and my Maſter, 

My Diet I'll defray too, without trouble. a N 
Lop. Note but his mind to Learning. (Mony. 
Bar. I do ſtrangely, yes, and I like it too, thanks to his 
Die. Wou'd he would live with me, and learn to dig 
Lop. A wondrous modeſt Man, Sir. (too. 
Bar. So it ſeems, | Fa 

His dear love to his Study muſt be nouriſh'd, 

Neighbour, he's like to prove. n 
Lop. With your good Counſel, | 

And with your diligence, as you will ply him; 

His Parents, when they know your care—— _ 

Bar. Come hither. ; „ 

Die. An honeſter young Man, your Worſhip nel er kept, 

But he is ſo baſhful— ie 3 
Bar. O I like him better. | 

Say I ſhould undertake ye, which indeed, Sir, 

Will be no little ſtraitneſs to my living, ; 

Conſidering my Affairs, and my ſmall Houſe, Sir, 

For I ſee ſome promiſes that pull me to ye; 

Cou'd you content your ſelf, at firſt thus meanly, 


2} 


To lie hard, in an out-part of my Houſe, Sir? 


For I have not many Lodgings to allow ye; 
And Study ſhou'd be ſtill remote from Company; 
A little Fire ſometimes too, to refreſh ye; 
A Student muſt be frugal: Sometimes Lights too, 
According to your Labour. Lean. Any thing, Sir, 
That's dry, and wholſome: I am no bred-wanton. 

Bar. Then I receive you: But I muſt deſire vx 
To keep within your Confines. Lean. Ever, Sir; 
There's the Gold, and ever be your Servant, Th 
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Take it and give me Books: May 1 but prove, Sir, 
According to my with, and theſe ſhall multiply, 
Lop. Do, ſtudy hard, pray ye take him in, and (ettle him, 
He's only fit for you; Shew him his Cell, Sir. (yer, 
Die. Lake a good heart; and when ye are a cunning Law- 
Til ſel my Bells, and you ſhall prove it lawful. (gence. 
Bar. Come, Sir, with me: NeighboursI thank your dili- 
Lop. Vi come ſometimes, and crack a caſe with ye. 


Bar. Welcome | [ Exit, 
Lop. Here's Mony got with eaſe: here, ſpend that jo- 
And pray for the Foo!, the Founder. (vially, 


Die. Many more Fools | 
I heartily pray may follow his Example, 
Lawyers, or Lubbers, or of what condition, 
And many ſuch ſweet Friends in Nova Hiſpania. 
Lp. It will do well; let em but ſend their Monies, 
Come from what Quarter of the Word, I care not, 
I'll know em inſtantly ; nay I'll be Kin to em; 
I cannot miſs a Man, that ſends me Mony: | 
Let him Law there, long as his Duckets laſt, Boy, 
Fl grace him, and prefer him. 5 


Die. I'll turn Trade, Maſter, and now live by the living, 


Let the dead ſtink, tis a poor ftinking Trade. 

Lop. If the young Fool now 
Should chance to chop upon his fair Wife, Diego? 

Die. And handle her Cafe, Maſter, that's a Law pointy 
A point would make him ſtart, and put on his Spectacles, 
A hidden point, were worth the canvaſſing. 

Lop. Now ſurely, furely, I ſhou'd love him, Diego, 
And love him heartily : Nay, I ſhou'd love my ſelf, 
Or any thing that had but that good Fortune, 

For to ſay truth, the Lawyer is a Dog- bolt, 
An arrant Worm: And though I call him worſhipful, 
I with him a canoniz d Cuckold, Diego, 


Now, if my Youth do dub him—— | 
Die. He is too demure, Sir. Lop. If he do ſling her home, 


Die. There's no ſuch matter, Ui 
The Woman was not born to ſo much Blefſedneſs, 
He has no heat: Study conſumes his Oil, Maſter. 
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Lop. Let's leave it to the Will of Fate, and preſently 


mn a cup of luſty Sack, let's Propheſie. 
I am like a Man that dreamt he was an Emperor, 
Come Diego, hope, and whilſt he laſts, we Il lay it on. [Er 


SCENE III. 


Enter Jamie, Milanes, and Arſenio. 


Jam. Angelo, 8 did you ſee this wonder? 
2 Yes, Jes. Jam. And you Arſonio® | 
. Yes be Sir, 10 
. diſguis d, he's ſet upon his Voyage OT? 
Love guide his Thoughts: He's a braye honeſt Fellow. 
Sit cloſe, Don Lawyer, O that arrant Knave Now's a 
How he will ſtink, will ſmoak again, will burſt! . 
g He's the moſt arrant Beaſt. 
Mil. He may be more Beaſt. | 1 
Jam. Let him bear ſix, and ſix, that all may blazehim 
The villany he has ſowed into ny, Brother, 
And from his . the Revenue he has reach d at: \ 
Peg, 720 my good Leandro, take my Prayers. (Heifer. 
I. Aud all our Wiſhes h — 5 his fine white 
By = Mark him, my dear Frien for famous Gugkold, 
| Let it out-live his Books, his Pains, and hear me, 
The more he {ceks to {mother it with Juſtice. 


it Enter 4 | 
ay Let it blaze out the more: What News pr ings } 
Andr. News Iam, loth to tell ye; but Iam charg'd, or, 


Your Brother lays a ſtrict command upon ye, 
No more to know his Houſe, upon your danger; 
I am ſorry, Sir. | 
Fam. Laith never be: Iam glad on't; 
He keeps the Houſe of Pride, and Foolery : 
I 7} to wen it; ſo return my anſwer; 2 
will ſhortly ſpew him out; Come, let's merry, 
ne, And lay our Heads together, carefully 
How we may help our Friend; and let's lodge near him, 
Be {till at hand: I wou'd not for my Patrimony, 
But he ſhou'dhcrown his Lawyer, 2 learn'd Monſter; 
* Come, let's away, n * mad till Iſee him. Exe. 
| SCENE 


\ 
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SCENE IV. 


Enter Bartolus, and Amaranta. 


"ins. Why will ye bring Men in, and yet be jealous? 
Why will ye lodge a young Man, a Man able, 
And yet repine ? 
Bar. He ſhall not trouble thee, Sweet, 
A modeſt poor ſlighe thing, did I not tell thee 
He was only giv'n to the Book, and for that 
How Royally he pays? finds his own Meat too. 
Ama. I will not have him here: I know your courſes, 
And what fits you will fall into of madneſs. | 
Bar. Faith, I will not, Wife. | 
Ama. 1 will not try ye. | 
Bar. He comes not near thee: Shall not dare to tread 
Within thy Lodgings : In an old Out-Room, 
Where Logs and Coles were laid. 


Ama. Now ye lay fire; fire to conſume your Quick | 


Bar. Didſt thou know him 
Thou wou'dft think as I do: He diſquiet thee? (him. 


Thou may'{t wear him next thy Heart, and yet not warm 


His Mind, poor Man, is o'th' Law, how to live after, 
And not on Lewdneſs: On my Conſcience | 
He knows not how to look upon a Woman 
More than by reading what Sex ſhe is. 

Ama. I do not like it, Sir. 

Bar. Doſt thou not ſee, Fool, 
What Preſents he ſends hourly in his gratefulneſs? 
What delicate Meats? 

Ama. You had beſt truſt him at your Table, 
Do, and repent it, do. 

Bar. If thou beſt willing, 


By my troth, I think he might come, he's ſo modeſt, - 


He never ſpeaks : There's part of that he gave me, 
He'll cat but half a dozen bits, and rife immediately, 

' Ev'n as he Eats, he Studies: He'll not en thee, 
Do as thou pleaſeſt, Wife. * 


Ama. What means this Wood-cock ? [Knock within. 
Bar. Retire, Sweet, there sone knoc ks: Come in, your 


buſineſs. N Huter 
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Huter Seruant. 
Ser. My Lord, Don 2 would * ye, Sir, 
To come immediately, and ſpeak with him, 
He has buſineſs of ſome moment. 
Bar. I'll attend him, 
I muſt be gone: I prithee think hy beſt, Wiz, a 
At my return, I'll tell thee more, good morrow. 
Sir, keep ye cloſe, and ſtudy hard: An hour hence 
I'll read a new Caſe to ye. & hs [Len n. witbin. 
Lean. I'Il be ready. A wt 
Ama. So many bed Duckets, to lie Gre Tak 
8, And learn the 52 12 Law? This ſounds but flc N 
hut very poorly: I would ſee this Fellow, cM 
Very fain ſee him, how he looks: I will Kd 
ro what end, and what ſtudy: There's the — 
d ['ll go o'th* other ſide, and take my Fortune. 
I think there is a Window. | 2. 
Enter Leandro. 
Lean. He's gone out 
Now, if I cou'd but ſee her: She is not this ey: 4 
1. How naſtily he keeps his Houſe? My Chamber, A 
m lk 1 continue long, will choak me up, | 
A It is ſo damp: I all be mortified 2 
: For any Woman, if I ſtay a Month here: | 
| I'll in, and ſtrike my Lute, that ſound may call her. (Ex. 
Enter Amaranta. 
Ana. He keeps very cloſe: Lord, howTlong to ſec him 
Lute ſtrook handſomely, a Voice too; 'I hear that: 


LU T E and $ O NG. 
I. 
Deareſt, do not you A 
Since thou — 'ſt 12 mu the 
Wind and Tide tis thought dot ſtay me, 


** But tis Wind that muſt be blown ; 
From that Breath, whoſe native ſmell | 
Indian Ogdours far excel, 

1 

a O then ſpeak thou faire fair, 

mn. Kill i bim that T ro ſerve thee, 

dur But perfume this AE Air; 
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Elſe dull Silence ſure will ſtarve me: 


Tis a word that's quickly ſpoken, 
Which being 3 a heart is broken. 


Theſe Verſes are no Law, they found too —＋ 
Now I am more deſirous. [Leandro 
Lean. "Tis the certain. 
Ames. What's that — 42 
Lean. O ad 
Ama. Sure tis 2 
Lean. Iwill go out a little. 
Ama. He looks not like « Fool, h his Face is noble: 
How till he ſtands! 
Lean. lar ſtrucken dumb with wonder, - 
Sure all the Excellence of Earth dwells here. (Torches, 
Ama. How pale he looks! yet, how his Eyes, like 
Fling their Beams round: How manly his Face ewes! 
He comes on: Surely he will ſpeak: Hei is mademoſt hand- 
This is no Clerk behaviour; now I have ſernye, (Tomy: 
I'll take my time: Husband, ye have brought home Tinder 


Lean. Sure ſhe has transform'd me, 
I had forgot my Tongue clean, 
I never ſaw a Face yet, but this rare one, 
But I was able boldly to enconnter it, 
And ſpeak my Mind, my Lips were lockt up here. 
This 1s Divine, and only ſerv'd with Reverence. | 
O moſt fair cover of a Hand far fairer, © 
Thou bleſſed Innocence, that guards that A 
Live next my Heart, I am glad I have got a Relick, 
A Relick when I pray to it, may work wonder. 


[4 whe. Kaul 


Exit 


Hark, there's cone noſe: I muſt retire 
This bleſſed Apparition makes me hap 
Fil ſuffer, and Pll ſacriſice my Subſtance, 

But I'll enjoy. Now ſoftly to my Kennel. [Exit 
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ACT WI. SCENE I. 
| Enter Henrique and Bartolus. 


Hen, d know my Cauſe ſufficiently? _ 


Hen, And though: is will impaightny Honeſty 
en. And though it, will impai : 
And ſtrike deep 7 my Credit, : Bartolus, 
There being no other evaſion leſt to tree me 
From the vexation of my ſpightful Brother, 
That moſt inſultingly reigns over me, 
I muſt and will go torward. _ | 
Bar. Do, my Lord, 8 5 | 
And look not after Credit, we ſhall cure that, 
Your bended Honeſty we ſhall ſer right, Sir, 
We Surgeons of the Law do Cures, Sir, 
And you ſhall ſee how heartily III handle it: | 
Mark how I'll knock it home: Be of good chear, Sir, 
You give good Fees, and thoſe beget good Cauſes, 
The Prerogative of your Crowns will carry the matter, 
Carry it ſheer; the Aſſiſtant ſits to-morrow, 
And he's your Friend, your monied Men love naturally, 
And as your Loves are clear, ſo are your Cauſes... . 
Hen. He ſhall not want for that. in 


Bar. No, no, he muſt not; | 1 
Line your Cauſe warmly, Sir, the Times are Aguiſh, . 
That holds a Plea in Heart; hang the penurious, _ | 
Their Cauſes, like their Purſes, have poor Iſſues. 

Hen. That way, I was ever bountiful. 8 

Bar. Tis true, Sir, ON 
That makes ye fear'd, forces the Snakes to kneel to ye. 
Live full of Mony, and ſupply the Lawyer, - _ . 
Andtake your choice of what Man's Lands you pleaſe, Sir, 
What Pleaſures, or what Profits, what Revenges, 
They are all your own. I muſt have Witneſles 
Enough, and ready. Re 

Hen. You ſhall not want, my Bartolus.  _ _ 

| 8 | Ber. ©, 1H 
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Bar. Subſtantial fearleſs Souls, that will ſwear ſuddenly, 
That will ſwear any thing. 

Hen. They ſhall fwear Truth too. 

Bar. That's no great matter : For variety 
They may ſwear Truth, elſe tis not much look'd after: 
] will ſerve Proceſs, preſently, and ſtrongly, 
Upon your Brother, and Octavio, 
Facintha, and the Boy; provide your proofs, Sir, 
And ſet em ri be ſure of Witneſſes, 


Though they colt Mony, want no ſtore of Witneſſes ; 

I have ſeen a handſome Cauſe ſo foully loſt, Sir, 

So beaſtly caſt away for want of Witneſſes. { ws 
Hen. "There ſhall want nothing. . 


Bar. Then be gone, be provident, 
Send to the Judge a ſecret way: Vou have me, 
And let him under ſtand the Heart. 1288 
Hen, I ſhall, Sir. 
Bar. And feel the Pulſes ſtrongly beat, I'll ſtudy, 
And at my Hour, but mark me, go, be happy, 
Go and believe i'th' Law. 
Hen. | hope 'twill help me. | Exennt; 


Enter Lopez, Diego, fur Pariſhioners, and Singers. | 
Lop. Ne'er talk to me, I will not ſtay amongſt ye, 

Debauch'd and ignorant lazy Knaves I found ye, 

And Fools I leave ye. I have thaught theſe twenty Years, 

Preacht Spoon-meat to ye, that a Child might ſwallow, 

Yet ye are Block-heads ſtill : What ſhou'd I ſay to ye? 

Ye have neither Faith, nor Mony left to ſave ye, 

Am Ja fit Companion for ſuch Beggars? (Sir 
1 Par. If the Shepherd will ſuffer the Sheep to beſcab'd, 
Lop. No, no, ye are rotten. 

Die. Wou'd they were, for my ſake. 


(dA Wy, 9 


hay a» XJ: . me? 


Lop. I have Nointed ye, and Tarr d ye with my Doctrine, I ! 
And yet the Murren ticks to ye, yet ye are Mangy, H 
I will avoid ye. 80 
2 Par. Pray ye, Sir, be not angry, : 


In the pride of your new Caſflock, do not part with us, 
: | We 
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We do acknowledge ye are a careful Curate, 
And one that ſeldom troubles us with Sermons, |} 
A ſhort ſlice of a Reading ſerves us, Sir, 
We do acknowledge ye a quiet Teacher, | 
Before you'll vex your Audience, you'll ſleep with em, 
And that's a loving thing. «A 
3 Par, We grant ye, Sir, fr Ke VP 
The only Benefactor to our Bowling, 
To all our merry Sports the firſt Proyoker, 
And at our Feaſts, we know there is no Reaſon, 
But you that cdifie us moſt, ſhould cat moſt, | 
Lop. 1 will not ſtay for all this, ye ſhall know me 
A Man born to a more beſeeming Fortune | 
Than ringing all-in, to a rout ot Dunces. (Eggs too, 
4 Par. We will increaſe your Tithes, you ſhali have 
Though they may prove moſt dangerous to our Iſſues, 
1 Par. I am a Smith; yet thus far out of my Love, 
You ſhall have the tenth Horſe I prick, to pray for, 
I am ſurc I prick hve hundred in a Year, Sir. 
2 Par. I am a Cook, a Man of a dry'd Conſcience, 
unt. Let thus far Iretent : Youſhall have tith Pottage. (Diego. 
3 Par, Your Stipend ſhall be rais'd too, good Neighbour 
Die. W ou'd ye have me ſpeak for ye? lam moreangry, 
Ten times more vex'd, not to be pacifed : | 
Zh No, there be other places for poor Sextons, 
Places of profit, Friends, fine ſtirring Places, 
And People that know how to uſe our Offices, 
ars, Know what they were made for: I ſpeak for ſuch Capons? 
Ye ſhall find the Key o'th* Church 
e: Under the Door, Neighbours, 
You may go in, and drive away the Daws. 
Lop. My Surpliſs, with one Sleeve, you ſhall find there, | 
Yd, For to that dearth of Linnen you have driven me; 
And the old Cutwork Cope, that hangs by Geometry: 
Pray ye turn 'em carefully, they are very tender; 
ne, The remnant of the Books lye where they did, Neighbours, 
Ha'f puft away with the Church-v ardens Pipings, 
Such ſmoaky Zeals they have againſt ha:d Places. 
| The Poor- mans Box is there too: If ye find any thing 
8, Beſide the Poſie, and that half rub'd out too, Fs 
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For fear it ſhould awake too much Charity, 
Give it to pious uſes, that is, ſpend it. 

Die. The Bell-ropes, they are ſtrong enough to hang ye, 
So we bequeath ye to your Deſtiny. | 

1 Par. Pray ye be not ſo haſty. 

Die. PII ſpeak a proud Word to ye, 

Would ye have us ſtay? | 
2 Par. We do muſt heartily pray ye. 
Par. V'll draw as mighty drink, Sir. 
A ſtrong Motive, 
The ſtronger ſtill, the more ye come unto me. 
Far. And I'll end for my Daughter. 
This may ſtir too: | | 
The Maiden is of Age, and muſt be edified. | 

4 Par. Vou ſhall have any thing. Loſe our learned Vicar? 
And our moſt conſtant Friend; honeſt dear Diego? 

Die. Yet all this will not do: I'll tell ye, Neighbours, 
And tell ye true: If ye will have us ſtay, 
If you will have the comforts of our Companies, 

You ſhall be bound to do us right in theſc points, 
You ſhall be bound, and this the Obligation, 
Dye when *tis fit, that we may have fit Duties, 
And not fcek to draw out our undoings, 
Marry try'd Women, that are free, and fruitful, 
Get Children in abundance, for your Chriſtnings, 
Or ſuffer to be got, *tis equal Juſtice, 

Ly. Let Weddings, Chriftnings, Churchings, Funerals, 
And merry Goftipings go round, go round ftill, 

Round as a Pig, that we may find the profit. 

Die. And let your old Men fall fick handſomely, 
And dye immediately, their Sons may thoot up: 

Let Women dye o'th' Sullens too, 'tis natural, 

Bur be ſure their Daughters be of Age firſt, 

That they may ſtock us ſtill: your queazie young Wives 
That periſh undeliver'd, I am vext with, 

And vext abundantly, it much concerns me, 

There's a Child's Burial loſt, look that be mended. 
Lop. Let em be brought to Bed, then dye when they pleaſe, 
Theſe things conſider'd, Country-men, and ſworn to. 


3 Far. 


— 


2 Par. All theſe, and all our Sports again, and Gambols. 


"x a ae Fly, 


3 Par. We muſt dye, and we muſt live, and we'll be 
Ev'ry Man ſhall be Rich by one another. merry, 
2 Par. We are hereto Morrow and Ne to Day; for my 
If getting Children can befriend my Neighbours, (part 
1'1l labour hard but PI filt your Font, Sir. / 
1 Par. I have a Mother now, and an old Father, 
They are as ſure your own, within theſe two Months 
4 Par. My Siſter mult be pray d for too, ſhe is deſperate, 
Deſperate in Love. !!, Ss te 428 | 
Die. Keep deſperate Men far from herr, 
Then 'twill go hard; Da you fee: how Melancholy? 
Do you mark the Man? do you profeſs ye love him? 
And would do any thing to ſtay his Fury? 
And are ye ovided to refreſh him, 
To make him know your Loves? fie Neighbours, 
2 Par. We'll do any thing. | 
We have brought Muſick to appeaſe his Spirit, 
And the beſt Song we'll give him. 
Dio. Pray down, Sir, e 
They know their Duties now, and they ſtand ready f 
To tender their beſt Mirtd. 5. | | 
Lyp. Tis well, proceed Neighbours,, _ | 
I am glad I have brought ye to underſtand good manners, 
Ye had Puritan Hearts a-while, ſpurn d at all Paſtimes, 
Bur I ſee ſome hope now. | A : 
Die. We are ſet, proceed Neighbours. 
5 T 


J. 
let the Boys fing, 


ar? 


urs, 


Let the Bells 12 ond 47 
The you es tip and play | | 
Let = Cup go round, *till round goes the Ground, 
$ Our Learned old Vicar will ſtay. 
II. 
Let the Pig turn merrily, merrily ab, 
And let the fat Gooſe ſwim, 


For verily, verily, verily ab, 


Our Vicar thts Day 1 1 Lg III. The 


e. 
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III. a 

The ſtem d Cock ſhall Crow, Cocſ-a- loodle- loo, 

A ioud Cock-a-loodle ſball be Crow, 
The Duck and the Drake, ſhall ſwim in a Lake 

Of Onions and Claret below. 
| IV. 

Our Wives ſhall be neat, to bring in our Meat; 

To thee our moſt noble Adviſer, | 
Our pains ſball be great, and Bottles ſhall ſwear, 

d we our ſelves will be wiſer, | 


V. 
We'll Iabour and. ſwink, we'll kiſs and we'll drink, 
And Tithes ſhall come thicker and thicker, 
We'll fall to gur Plow, and get Children enough, 
And thou ſhalt be Learned old Vicar. 


Enter Arſenio and Milanes. 
Arſ. What ails this Prieſt ? how highly the thing takes it? 
Mil. Lord how it looks? has he not bought ſome Pre- 


Leandro's Mony makes the Raſcal merry, (bend? 


Merry at Heart; he ſpies us. 

Lop. Be gone Neighbours, 
Here are ſome Gentlemen : be gone good Neighbours, 
Be gone, and labour to redeem my favour, 1 15 
No more Words, but be gone : Theſe two are Gentlemen, 
No Company for cruſty- handed Fellows. 

Die. We will ſtay for a Vear or two, and try ye. 

Lop. Fill all your Hearts with Joy, we will ſtay with ye. 
Be gone, no more; I take your paſtimes graciouſly. [ Exe. 
Would ye with me, my Friends? [ Pariſbyoners. 
- Arſ. We would look upon ye, , 


For methinks ye look lovely. 


Lop. Ye have no Letters? 
Nor any kind Remembrances? 
Mil. Remembrances ? | 
Lp. From Nova Hiſpania, or ſome Part remote, Sir, 


"You look like TravcI'd Men: May be ſome old Friends 


That happily I have forgot; ſome Signiors 
In Ebina or Cataya z ſome Companions—— of 
eV .-: : >] 4 / f | | i 6, 
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Die. In the Myguls Court, or elſewhere. 
Arſ They are mad ſure. | 
op. Ye came not from Peru? Do they look, Di 
As it they had ſome Myſtery about em? | 
Another Don Alonzo now? T2, 
Die. Ay. marry, 
And ſo much Mony, Sir, from one you know not, 
Let it be who it will. unn A 
Lop. They have gracious Favours. 
Would ye be private? | 
Mil. There's no need on't, Sir, 
Wecome to bring yea Remembrance from a Merchant. 
Lop. Tis very well, tis like I know him. 
Arſ. No, Sir, | 
I do not think ye do. 
Lop. A new miſtake, Die ga, 
Let's carry it decently. 
Arſ. We come to tell ye, 
You have receiv'd great Sums from a young Factor 
They call Leandro, that has rob'd his Maſter, 
Rob'd him, and run away- 4 
Die. Let's keep cloſe, Maſter; 
This News comes from a cold Country. 


„ Lop. By my faith it Freezes, e ene 
Mil. Is not this true? do you ſhrink now good-man 
n, Do I not touch ye? | * * 
= We have a hundred Duckets 
Yet left, we do beſeech ye, Sir 
e. Mil. You'll hang both. 
* Ly. One may ſuffice. 
N Die. 1 will not hang alone, Maſter, 


I had the leaſt Part, you ſhall hang the higheſt. 
Plague o' this Tiveria, and the Letter, 9 
The Devil ſent it poſt, to pepper us, 
From Nova Hiſpama, we hall hang at home now. 
Arſ. I ſee ye are Penitent, and I have Compaſſion ; 
, Ve are ſecure both; do but what we charge ye, 


5 Ve ſhall have more Gold too, and he ſhall give Wy 2 


Vet ne'er indanger ye. 
Lp. Command us, Maſter, 8 | 
e - 4% IE : þ Com- 
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Command us preſently, and ſee how nimbly —— 
Die. And it we do not handſomely endeavour ——— 
Arſ. Go home, and till ye hear more, keep private, 

Till we appear again, no Words, Vicar, 

There's ſomething added. 

Mil. For you too. . 
Lop. We axejready. : 
Mil. Go and expect us hourly : If ye falter, 

Though ye had twenty Lives 7 
Die. We are fit to loſe em. 

Lop. Tis moſt expedient chat we ſhould hang both. 
Die. If we be hang' d, we cannot blame our Fortune. 
Mil. Farewel, and be your own Friends. 

Lop. We expect ye. 


SCENE III. A Bar: A Table-baok, two 
Chairs, Paper, and a Standiſb ſet out. 


Enter Octavio, Jacintha, and Aſcanio. 


OZ. We cited to the Court 

Fac. It is my wonder. TER 

Od. But not our fear, Facintha; wealthy Men, 
That have Eſtates to loſe, whoſe conſcious Thoughts 
Are full of inward Guilt, may thake with horrour 
To have their Actions fitted, or appear 
Before the Judge. But we, that know our ſelves 
As innocent, as poor, that have no Fleece 
On which the Talons of the griping Law 
Can take ſure hold, may ſmile with ſcorn on all 
That can be urg d againſt us. | 

Fac. I am confident _ 
There is no Man ſo covetous, that defires 
To raviſh our wants from us, and leſs hope 
There can be ſo much Juttice left on Earth, 
Though ſued, and call'd upon, to eaſe us of 
The burthen of our wrongs. 

OX. What thinks Aſcanio | 
Shou'd we be call'd in queſtion, or accus'd 
Unjuſtly, what would you do to redeem. us 


Exeum. 


From 
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From tyrannous Oppreſſion? 
Aſc. I cou'd pray 5 
To him that ever has an open Ear, 
To hear the Innocent, and right their wrongs; 
Nay, by my Troth, I think I cou d out-plead' 
An Advocate, and Feat as much as he 
Do's for a double Fee, e' er you ſhould ſuſſer 
In an honeſt Cauſe. 
Enter Jamie and Bartolus. 
OX. Happy Simplicity! | 
Fac. My deareſt and my beſt one, Don — 18 
OA. And the Advocate, that caus'dus tobe ſummon d. 
Aſc. My Lord is mov'd, I fee it in his looks, 
And that Man, in the Gown, i in my Opinion 
Looks like a proguing Knave. - 
- Peace, give them leave, 
m. Serve me with Proceſs ? 
Bar. My Lord, F ws ou are not lawleſs. 
Fam. Nor thou honeſt; 
One, that not long ſince was the buckram Scribe, 
That would run on Mens errands for an Aſper, 
And from ſuch baſeneſs, having raiv'd a Stock 
To bribe the covetous Judge, call'd to the Bar. 
So poor in Practice too, that you wou'd plead 
A needy Clyent's Cauſe, for a ſtarvd Hen, | 
Or half a little Loin of Veal, though fy-blown, 
And theſe, the greateſt Fees you could arrive at 
For juſt Proceedings; but fince you turn'd Raſcal —— 
Bar. Good words, my Lord. 
Fam. And grew my Brother's Bawd, 
In all his vitious Courſes, foothing bim 
In his diſhoneſt Practices, you are grown 
The rich and eminent Knave z in the Devils 2 
What am I cited for ? 
Bar. You ſhall know anon, 
And then too late repent this bitter Os” 
Or I'll miſs of my Ends. 
Jam. Were't not in Court, 
I would beat that fat of thine, rais'd by the food | 
Snatch'd from poor Clyents Mouths, into a Jelly: 4 


= 
: 


508 The Spaniſh Curate. 


I would, my Man of Law, but I am patient, 
And would obey the Judge. 
Bar. "Tis your beſt courſe : 
Would every Enemy I have wou'd beat me, 
I would wiſh no better Action. | 
OZ. Save your Lordſhip. 
Aſc. My humble Service, ; | 
am. My good Boy, how doſt thou? - 
W hy art thou call'd into the Court ? 
Enter Aſſiſtant, Henrique, Officer, and Witneſſes. 
Aſc. 1 krow not, | 
But tis my Lord the Aſſiſtant's Pleaſure 
I] ſhou'd attend here. 
Jam. He will ſoon reſolve us. 
Ofi. Make way there for the Judge. 
Jam. How? my kind Brother? 
Nay then 'tis rank: There is ſome Villany towards. 
Ait. This Seſſions purchas'd at your Suit, Don Hen- 
Hath brought us hither, to hear and determine (xique, 
Of what you can prefer. oe) 
Hen. I do beſcech 
The honourable Court, I may be heard 
In my Advocate. 
AH. Tis granted, 
Bar. Humh, humh. 
Jam. That Preface, 
If left out in a Lawyer, ſpoils the Cauſe, 
Though ne'er ſo good, and honeſt. 
Bar. If 1 ſtood here, 


To plead in the Defence of an ill Man, 


Moſt equal Judge, or to accuſe the Innocent 
To both which J profeſs my ſelf a Stranger, 


It wou'd be requiſite I ſhou'd deck my Language 


With Tropes and Figures, and all Flouriſhes 

That grace a Rhetorician, 'tis confeſs'd 

Adulterate Metals need the Gold- ſmiths Art, 

To ſet 'em off; what in it ſelf is perfect 

Contemns a borrowed Gloſs: This Lord, my Client, 
Whoſe honeſt Cauſe, when 'tis related truly, 


Will challenge Juſtice, finding in his Conſcience 
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A tender ſcruple of a Fault long ſince 
By him committed, thinks it not ſufficient 
To be abſoly'd oft by his Confeſſor, 

If that in open Court he publiſh not | 
What was ſo long conceal'd. 

Fam. To what tends this? - 

Bar. In his young years (it is no Miracle | 
That Youth, and head of Blood, ſhould mix together) 
He look'd upon this Woman, on whoſe Face | 
The ruins yet remain, of excellent Form, 

He look'd on her, and lov'd her. 

Fac. You good Angelis. 
What an impudence is this? 

Bar. And us'd all means 
Of Service, Courtſhip, Preſents, that might win her 
To be at his Devotion: But in van; 

Her Maiden Fort, impregnable, held out, 
Until he promis d Marriage; and before 
e, Theſe Witneſſes a ſolemn Contract paſs d 

| To take her as his Wife. 

Aſfſt. Give them their Oath. 

Fam. They are incompetent Witneſſes, his own Crea- 
And will ſwear any thing for half a Ryal. (tures, 

Off. Silence. | 

Aſt. Proceed. | 

Bay. Upon this ſtrong aſſurance 
He did enjoy his wiſhes to the full, 

Which ſatisfied, and then with Eyes of Judgment, 
Hood-wink'd with Luſt before, conſidering duly : \ 
The inequality of the Match, he being 

Nobly Deſcended, and Allied, but ſhe 

Without a Name, or Family, ſecretly 

= purchas'd a Divorce, to diſanul - 

is former Contract, marrying open 
The Lady Violante. 5 pt 

Fac. As you fit here 
The Deputy of the great King, who is 
The Subſtitute of that imparrial Judge, 
With whom, or Wealth, or Titles prevail nothing, 
Grant to a much wrong'd Widow, or a Wife | 


Your 


7 
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Your Patience, with liberty to (| 
In her own Cauſe, and let me, Face to Face 


To this bad Man, deliver what he is: 55 
And if my Wrongs, with his — ballanc'd, 
Move not Compaſſion, let me die unp 
His Tears, his Oaths, his Perjuries, 1 > Np 
To think of them is a Diſeaſe; but 
Should I repeat them. I dare not deny, 
what's ie, 
But all the Advocate hath alledg'd concerning 
His Falſhood, and my Shame, in my Conſent, 
To be moſt true. But now I turn to thee, 
To thee Don Henrique, and if impious Ads 
Have left'thee Blood enough to make a bluſh, 
5 aint it on thy Cheeks. Was not the wrong 
cient to defer me of mine Honour, 

10 leave me full of Sorrow, as of Want, 
The witneſs of my Luſt leſt in my Womb, 
To teſtify thy Falſhood, and my Shame? 
But now ſo 8 Years I had conceal'd 
Thy moſtinhuman Wickedneſs, and won 
This Gentleman, to hide it from the World, 
To Father what was thine (for yet by Heav'n, 
Though in the City he paſs'd for my Husband, 
He never knew me as his Wife ) 

Att. Tis ſtrange : 
Give him an Oath. 

Oct. I gladly fwear, and truly. 

Fac. After all this, 1 fay, when I had born 
Theſe wrongs, with Saint-like Patience, ſaw another 
Freely enjoy, what: was in Juſtice mine, 

Yer {till to tender of thy reſt and _ 
I never wou'd divulge it, to diſtu 


Thy Peace at home; yet thou moſt barbarous, 


To be fo careleſs of me, and my Fame, 
For all reſpect of thine in the firſt ſte 


'To thy baſe Luſt, was loſt, in open Court 


To publiſh my Diſgrace? and on Record, 


- To write me up an eaſie- yielding Wamon? 


I think can find no Precedent: In my Extreams, 


Ine 


Thou gh the — muſt wound mine Honour, 


Mere der innings to my Miferies, 
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One comfort yet is left, that chough the Law 
Divorce me from thy Bed, and made free way 
To the unjuſt Embraces of another, 
It cannor yet deny that this my Son, 
(Look up Aſcanio ſince it ivTome on) 
Is 72 legitimate _ | 
am. Confederacy 
A trick, my Lord, to cheat me; ber yen give 
Your Sentence, me hearing. 
Ah. New Chimera's? ; 
Fam. 1 am, my Lord, ſince he is without Iflue, | 
Or hope of any, his undoubred Heir, 
And this forg'd by the Advocate, to defeat me 
Of what the Laws of Spain confer upon me, 
A meer Impoſture, and Conſpiracy 
Againſt my future Fortunes. 
. You aretoo bold. 
Speak to the Cauſe, Don Henrique. 
Hen. I confeſs, 


That” al the Court hath heard touching this Cauſe, 
= with me, or againſt me, is — true: 
e latter my Brother 

For what . Tk is not — 22 Spleen 
1 5 pretends, but from —— — 

nd to repair the that I have | 
To this _ Wen And I beſeech your — 
To think I have not ſo far loſt my Reaſon, (2 
To bring i into my Family, 0 ſucceed me, 
The Stranger Iſſue of another's Bed; 
By proof, this is my Son, I challenge him, | 
Accept him, and acknowledge him, and a deſire, | 
By a definitive Sentence of the Court, 
He may be ſo Recorded, and full en 
To me, to take him Home. 

Fac. A ſecond Rape 
To the poor remnant of Content that's left me, 
If this be granted: And all my 1 


Bur this th Sfall: Raucher chen r 
is the height part With 
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With my Aſcanio, I'll deny m 2 Oath, 
Profefs my ſelf a Strumpet, ndure 
What Puniſhment ſoc' er — Court decrees 
Againſt a Wretch that hath forſworn her ſelf, 
Or plaid the impudent W hore. 

This taſtes of Paſſion, _ 
And chat muſt not divert the . of Juſtice; ; 
Don Henrique, take your Son, with this condition 
You give him Maintenance, as becomes his Birth, 
And twill ſtand with your Honour to do ſomething 
For this wrong'd Woman: I will compel nothing, 


But leave it to your Will. Break up the Court: / 


It is in vain to move me; my doon?'s paſs'd, 


And cannot be revok'd. — | Eri. 


Hen. There's your Reward. 
Bar. More Cauſes, and ſuch Fees. hk tomy Wife, 
I have toolong been abſent. Health to your Lordſhip. 


[ Exit, 


Aſc. You all look ſtrangely, and I fear believe 
This unexpected Fortune makes me proud, 
Indeed it do's not: I ſhall ever pay you 


Ihe duty of a Son, and honour 


Next to my Father: Good my x vr for yet 
I dare not call you Uncle, be not ſad, 
I never ſhall forget thoſe noble Favours 
You did me being a Stranger, and if ever 
I live to be the Maſter of a * | 
You ſhall command it. 
1 Since it was determinꝰd W Q 
ou d cozen d, Iam glad the profit © © 
Shall fall on thee ; Lam too tough to melt. . 
But ſomething L will do. 
Hen. Pray you take leave 
Of your A gentle Brother, the good Huband 
That takes up all for you. _ 


Jam. Very well, mock on, 


It is your turn: I may have mine a . 


* But do not 
orget us, dear Aſcanio. 
Aſc. Do not fear it, 


" . : 
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I ev'ry day will ſee you: Ev'ry hour 
Remember you in my Pray'rs, | 
Oct. My Grief's too great er TA. $7 
To be ex ele d“ in Words | ' o} ©; - (Exit. 
Hen. Take that and leave us, | Gives om 1 2 
Leave us without reply; nay come back 
And ſtudy to forget fuch thin a 6.009 *% 
As are not worth the Knowledg { Aſc. offers foes 
Aſe. O good Sir, 
Theſe are bad Principles 
Hen. Such as you muſt learn 
Now you are mine, for Wealth and 8 
Can hold no Friendſhip: And what is my Will 
You muſt obſerve — do, though good or ill. ¶ Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Bartolus. 


Bar, Where is my Wife? Fore Heaven, I have done 
Done mighty things to day, my 2 (Wonders, 
My Heart rejoyces at my wealthy Gleanings, 

A rich litigious Lord I love to follow, | 
A Lord that builds his Happineſs on Brawlings, 
O 'tis a bleſſed thing to have rich Clients. 
Why, Wife 1 fay, how fares my ſtudious Pupil? 
Hard at it ſtill? Ye are too violent, 
All things muſt have their Reſts, they will not laſt elſe, 
Come out and breathe. [ Leandro un 
Lean. ] do beſcech you pardon me, 
I am deeply in a ſweet point Sir. 
Bar. T'll inſtru& ye: 
Enter Amaranta. 
I ſay take Breath, ſeek Health firſt, then your Study. 
O my ſweet Soul, 1 have brought thee 3 Birds home, 
Birds in abundance : 1 have done ſtrange wonders: | 
There's more a hatching too 
Ama. Have ye done, good Husband ? 
Than 'tis a good day ſpent. 

Bar. Good enough Chicken, 
have ſpread the eto t ' Law, to catch rich Booties, 
Vo“. II. D And 
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And they come fluttering in. How do's my Pupil ? 
My modeſt thing, haſt thou yet ſpoken to him? 

Ama. As ] paſt by his Chamber I might ſee him, 
But he is ſo bookiſh. 

Bar. And fo baſhful too, 
faith he is, before he will ſpeak, he will ſtarve there. 

Ama. | pity him a little. | | 

Bar. So do J too. t 

Ama. And if he pleaſe to take the air o'th* Gardens, 
Or walk i'th' = Rooms, ſo he moleſt not— (thee. 

Bar. He ſhall not trouble thee, he dare not ſpeak to 

Enter Moor, with Cheſs-board. 
ng out the Cheſs-board, —come let's have a game 
Ill try your Maſtery, you ſay you ate cunning. (Wife, 
pubs As ne hon — Sir, I ſhall bas „ 

55 Enter Leandro. 

Bar. Here he ſteals out, put him not out of Countenance, 
Prethee look another way, he will be gone elſe. 5 
Walk and refreſhyour ſelf, I'll be with you preſently. 

Lean. 1'll take the Air a little. [ Play at Cheſs. 

Bar. *Twill be healthful. | Man. 

Ama. Will ye be there? Then here? I'll ſpare ye that . 

Lean. Would I were fo near too, and a Mate fitting. ! 

Ama. What think ye, Sir, to this? Have at your Knight 
now. | (vice. 

Bar. "Twas ſubtily play d: Your Queen lies at my Ser- 
Prethee look off, he is ready to pop in again, I 
Look off I fay, doſt thou not ſee how he bluſhes ? | 

Ama. I do not blaſt him. | 

Lean. But ye do, and burn too 
What killing Looks ſhe ſteals? 

Bar. I have you now cloſe, 

Now fora Mate. 

Lean. You are a bleſſed Man that may ſo have her. 
Oh that I might play with her Err within 

Bar. Who's there? I come, you cannot ſcape me now 
Wife. I come, I come. | [ Knock, 

Lean. Moſt bleſſed Hand that calls him. 

Bar. Play quickly, Wife. | 

Ama. Pray ye give leave to think, Sir, 25 H 

Euter 


— wow 0 
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f Euter Moor. 
Moor. An honeſt Neighbour that dwells hard by, Sir, 
Would fain ſpeak with your Worſhip about Buſineſs. 
Lean. The Devil blow him off. TS: 
Bar. Play. | 
Ams. I will ſtudy : 

For if you beat me thus, you will ſtill laugh at me---[ Knock, 
Bar. He knocks again, I cannot ſtay. Leandro, 


„pray thee come near. 
hee. Lean. I am well, Sir, here. 
K to Bar. Come hither: | 
Be not afraid, but come. 
"554 Ama. Here's none will bite, Sir. 
it, . Lean. God forbid, Lady. 
Ama. Pray come nearer. 
Lean. Yes forſooth. 
—_—_ Bar. *Prethee obſerve theſe Men: juft as they ſtan 
And ſee this Lady do not alter em, | chere, 
NM And be not partial, Pupil. - 
ſs. Lean. No indeed, Sir. (ſently, 
Man. Bar. Let her not move a Pawn, I'll come back pre- 
that Nay you ſhall know I am a Conqueror. | 
m WY Have an eye, Pupil | [Extit. 
ugh Ama. Can ye play at Cheſs, Sir? 
5 Lean. A little, Lady. 
Ser- Ama. But you cannot tell me 


How to avoid this Mate, and win the Game too; 

H'as noble Eyes: Ye dare not friend me ſo far? =» 
Lean. 1 dare do any thing that's in Man's pow'r, Lady, 

Tobe a Friend to ſuch a noble Beauty. 

Ama, This is no Lawyers Language: I pray ye tell me, 

Whither may I remove, ye ſee I amſet round, 

To avoid my Husband? 


r. Lean. 1 ſhall tell ye happily, | 
thin ¶ But happily you will not be inſtructed. 
00 Ama. Yes and thank ye too, ſhall I move this Man 
MOCK» 


Lean. Thoſe are unſeemly: Move one can ſerve ye, 
Can honour ye, can love ye. | 4 
Ama. Pray ye tell quickly, 8 
He will return, and then. a 


„ 
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Lean. V1ltell ye inſtantly, 

Move me, and 1 will move any way to ſerve ye, 
Move your Heart this way, Lady: | 

Ama. How? 

Lean. *Pray ye hear me. ; 
Behold the ſport of Love, when he is imperious, 
Behold the ſlave of Love. 

Ama. Move my Queen this way? 

Sure, he's ſome worthy Man: Then if he hedge me, 

Or here to open him. 1 
Lean. Do but behold me, 

If there be Pity in you, do but view me, 


1 


But view the Miſery I have undertaken Ha 
For you, the Poverty. 170 
Ama. He will come preſently. 3 My 
Now play your beſt Sir, though I loſe this Rook here, Ane 
Let I get Liberty. l 
Lean. I'll ſeize your fair Hand, For 
And warm it with a hundred, hundred Kiſſes. { 
The God of Love warm your Deſires but equal, For 
That ſhall play my Game now. An 
Ama. What do you mean, Sir? N She 
Why do you ſtop me? | But 
Lean. That ye may intend me. My 
The time has bleſt us both: Love bids us ule it. J 
I am a Gentleman nobly deſcended, For 
Young to invite your Love, rich to maintain it. 4 
I bring a whole Heart to ye, thus I give it, 1 


And to thoſe burning Altars thus I offer, 85 

And thus, divine Lips, where perpetual Spring grows — 0 
Ama, Take that, ye are too ſaucy. c 
Lean. How, proud Lady ? 1 

Strike my Deſerts? _ 


Ama. | was to blame. . N 

Euter Bartolus. Ne 0 

Bar. What Wife, there? 7 
Heav'n keep my Houſe from Thieves. 

Tean. I am wretched: | - 


Open d, diſcover'd, loſt to my Wiſhes. 
I {hall be hooted at. 


* 
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Bar. What Noiſe was this, Wife? 
hy doſt thou ſmile ? | 
Lean. This proud thing will betray me. 
Bar. W hy theſe lie here? What angry, Dear? 
Ama. No, Sir, 
Only a chance, your Pupil ſaid he plaid well, 
and ſo indeed he do's: Henndertook for ye, 
Becauſe I would not fit fo long time idle, 
made my Liberty, avoided your Mate, 
nd he againas cunningly 4 er d me, 
Indeed heput me ſtrangely to it. When preſently 
Hearing you come, and having broke his Ambuth. too, 
Having the ſecond time brought off my Queen fair, 
] roſe o'th* ſudden ſmilingly to ſhew ye, 
My Apron caught the Cheſs-board, and the Men, 
And there the Noiſe was. 
Bar, Thou art grown a Maſter, 
For all this I ſhall beat ye. 
Lean. Orl, Lawyer, 
For now love her more, twas a neat Anſwer, 
And by it hangs a mighty Hope, I thank her, 
dhe gave my Patea ſoundKnock thar it rings yet, 
But you ſhall have a ſounder if I live, Lawyer; 
My Heart akes yet, I would not be in that fear 
Bar, Jam glad ye are a Gameſter, Sir, ſometimes 
For Recreation we two ſhall fight hard at it. 
Ama. He will prove too hard for me. 

Lean. J hope he ſhall do, (good Lady. 
| But your Cheſs-board is too hard for my Head, line that, 
— Bar, ] have been attoning two moſt wrangling Neigh- 

They had no Mony, therefore I made even. (bours, 
Come, let's go in and eat, truly I am hungry. 
Lean, 1 have eaten already, I muſt intreat your pardon. . 
Bar. Do as ye pleaſe, we ſhall expect ye at Supper. 
He has got a little Heart, now it ſeems handſomely. 
Ama. You'll get no little Head, if Ido not look to ye. 
Lean. If ever I do catch thee again thou Vanity 
Ama, I was to blame to be ſo raſh, I am for 3 


re, 


[ Exennt. 
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ACT iv; SCENE 7: 
Enter Don Henrique, Violante, and Aſcanio, | 
E. HL E A R but my Reaſons. LOR 


Vio. O my Patience, hear em! 
Can cunning Falſhood colour an excuſe 
With any ſeeming ſhape of borrow'd Truth, 


Extenuate this woful wrong, not error? Of n 

Hen, You gave conſent that, to defeat my Brother, Mrot 
I ſhould take any courſe. Eye: 

Vio. Bur not to make ; | car 
The Cure more loathſom than the foul Diſeaſe: Carr 
Was't not enough you took me to your Bed, In al 
Tir'd with looſe Dalliance, and with empty Veins, Or i 
All thoſe Abilities ſpent before and waſted, [ cat 
That cou'd confer the Name of Mother on me? And 
But that (to perfect my account of Sorrow . Wit! 
For my long Barrenneſs) you muſt heighten it | dat 
By ſhewing to my Face, that you were Fruitful V 
Hug'd in the baſe Embraces of another ? A 
If Solitude, that dwelt beneath my Roof, I wi 
And want of Children was a torment to me, | For 
What end of my Vexation to behold 7 
A Baſtard to upbraid me with my wants? E 
And hear the name of Father paid to ye, 4 
Yet know my ſelf no Mother, Hea 
What can I ſay ? a And 
Hen. Shall I confeſs my Fault, and ask your Pardon? Ane 
Will that content ye? Wh 

Vio. Tf it cou'd make void, | |: Loo 
What is confirm'd in Court : No, no, Don Henrique, All 
You ſhall know that I find my ſelf abus'd, | FE 
And add to that, I have a Woman's Anger, 4 
And while I look upon this Baſilisk, WI 
Whoſe envious Eyes have blaſted all my Comforts, Sha 


Reſt confident 1'1] ſtudy my dark Ends, 


And 
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\nd not your Pleaſures. 
Aſc. Noble Lady, hear me, 
Not as my Father's Son, but as your Servant, 
ouchſafe to hear me, for ſuchin my Duty 
I ever will appear: And far be it from 
My poor Ambition, ever to look on you, a 
But with that Reverence, which a Slave ſtands bound 
To pay a worthy Miſtreſs. I have heard , 
That N of higheſt place, nay Queens themſelves, 
Diſdain not to be ſerv'd by ſuch as are | 
Of meaneſt Birth: And I ſhall be moſt happy, 
To be employ'd when you pleaſe to command me, 
Even in the courſeſt. Office, as -_ Page, 
can wait on your Trencher, fill your Wine, 
Carry your Pantofles, and be ſometimes bleſs'd 
In all Humility to touch your Feet: 
Or if that you eſteem that roo much Grace, 
[ can run by your Coach, obſerve your Looks, 
And hope to gain a Fortune by my Service, 
With your good favour, which now, as a Son, 
| dare not challenge. 
Vio. As a Son? 
Aſc. Forgive me, | 
| will forget the Name, let it be Death 
For me to call you Mother. 
Vio. Still upbraided ? 
Hen, No way left to appeaſe you? 
Vio. None: Now hear me: 
Hear what I vow before the face of Heav'n, 
And if I break it, all plagues in this Life, 
And thoſe that after Death are fear'd,fall on me. 
While that this Baſtard ſtays under my Roof, 
Look for no Peace at home, for I renounce 
All Offices of a Wife. | 
Hen, What am I faln to? 


Viv. 1 will not eat, nor ſleep with you, and thoſe hours, 


Which I ſhou'd ſpend in Prayers ſor your Health, 
dhall be employ'd in Curſes. ö 
Hen. Terrible. 


D 4 . 
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Vio. All the day long, I'll be as tedious to you h 
As lingring Feavers, and Flt watch the Nights, An 
To ring aloud your Shame, and break your Sleeps. To 
Or if you do but flumber, I'll appear An 
In the ſhape of all my Wrongs, and like a Fury Th 
Fright you to Madneſs; and if all this fail , W 
To work out my Revenge, 1 have Friends and Kinſmen, Sen 
That will not fit down tame with the Diſgrace J 
That's offer*d to our noble Family #1 $93.6 At 
In what I ſuffer. | 11 T. 

Hen. How am I divided 5 2 1 Le 
Between the Duties I owe as a Husband, Ye 
And Piety of a Parent? | To 

Aſc. I am taught, Sir, PIE 2 Nt 
By the inſtinct of Nature, that Obedience 
Which bids me to prefer your Peaceof Mind, | 
Before thoſe Pleaſures that are deareſt to me; A 
Be wholly hers my Lord, I quit all parts, F By 
That I may challenge. May you grow old together. I. 
And no diſtaſte e' er find you, and before 4 
The Characters of Age are printed on you, Tt 
May you ſee many Images of your ſelves; As 
Though I, like ſome falſe Glaſs, that's never look'd in, N 
Am caſt aſide, and broken. From this hour, Tr 
Unleſs invited, which I dare not hope for, | Al 
I never will ſet my forbidden Feet = yl 
Over your Threſhold; only give me leave, | | 
Though caſt off to the World, to mention you PI 
In my Devotions, tis all I ſue for, | | 
And ſo take my laſt leave. | | 

Hen. Though I am | | Tl 
Devoted to a Wife, nay almoſt ſold | A 


A Slave to ſerve her Pleaſures, yet I cannot 

So part with all Humanity, but I muſt 

Shew ſomething of a Father; thou ſhalt not go 
Unfuirnith dandunfriended too: take that 


To guard thee from Neceſſities; may thyGoodneſs I 
Meet many Favours, and thine Innocence 

Deſerve to be the Heir of greater Fortunes, 5 in 
Than thou wer t Born to. Scorn me not, Violante, Ar 


This 


: 
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This Baniſnment is a kind of civil Death, 

And now, as it were at his Funeral, 

To ſhed a Tear or too, is not unmanly, 

And ſo farewel for ever. One word more, 
Though I mutt never ſee thee, my Aſcano, 
When this is ſpent, for ſo the Judge decreed, 
Send to me for ſupply. Are you pleas'd now ? 


Vio. Ves; I have cauſe to ſee you Howl and Blubber | 


At the parting of my Torment, and your Shame, 
Tis well: proceed: ſupply his wants: do do: 
Let the great Dower | brought, ſerve to maintain 
Your Pallard's Riots: Send my Clothes and Jewels . _ 
To your old acquaintance, your dear Dame his Mother. 
Now you begin to melt, I know 'twill follow. a. 
Hen, Is all I do miſconſtru'd ? 
Vio. I will take 
A Courſe to right my ſelf, a ſpeeding one: 
By the bleſs'd Saints, I will; if I prove cruel, 
The ſhame to ſee thy fooliſh Pity, taught me 
To loſe my natural Softneſs; keep off from me, 
Thy Flatteries are infectious, and I'll flee thee 
As I would do a Leper. 
Hen. Let not Fury 
Tranſport youſo: You know am your Creature, 
All Love, but to your ſelf, with him, hath left me. 
Ill joyn with you in any thing. 
Vio. In vain, 
Piltake mine own ways, and will have no partners. 
Hen. I will not croſs you. 
Vio. Do not, they ſhall find 
That to a Woman of her hopes beguil'd 


A Viper trod on, or an Aſpick's, mild. [Exenunt. 


| SCENE I. 
Enter Lopez, Milanes, and Arſenio. 
Lp. Sits the Game there? I have you by mine order; 
love Leandro fort. 
Mil. But you mult ſhew it 
in lending him your help, to gain him means 
And opporcuniry 8 | 


Ip. He ſhall want nothing, * 
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I know my Advocate to a hair, and what 

Will fetch him from his Pray'rs, if he uſe any, 
T am honyed with the Project: I wou'd have him horn'd 
For a moſt precious Beaſt. 

Arſ. But you loſe time. | 
Lo. I am gone, inſtruct you Diego, you will find him 
A ſharp and ſubtle Knave, give him but Hints 
And he will amplifie. See all things ready, 

VII fetch him with a Vengeance 

Arſ. If he fail now, 

We'll give him over too. 

Mil. Tuſh, he is fleſh'd, 

And knows what vein to ſtrike for his own credit. 
 Arſ. All things are ready. 

Mil. Then we ſhall have a merry Scene, nc'er fear it. 


Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Amaranta, with a Note, and Moor, 


Ama. Is thy Maſter gone out? | 
Moor. Ev'n now, the Curate fetch'd him, 
About a ſerious buſineſs as it ſeem'd, 
For he ſnatch d up his Cloak, and bruſh'd his Hat ſtraight, 
Set his Band handſomely, and out he gallop'd. 
Ama. Tis well, tis very well, he went out, Egla, 
As luckily, as one would ſay, go Husband; 
He was cal!'d by Providence: Fling this ſhort Paper 
Into Leandio's Cell, and waken him, 
He is monſtrous vex'd, and muſty, at my Ch-ſs-play ; 
But this ſhall ſupple him, when he has read it: 
Take your own Recreition for two hours, 
And hinder nothing. 
Moor. If I do, III hang for't. 


SCENFET IV. 


Enter Octavio, and Jacintha. 
OZ. If that you lov'd Aſcanto for himſelf, 
And not your private Ends, you rather ſhou'd 


[ Exeunt. 


[Exit. 
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| 
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Bleſs the fair Opportunity, that reſtores him 
To his Birth-right, and the Honours he was born to, 
Than grieve at his good Fortune. 
Fac, Grieve, Oftavio ? 
| would reſign my Eſſence, that he were 
As happy as my Love cou'd faſhion him, 
Though every Bleſſing that ſhou'd fall on him, 
Might prove a Curſe to me: My ſorrow ſprings 
Out ot my fear and doubt he is not late. 
I am acquainted with Den Henrique s Nature, 
And I have heard too much the fiery Temper 
Of Madam Folante: Can you think 
That ſhe, that almoſt is at War with Heav'n 
For being barren, will with equal Eyes 
Behold a Son of mine? 
Oct. His Father's Care, 
That for the want of Iſſue, took him home, 
Though with the forfeiture of his own Fame, 
Will look unto his Safety. 
Fac. Step-mothers 
Have many Eyes, to find a way to miſchief, 
Though blind to Goodneſs. 5 
Enter Jamie and Aſcanio. 
02. Here comes Don Jamie, 
And with him our Aſcanio. 1 
Jam. Good Vouth leave me, | | a. * 
| know thou art forbid my Company, i 
And only to be ſeen with me, will call on A 
Thy Father's anger. \ 
Aſc. Sir, if that to ſerve you 
Cou'd loſe me any thing, as indeed it cannot, 
I till wou'd follow you. Alas I was born | 
To do you hurt, but not to help my ſelf, | | 
. was, for ſome particular end, took home, 
But am caſt off again. | 
Fam. Is't noiBle 3 | f 
Aſc. The Lady, whom my Father calls his Wife, 
Abhors my fight, is fick of me, and forc'd him 
To turn me out of Doors. 


Jac. By my beſt hopes 


| 
| 
] 
| 
{ 
| 
| 
! 
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I thank her Cruelty, for it comes near 
A ſaving Charity. 
Aſc. I am only happy 
That yet I can relieve you, *pray you ſhare: 
My Father's wondrous kind, and promiſes 
That I ſhou'd be tupplicd: But ſure the Lady 
Is a malicious Wer and I fear 
Means me no good. | 
Enter Servant. 
Fam. I am turn'd a Stone with wonder, 
And know not what to think. 
Ser. From my Lady, 
Your private Ear, and this 
Jam. New Miracles? 
Ser. She ſays, if you dare make your ſelf a Fortune, 
She will propoſe the Means; my Lord Don Henrique 


Is now from home, and ſhe alone expects you; 
If you dare truſt her, _ if _— deipair ot 


A ſecond Offer. [ Exit. 


Fam. Though there were an Ambuſh 
Laid for my Life, Fil on and ſound this Secret. 
Retire thee, my Aſcanio, with thy Mother: 
But ſtir not forth, ſome great Deſign's on Foot, 
Fall what can fall, if e' er the Sun be ſer 
I ſee you not, give me for dead. 

Aſc. We will ex 


you, 
And thoſe Ie Angels, that r — guard ow 


SCENE V. 


Enter Lopez, and Bartolus. 


Ao Ist poſlible = ſhov'd be rich? 
Lop. Moſt 
He hath been long, "though he had but little gettings, 
Drawing together, Sir. 
Bar. Accounted a poor Sexton, 
Honeſt poor Diego. 
Lop. I aſſure ye, a cloſe Fellow, 


Both cloſe, and ſcraping, and that fills che * = 


W e 
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Bar. A notable good Fellow too? f 
- Sometines, Sit. | 
When he hop'd to drink a Man into a Surfeit, 
That he might gain by his Grave. . 
Bar. So many thouſands? | 
Lop. Heav'n knows what. 
Bar. "Tis ſtrange, | | 
"Tis very ſtrange; but we ſee by endeavour; 
And honeſt labour — 5 
Ly. Milo, by continuance | 
Grew from a filly Calf, with your Worſhips Reyerence, 
To carry a Bull; from a penny, to a pound, Sir, 
And from a pound to many: Tis the Progress. 
Bar. Ye ſay true, but he lov'd to feed well alfo, 
And that methinks — 
Lop. From another Man's Trencher, Sir, 
And there he found it ſeaſon'd with fmall charge: 
There he would play the Tyrant, and would deyour ye 
More than the es he made; at home he liy'd 
Like a Camelion, ſuckt th'Air of Miſery, | 
[Table ſet out, Standiſh, Paper, and Stools. 
And grew fat by the Brewis of an Egg-ſhell, 
Wou'd fmell a Cooks-ſhop, and go home and Surfeit, 
And be a Month in faſting out that Fever. 
Bar. Theſe are goodSymptoms:Do's he lye ſo ſick, ſay ye? 
Bar. And choſen me Executor? | L 
. Only your Worſhip. . 
= No lanes of hl ace ee 
Lop. None, that we find. 
Bar. He hath no Kinſmen neither? 
. *Truth, very few. 
2 His mind wil be the quieter, 
What Doctors has he? 
Lop. There's none, Sir, he believes in. uy 
Bar. They are but needleſs things, in ſuch Extremities. 
Who draws the good Man's Wl? 
Lop. Marry that do I, Sir, 
And to my Grief. * 
Ber. Grief will do little now, Sir, 


120 
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Draw it to your comfort, Friend, and as I counſel ye, 
An honeſt Man, but ſuch Men live not always: 
Who are about _ / 
Many, now he is paſſing, men 
That wou'd = to da loss es, and ſome Gentle« 
That would tain counſel him, ol be of his Kindred; 
Rich Men can want no Heirs, Sir. | 
Bar. They do ill, 
Indeed they do, to trouble him; very ill, Sir. ; 
But we ſhall take a care. 1 
Enter, with Diego in a Bed, Milanes, Arſenio, 
and Pariſhoners. 
Top. Will ye come near, Sir? 
Pray ye bring him out; now ye may ſee in what State: 
Give him freſh Air. 
Bar. I am ſorry, Neighbour Dezgo, 
To find ye in ſo weak a ſtate. 
Dre. Ye are welcome, 
But I am fleeting, Sir. 
Bar. Methinks he looks well, 
His Colour freſh, and ſtrong, his Eyes are chearful. 
Lop. A glimmering before Death, tis nothing elſe, Sir, 
Do you ſee how he fumbles with the Sheet? do ye 
note that ? | ( (for ye, 
Die. My Learned Sir, pray ye fit: I am bold to ſend 
To take a care of what I leave. | 
Lop. Do ye hear that ? 
Avrſ. Play the Knave finely. 
Die. Sol will, I warrant ye, 
And carefully. 2” 
Bar. *Pray ye do not trouble him, 
Lou ſee he's weak, and has a wandring Fancy. 


Die. My honeſt Neighbours, weep not, I muſt leave ye, 


I cannot always bear ye Company, 
We muſt drop till, there is no remedy. &  __. 
Pray ye Maſter Curate, will ye write my Teſtament, 
And write it largely it may be remembred, | 
And be Witneſs to my Legacies, good Gentlemen; 
Your Worſhip I do make my full Executor, 
You are a Man of Wit and Underſtanding. 


Give me a Cup of Wine to raiſe my Spirits, For 
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For I ſpeak low: I wou'd, before theſe Neighbours, 
Have ye to ſwear, Sir, that you will ſee it executed, 
And what I give let equally be rendred 
For my Soul's health. _ - | 

Bar. I vow it truly, Neighbours, 
Let not that trouble ye, betore all theſe, 
Once more I give my Oath. 

Die, Then ſet me higher, 
And Pra ye come near me all. 

Lop. We are ready for ye. | 
Mil. Now ſpur the 46, and get our Friend time. 
Die. Firſt then, 
After J have given my Body to the Worms, 
For they muſt be ſerv'd firſt, they are ſeldom cozen'd, 

Lop. — your Pariſh, Neighbour. 

Die. You ſpeak truly, | 
do remember it, a lewd vile Pariſh, 
And pray it may be mended: To the Poor of it, 
Which is to all the Pariſh, I give nothing, | 
For nothing, unto» nothing is moſt natural, 
Vet leave as much ſpace, as will build an Hoſpital, 
Their Children may pray for me. 

Bar. What do you give to it ? 

Die. Set down two thouſand Duckets. 

Bar, "Tis a good gift, 
And will be long remembred. 

Die. To your Worſhip, 
Becauſe you muſt take pains to ſee all finiſh'd, 
give two thouſand more, it may be three, Sir, 
A poor Gratuity for your pains-taking. | 

Bar. Theſe are large Sums. | 

Lop. Nothing to him that has em. 

Die. To my old Maſter Vicar, I give five hundred; 
Five hundred and five hundred are too few, Sir, 
But there be more to ſerve. +. | 

Bar. This Fellow coins ſure. _ (Books, 

Die. Give me more drink. Pray ye buy Books, buy 
You have a learned Head, ſtuff it with Libraries, | 
And underſtand'em, when ye have done, tis Juſtice. 
Run not the Pariſh mad with Controverſies, Ne 
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Nor preach Abſtinence to longing Women, 
"Twill burge the bottoms of their Conſcience: 
I would give the Church new Organs, but I propheſie 
The Church-wardens wou d quickly pipeꝰ em out o'th'P 
Two hundred Duckets more to mend the Cancel, (Tiſh, 
And to paint true Orthography, as many, © 
They write Smt with a C, which is abominable, _ B, 
*Pray you ſet that down, to poor Maidens Marria 
Lop. Ay that's well thought of, what's your will in that Why, 
A meritorious thing. 3 (point! 50 
Bar. No end of this will? * | | 
Die. I give per annum two hundred Ells of Lockram, ; 
That there be no ſtrait dealings in their Linnens, 
But the Sails cut according to their Burthens. 
To all Bell-ringers I bequeath new Ropes, 
And let them uſe em at their own difcretions. 
Arſ. You may remember us. 
Die. I do, good Gentlemen, 
And I bequeath you both good Careful Surgeons, 
A Legacy you have need of, more than Mony, 
I know you want good Diets, and good Lotions, 
And in your pleaſures, good take heed. | 
. He raves now, 
But *twill be quickly off. 
Die. I do bequeath ye 


Commodities of Pins, Brown-papers, Pack-threads, * 
Roſt Pork, and Puddings, Ginger-bread, and Jews-trumps, D 
Of penny Pipes, and mouldy Pepper, take em, B 
Take'em even where you plcaſe and be cozen'd with'em I 
I ſhoud bequeath ye Ne alſo, | Ey" 
But thoſe Ill leave to th* Law. | B 
| Now he grows Temperate. Baff 
Bar. You will give no more? | A 
Die. I am loth to give more from ye, | L 
Becauſe I know you will have a care to execute. duc] 
Only, to pious uſes, Sir, a little. And 


Bar. If he be worth all theſe, I am made for ever. We 

Die. I give to fatal Dames, that ſpin Mens Threads out, Wl e 

1 diſtrefſed Damſels, that are Militant D 
em 2 


As Thi: 


bers of our own Afflictions, al 
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\ hundred Crowns to buy warm Tabs to work in; 
give five hundred pounds to buy a Church-yard, . 

ſpacious Church- yard, to lay Thieves and Knaves in, 


Rich Men and honeſt Men take all the room up. 


Are ye not weary ? 
55 Never of well doing. 


Bar. Theſe are mad Legacies. 

Die. They were got as madly; TL 
My Sheep, and Oxen, and my Moyeables, h 
My Plate, and Jewels, and five hundred Acres 
| have no Hears. 

Bar. This cannot be, tis monſtrous. 

Die. Three Ships at Sea too. 

Bar. You have made me full Executor? 

Die. Full, full, and total, wou'd 1 have more to give ye; 
But theſe may ſerve an honeſt Mind. 

Bar. Ye ſay true, 

Avery honeſt Mind, and make it rich too; hes 

Rich, wondrous rich, but where ſhall I raiſe theſe Momes, 

About your Houſe ?.I ſee no ſuch great Promiles 
here ſhall I find theſe Sums? 

Die. Even where you pleaſe, Sir, 

You are wiſe and provident, and know buſineſs, . 
Evin raiſe em where you ſhall think good, L am reaſonable. 

Bar. Think good? will that raiſe thouſands ? on 

What do you make me ? __ (fort- 


Die. You have ſwornto ſee it done, that's all my com- 


Bar. Where pleaſe? this is pack'd ſure to diſgrace me. 

Die. Ve are juſt, and honeſt, and I know you will doit, 
Ey n where you pleaſe, for you know where the wealth is. 

Bar, I am abus'd, betray'd, I am laugh'd at, ſcorn'd, 
baff d, and boared, it ſeems. 

Arſ. No, no, ye are fool'd. | 

Lop. Molt finely fool'd, and handſomely, and neatly, 
duch cunning Maſters muſt be fool'd ſometimes, Sir, 
and have their Worſhips Noſes wip'd, 'tis healthful, 
We are but quit: You fool us bf our Monis 
in every Cauſe, in every Quiddit wige us. (Gentlemen. 

Die. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ſome more drink, for my Heart, 
This merry Lawyer — ha, ha, ha, ha, this Scholar — 

Vol. II Pls. 1 1 
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I think this fit will cure me: This Executor 
I ſhall laugh out my . LG fot tht 
Bar. This is Deriſion above Suff rance, Villany 

Plotted and ſer againſt me. 59% 

Die. Faith tis Knavery,  _ 210 0 
In troth I muſt confeſs, thou art fool d indeed, Lawyer 

Mil. Did you think, had this Man been rich 

Bar. Tis well, Sir. 1 
Mil. He wou'd have choſen ſuch a Wolf, a Canker, 

A Maggot-pate, to be his whole Executor? 

Lop. A Lawyer, that entangles all Mens Honeſties, 
And lives like a Spider in a Cobweb lurking, 
And catching at all Flies, that paſs his Pit-falls? 

Puts Powder to all States, to make em caper ? 
Wou'd. he truſt you? Do you deſerve? _. 
Die. I find, Gentlemen, Nee 
This Cataplaſm of a well cozen'd Lawyer / 
Laid to my Stomach, lemifies my Feaver, 
Methinks I cou'd eat now, and walk a little. 
Bar. I am aſham'd to feel how flat I am cheated, 
How groſsly, and maliciouſly made a May-game, 
A damn'd trick; my Wife, my Wife, ſome Raſcal: 
My Credit and my Wife, Tome luſtful Villain, 
Some Bawd, ſome Rogue. | 

Arſ. Some crafty Fool has found ye: 

This tis, Sir, to teach ye to be too buſie, 
To ovet all the gains, and all the rumours, _ 
To have a ſtirring Oare in all Mens Actions. 

Lop. We did this, but to vex your fine Officiouſneb. 

Bar. Good yield ye, and good thank ye: I am fool'd, 
The Lawyer is an Aſs, I do confeſs it, (Gentlemen; 


— 


A weak, dull, ſhallow Aſs: Good Even to your Worſhips, 


Vicar, remember, Vicar, Raſcal, remember, 

Thou notable rich Raſcal. | 

-" dp. 5 5 ; 

Pray ye ſtay a little, I have ev'n two Legacies 

To = ak. Mouth up, Sir. 
Bar. Remember Varlets, 

Quake and remember, Rogues; 


I haye brine for your Buttocks. = 8 * 


2 


Exit. 
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Lop. Oh how he frets, and fumes now like a Dunghil! 
Die. His Gall contains ſine ſtuff now to make 3 
Rare damned Stuff. 
Arſe. Let's after him, and ſtill ver him, 
And take my Friend off: By this time he has proſper d, 


He cannot loſe this dear time: Tis impoſſible. 
Mil. Well Diego, thou haſt done. 


. Haſt done it daintily. | 
Mil. And ſhalt be as well paid, Boy——— 
A. Go, let $ crucifie bim. 0 [Exeunt. 
SC E N E VI. 


Eurer Amaranta, and Leandro. 


Lean. I have told ye all my Story, and how deſperately. 
Ama. I do believe: Let's walk on, time is precious, 
Not to be ſpent in Words, here no more wooing, 
The open Air's an Enemy to Lovers, 
Do as I tell ye. 
Lean. VI do any y thing, | 
| am ſo over-joy'd, I'll y to ſerve 3 
Ama. Take your Joy moderately, as it is miniſtred, 
And as the Cauſe invites: That Man's a Fool 
That at the fight o'th' Bond, dances and leaps,  -/ 
Then is the true Joy, when the Mony comes. = 
Lean. You cannot now deny me. 
Ama. Nay, you know not, 
Women have 1 nar and ftrange Fits. 
Lean. You ſhall not 
Ama. Hold ye to that and ſwear it confidently, 
Then I ſhall mk a ſcruple to deny ye : | 
Pray ye let's ſtep in, and ſee a Friend of mine, 
The weather's ſharp: el ſtay bur half an hour, 


Leen, I will be any thing. 5 
- E 2 SCENE 


* 
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SCENE VII. 


Euter Bartolus. . 
Bar. Open the Doors, and give me room to chaſe in, 


Mine own Room, and my Liberty: Why Maid there, 


Open I ſay, and do not anger me, 

I am ſubject to much fury: When, ye Diſh-clout? 

When do you come? afleep, ye lazy Hell-hound ? 

Nothing intended, but your caſe, and cating ? 

No Body here? why Wife, why Wife? why Jewel? 

No Tongue to anſwer me! pre'thee, good Pupil, 

Diſpenſe a little with thy careful Study, 

And ſtep to th'door, and let me in; nor he neither? 

Ha! not at's Study? nor aflcep? nor no Body? | 

!] make ye hear: The Houſe of Ignorance, 

No Sound inhabits here : I have a Key yet 

That commands all: I fear I am Metamorphiz'd. [ Ext. 

Enter Lopez, Arſenio, Milanes, and Diego. 

Lap. He keeps his fury ſtill, and may do miſchief. 


Mil. Ne ſhall be hang'd firſt,we'll be ſticklers there, Boys. 


Die. The hundred thouſand Dreams now, that poſſeſs 
Of jealouſie, and of revenge, and frailty, (him 
Of drawing Bills againſt us, and Petitions. 

Lop. And caſting what his Credit ſhall recover. 

Mil. Let him caſt till his Maw come up, we care not. 
You ſhall be till ſecur'd, [IA great noiſe within. 

Die. We'll pay him home then; | 
Hark what a noiſe he keeps within! 

„32525 21 it bon 3 7 47 
H'as ſet his Chimneys o'fire, or the Devil roars there. 

Die. The Codixes 0'th' Laware broke looſe, Gentlemen. 

Arſ. He's fighting ſure. . nr} 7 

Die. I'll tell ye that immediately * Exit. 

Mil. Or doing ſome ſtrange Outrage on himſelt. 

Arſ. Hang him, he dares not be ſo valiant. 

Enter Diego. * 1a 
Die. There's no Body at home, and ho chafes like a Lyon, 
And ſtinks withal. [ Noiſe ſtil. 
TL. No Body? - 
7 Die. 
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Die. Not a Creature, 

Nothing within, but he and his Law-tempeſt, 

The Ladles, Diſhes, Kettels, how they flie all! 

And how the Glaſſes through the Rooms! 

Enter Bartolus. 
Arſ. My Friend ſure | 

Has got her out, and now he has made an end on't. 
Lop. See where the Sea comes? how it foams, and bruſt- 

The great Leyiathan oth Law, how it tumbles ? (les? 
Bar. Made ev'ry way an Aſs? abus d on all ſides? 

And from all Quarters People come to laugh at me ? 

Riſe like a Comet, to be wonder'd at? 

A horrid Comet, for Boys Tongues, and Ballads? 

| will run from my Wits, 

177 Enter Amaranta, and Leandro. 
Arſ. Do, do, good Lawyer, 

And from thy Mony too, then thou wilt be quiet. 
Mil. Here ſhe comes home: Now mark the Salutations; 

How like an Aſs my Friend goes? 

Arſ. She has pull d his Ears down. 
Bar. Now, what ſweet Voyage? to what Garden, Lady? 

Or to what Couſin's Houſe? met 
Ama. Is this my welcome ? 

I cannot go to Church, but thus I am ſcandal d, 
Uſe no Devotion for my Soul, but Gentlemen ———— 
Bar. To Church? | | 

Ama. Ves, and ye keep Sweet Youths to wait upon me, 

Sweet bred-up Yourhs, to be a credit ro me, | 

There's your delight again, pray take him to ye, 

He never comes near me more to debaſe me. (wrong'd ye? 
Bar. How's this? how's this? good Wife, how, has he 
Ama. I was fain to drive him like a Sheep before me, 

I bluſh to think how People fleer'd, and ſcorn'd me. 

Others have handſome Men, that know Behaviour, 

Place, and Obſervance: This ſilly thing knows nothing, 

Cannot tell ten; let every Raſcal juſtle me, 

And ſtill T puſh'd him on as he had been coming. 

Bar. Ha! did ye puſh him on! is he fo ſtupid? 
Ama. When others were attentive to the Prieſt, 

Good deyout Gentleman, then fell he faſt, 

3 E 3 Faſt, 
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Faſt, ſound aſleep : Then firſt began the pipes, 
The ſeveral ſto 25 ons Noſe woe pp rare MERE 
A rare and loud, and thoſe plaid many an Anthem. 
Put out of that, he fell ſtraight into dreaming. 
Arſ. As cunning, as ſhe is ſweet; T like this Carriage. 
Bar. What did he then? 
Ama. Why then he talked in his Slee tos 
Nay y, I'll divulge your moral Virtues, Sheeps-face, 
And talk'd aloud, that every Ear was fixt to him: 
Did not ! ſuffer, do you think, in this Time? 
Talk of your bawling Law, of Appellations, 
Of Declarations, and Ex communications; 
Warrants, and Executions; and ſuch Devils 
That drove all the Gentlemen out o'th Church, by hurryes, 
With execrableOaths,they wou d never come . again. 
Thus am I ſerv'd and Man'd. 
Lean. 8 ye forgive me, 
I muſt confeſs J am not fit to wait upon ye: 
Alas, I was brought up | 
Ama. Jo be an Aſs, | 
A Lawyers Afs, to carry Books, and Buckramsa: 
Bar. But what did you at Church? 
Lop. At Church, did you ask her? 
Do you hear Gentlemen, do yo mark that queſtion ? 
Becauſe you are half an Heretick your ſelf, Sir, 
Wou'd ye breed her too? this ſhall to the Inquiſition, 
A pious Gentlewoman reproy'd for prayi 
FI! fee this filed, and you ſhall hear further, Sir, 
Arſ. Ye have an ill Heart. 
It ſhall be found out, Gentlemen, 
There be thoſe Youths will ſearch it. 
Die. You are warm, Signior, 
But a Faggot will warm ye better: We are Witneſſes. 
Lop. Enough to hang him, do not doubt. 
Mil. Nay certain, 
I do believe Was rather no Religion. (Church, Sir? 
. hat muſt be known too, becauſe ſhe goes to 
0 monftrum informe ingens ! 
Die. Let him go on, Sir, : 
His Wealth will build a Nunnery, a fair one, | 


And 


ge. 
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And this Lady, when he is han d and rotten, | 
May ——— 4 25 

Bar. You are cozen'd, boneſt Gentlemen; WH 
do not forbid the Uſe but the Form, mark me. 

Ly. Form? what do you make of Form? | 

Bar. They will undo me, 

Swear, as I oft have done, and ſo betray me; 

I muſt make fair way, and hereafter, Wife, 
Youare welcome home, and henceforth take your plealire, 
Go when ye ſhall think fit, I will not hinder ye, . 
My Eyes are open now, and I ſee my Error, 

My Shame, as great as that, but I muſt hide it. 

The whole conveyance now ! ſmell, but Baſta, 

Another time mult ſerve; you ſee us Friends, now 
Heartily Friends, and no more chiding, Gentlemen, 

| have been too fooliſh, I colliels; no more Words, 

No more, ſweet Wife. 8 N 

Ama, You know my eaſie Nature. 

Bar. Go get ye in: You ſee ſhe has been a 
Forbear her Sight a while, and Tithe will pacif 
And learn to be more bold. 

Leen. I would I could. eee 71.7 
| will do all I am able. © Ex. 

Bar. Do Leandro, Al 
We will not part, but Friends of all hands. 

Lop. Well ſaid, . 
Now ye are reaſonable, we can look on ye. | 

Bar. Ye have jerkt me: Bur for all that I forgive yes ; 
Forgive ye heartily, and do invite ye | 
To morrow to a Breakfaſt, I make but ſeldom, | 
But now we will be menry. | 

Arſ. Now ye are friendly, | 
Your Doggedneſs and 7 flung from Ye. 

And now we will come to __ 

Bar. Give me your Hands, all : 
You ſhall be welcome heartily. - 

Lop. We will be, 

For we'll eat hard. 

Bar. The harder, the more welcome, 

And till the Morning fare wel; 1 have buſineſs. ! _ . 
E 4 Mal. 


\ 
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Mil. Farewel good bountiful Barrolusz tis a brave Wench, 
A ſudden witty Thief, and worth all ſervice: 
Go, we'll all go, and crycific the Lawyer. 

Die, I'll clap four tirepf Teeth into my Mouth more, 
But I will grind his ſubſtance. 

Arſ. Well Leandro, 
Thou haſt had a ſtrange Voyage, but 1 Dope 
Thou rid'ſt noY, in ſate Harbour. 

Mil. Let's go drink, Friends, | 
And laugh aloud at all our merry May-games. 

Lop. A match, a match, twill whet our Stomachs bene 

05 Exeunt. 


— 
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ACT: V. SCENE I. 


Enter Violante, and Servant. 


Adam, he's come. [Chair and Seools out 
Viol. Tis well, how did he look (ſtartled? 
When he knew from whom you were ſent? was he not 
Or confident? or fearful? 
Ser. As appcar'd 
Like one that knew his Fortune at the — 
And car'd not what cou'd follow. 
Viol. Tis the better, 
Reach me a Chair: So bring him i in, be carefal | 
That none diſturb us: I will try his Temper, 
And if I find him apt for my,Employments, 
III work him to wy ends; if not I ſhall - 


Find other Engi a 
er 3 and Servant. 
Ser. There" 8 my Lady. 
Viol. Leave us. 
Fam. You ſent for me? 
Viol. I did, and do's the favour, 
Your preſent State conſider'd and my Power, 
Deſerve no greater Ceremony ? 
Fam. Ceremony? 


I ule to pay that where I owe a Duty, 


Ser. 


— 
1 
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Not to my Brother's Wife: I cannot fawn, 
If you expect it from me, you are cozen'd, 
And ſo farewel. * | 

Viol. He bears up ſtill; I like it. 

Pray you a word. * | 

Jam. Yes, I will give you hearing 
On equal terms, and fit by you as a Friend, | 
But not ſtand as a Suitor: Now your pleaſure? | 

Viol. You are very bold. 

Jam. Tis fit, ſince you are proud; 
] was not made to feed that fooliſh humour, 
With flattery and obſervance. 

Viol. Yer, with your favour, 
A little Form join'd with Reſpect to her, 
That can add to your Wants; or free you from 'em, 
Nay raiſe you to a Fate, beyond your hopes, 
Might well become your Wiſdom. 

Jam. It would rather i! 
Write me a Fool, ſhou'd I but only think 1 
That any good to me could flow from you, 1 
Whom for ſo many Yeats I have found and prov'd 
My greateſt Enemy: I am ſtill the ſame, 

My Wants have not transform'd me: I dare tell you, 
To your new cetus'd Face, what I have ſpoken 
Freely behind your Back, what I think of you; 

You are the proudeſt thing, and have the leaſt 
Reaſon to be ſo that I ever read of, © 

In Stature you are a Gianteſs; and your Tailor 

Takes meaſure of you with a' Jacob's Staff, 

Or he can never reach you, this by the way 

For your large ſize. Now, in a word or two, 

To treat of your Complexion were decorum: 

You are ſo far from fair, I doubt your Mother 
Was too familiar wich the Aar that ſerv'd her, 
Your Limbs and Features I paſs briefly over, 

As things not worth deſcription; and come roundly 
To your Soul, if you have any; for 'tis doubtful. 

Viol. 1 laugh at this, proceed. 

Jam. This Soul 1 ſpeak of, | 
Or rather Salt to keep this heap of fleſh 


nch, 


ore, 


ter, 


lot From | 
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From being a walking ſtench, like a large Inn, 
Stands open for the entertainment og 
All impious Practices: But there's no Corner 
An honeſt thought can take up: And as it were not 
Sufficient in your ſelf to comprehend 
All wicked Plots, you have taught the Fool, my Brother, 
By your Contagion al moſt to put off . 
The Nature of the Man, and turn'd him Devil, 
Becauſe he ſhould be like you, and 1 hope 
Will march to Hell together: I have ſpoken, 
And if the Limning you in your true Colours 
Can make the Painter gracious, I ſtand ready 
For my Reward, or if my Words diſtaſte you, 
I weigh it not, for though 
To cut my Throat for't, be aſſur d I cannot 
Uſe other Language. | 

Viol. You think you have ſaid, now, 
Like a brave Fellow: In this Woman's War 
You ever have beerrtrait'd: Spoke big, 
Like a tame Aſs; and when moſt ſpur'd and galPd 
Were never Maſter of the Spleen or Spirit, 
That could raiſe up the anger of a Man, 
And force it into action. 

Jam. Ves, vile Creature, 5 
Wer't thou a Subject worthy of my Sword, 
Or that thy Death, this moment, could call home 
My baniſh'd hopes, thou now wer't dead; dead, Woman; 
But being as thou art, it is ſufficient 
I ſcorn thee, and contemn thee. 

Viol. This ſhews nobly, 

"muſt confeſs it: J am taken with it, | 

For had you kyeel'd, and whin'd, and ſhew'd a baſe 
And low dejected Mind, I had deſpis'd you. 
This Bravery, in your adverſe Fortune, conquers 
And does command me, and upon the ſudden 
feel a kind of Pity, growing in me, 
For your Misfortunes; Pity — ſay's the Parent 
Of future Love, and I repent my part 
So far in what you have ſuffer'd, that I cou'd, 
But you are cold, do ſomething to repair 


What 


your Grooms were ready | 


but ſuffer'd 
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What your baſe Brother (ch. * 1 think him) 
Hath brought to ruin. 

3 Ha? 

701. Be not amaz d. 

Our Injuries are equal in his Baſtard 1 
You are familiar with what I groan for, 
And though the Name of Husband holds atye 
Beyond à Brother, I, a poor weak Woman, 
Am ſenſible, and tender of a wrong, 
And to revenge it wou d break through an lets, 
That durſt oppoſe me. 50 

Jam. Is it poſſible? 

Viol. By this kiſs: ſtart not: thus much, a a3a 5 
You may take from me; but, if you n NR d, 
| ſhould ſelect you as a boſom. Friend, 
would print oP thus, and thus: 

Fam. — off. 

Viol. Come near, 5 
Near into the Cabinet of my Counſels: 

Simplicity. and Patience dwell with Fools, | 
And let them bear thoſe -burthens, which wiſe Men | 
Boldly ſhake off; be mine and join with me, | 
And Ep that 1 have rais'd you to a Fortune, 
Do not deny your felt the happy means, 
You'll look on me with more judicious Eyes, 
And ſwear I am moſt fair, 
Jam. W hab u'd * Woman? . 
The purpoſe of theſe words? ſpeak not in ridd 
And rs I underſtand what Jou-weu'd — 
My anſwer ſhall be ſudden. _ 

Viol. Thus then Jure 
The objects of our are the fame, R 
For young Aſcanio, whom you Snake-like hug'd, 

Frozen with wants to Death, in your warm Boſom, 
Lives to ſupplant you in your certain hopes, 
And kills in me al comfort. 5 5 

Jam. Now tis plain, 

N you: And were he remov'd 
zol, You, oncc again, were the undoubted a” 
am, 


JT 


— — — * — - 
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Jan. "Tis not to be deny'd; I was Ice before, 
But now ye have fir d me.—- * 


Viol. I'll add Fuel to it, 
And by a nearer cut, do you but ſteer ; 
As I direct you, we'll bring our Bark into 
The Port of Happineſs. | 

Fam. How? | | 

Viol. By Henrique's Death: 
But you'll ſay he's your Brother; in grout Fortunes, 
Which are Epitomes of States and Kingdoms, 
The Politick. brook no Rivals. 

Fam. Excellent! 
For fure I think out of a ſcrupulous fear, 
To feed in expectation, when I may, 
Diſpenſing but a little with my Conſcience, 
Come into full Poſſeſſion, would not argue 


One that defir'd to thrive. 


Viol. Now you ſpeak like 
A Man that knows the World. 
Fam. I needs muſt learn 
That have ſo good a Tutreſs. And what think you, 
Don Heuriqus and Aſcanio cut off, ele 
That none may live, that ſhall deſire to trace us 
In our black Paths, if that Octavio 
His foſter Father, and the fad Facintha, 
Faith pity her, and free her from her Sorrows, 
Should fa 
With Murther, let us often bath in Blood, 
The colour will be Scarlet. | 
Viol. And that's glorious, 
And will protect the fact. 
Fam. Suppole this done: 
If undiſcovered, we may get for Mony, 
As that you know buys any thing in Rome, 
A Diſpenſation. n | 
Tiol. And be married? 
Jam. True. | 
Or if it be known, truſs up our Gold and Jewels, 


And fly to ſome free State, and there with ſcorn ——— 


Viol. Laugh at the Laws of Spain. 
*T were admirable. Sy J 


I Companions with em? When we are red 


Jam. We ſhall beget rare Children. 1 am rapt with 


The meer Imagination. — 

Viol. Shall it be done? | | 
Jam. Shall? 'tis too tedious: Furniſh me with means 

To hire the Inſtruments, and to your ſelf 

day it is done already: I will hew you, 

Fer the Sun ſer, how much you have wrought upon me, 
our Province is only to uſe ſome means, | 
oſend my Brother to the Grove that's neighbour ' 

o the welt Port of th' City; leave the reſt - 


o my own practice; I have talk d too long, 
But now will do: This Kiſs, with my Confeſſion, 

o work a fell Revenge: A Man's a fool, | 
If not inſtructed in a Woman's School. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Bartolus, Algazeirs, and 4 Paratour. 
The Table ſet out and Stoals. 


Bar. You are well enough diſguis'd, furniſh the Table, 
Make no ſhew what ye are, till I diſcover: © - 
Not a Soul knows ye here: Be quick and diligent. 
Theſe Youths I have invited to a Breakfaſt, | 
But what the Sawce will beg I am of opinion 
| ſhall take off the edges of their Appetites, 

And greaſe their Gums for eating heartily LE 
This Month or two; they have plaid their prizes with me, 
And with their ſeveral flurts they-have lghted dange- 
But ſure I ſhall be quit. I hear em coming. (xouſſy, 
Go off and wait the bringing in your ſervice, 

And do it handſomely: You know where to have it. 

Enter Milanes, Arſenio, Lopez, and Diego. 

Welcome i' Faith. - „ 2699 

Arſ. That's well ſaid, honeſt Lawyer. oc e 

Lop. Said like a Neighbour. *. % e 

Bar. Welcome all: All over, 
and let's be merry. | | 

Mil. To that end we came, Sir, 
in hour of Freedom's worth an Age of Juglings. 

Die. 1 am come too, Sir, to ſpecifie my Stomach x 
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A poor Retainer to your Worſhip's {ks 
Bar. And thou ſhalt have it fill'd, my merry Dieg 
My liberal, and my bonny bounteous Diego, | 
Even fill'd till it groan again. | 

Die. Let it have fair play, 
And if it founder then —: 

Bar. I'll tell ye, Neighbours,” 
Though I were angry yeſterday with ye all, 

And v+ry angry, for methought ye bob'd me. 

Lop. No, no, by no means. 

Bar No, when I confidercd 
It was a jeſt, and carried off ſo quaintly, 

It made me merry : Very merry, Gentlemen, 
I do confeſs I could not ſleep to think on't, 
The Mirth ſo tickled me, I could not ſlumber. 

Lop. Good Mirth does work ſo: Honeſt links 
Now, ſhould we have meant in earneſt— 

Bar. You ſay true, Neighbour. ' 

Lop. It might have ve ſuch a diſtaſt and fowrnek, 
Such fond imaginations. in your Brains, Sir, 
For things thruſt home in carneſt.—— 

Bar. Very certain, 

But I know ye all for merry Wags, ad e'er r long 
You ſhall know me oy in 1 5 * 
Though you're pamper'd, ye r part o th 

my 2 Atarancs, and EG 
Come Wife; come, bid em welcome; come, my Jewel: 


— 
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And Pupil, you ſhall come too; neꝰ er hang backward, 
Come, come, the Woman's pleas d, her Anger 8 _; 
Come, be not baſhful. - Ty 

Ama. What does he prepare here? | 
Sure there's no Meat ith? Houſe, at leaſt not dreſt, 17 
Does he mean to mock em? Or ſome new bred crotchet | 
Come o'er his Brains; I do not like his Kindneſs: - Ye 


But Silence beſt becomes me: If he mean foul play, 
Sure they are enough to right themſelves, and ler em, | 
II fit by, ſo they beat him not to Powder, (Neighbour, I ra 
Bar. Bring in the Meat there, haz Sit down dear I ve 
A little Meat needs little Ferne en T] 
Sit * I ſay. 
| Ama. 


Ama. What do you mean by this, Sir? 
Bar. Convey away their Weapons handſomly. 


Ama. You know there's none 1'th' Houle to — ye, 
But the poor Girl; you know there's no Meat neither. 
Bar. Peace and be quiet; I ſhall make you ſmoak elſe: 
There's Men and Meat enough, fer it on formally.. 
Enter Algazeirs, with Diſbes.. 


abs, I fear ſome lewd trick, yet Ldare not ſpeak on. 


Bar. 1 have no daintics for ye, Gentlemen, 


Nor loads of Meat, to make the Room ſmell of em. 


Only a Diſh to ev'ry Man I have . 
＋ kt. have . d his Appetite. 


A Bra 9 Ge od be thy Will, 1 honour it. 
Die. For me ſome forty Pound of lovely Beef, 
Plac'd in a Mediterranean Sea of Brewis. 


Bar. Fall to, fall to, that we may drink and bd cer. | 


Wait diligently, Knaves. 

Mil. What rare bit's this? 
An Execution! bleſs me ! 

Bar. Nay, take it to Je, | #120 | 
There's no avoiding it, tis ſomewhat, tough, Sir, 
But a good Stomach will endure it eaſily, 

The ſum is but a thouſand Duckets, Sir. 

Arſ. A Capias from my Surgeon, and my Silkewan! 

Bar. Your careful Makers, but they'vemar'd your Diet. 
Stir not, your Swords are gone: There's no ng Kat 


And theſe are Algazeirs, do you hear that Paſſing 
Lap. A ſtrong Citation, bleſs me! 
Bar. Out with your Beads, Curate, 


The Devil's in your Diſh: Bell, Book, and Candle..- | 


A Warrant to appear before the Judges! 
I nal needs riſe, and — 6 th Wall. — 
Bar. Ve need not, 
Your fear I hope will make ye find =” Breeches, 
All. We are betray d. | 
Bar. Invited, do not wrong me, 


Fall to, good Gueſts, you have diligent Men cbout ye, 


Ye ſhall want nothing that may ꝓerſecute ye, 


Theſe will not ſee ye ſtart; Have I now found ye? 
Have 
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Have I requited ye? You fool'd the Lawyer, 
And thought it Meritorious to abuſe him, 
A thick ram-headed Knave; you rid, you ſpur'd him, 
And glorified your Wits, the more ye wronged him; 
Within this hour ye ſhall have all your Creditors, 
A ſecond Diſn of new Debts, come upon ye, 
And new invitements to the Whip, Don Diego, 
And Excommunications ſor the learned Curate, 
A Maſque of all your Furies ſhall dance to ye. 
Arſ. Lou dare not uſe us thus? 
Bar. You ſhall be bob'd, Gentlemen: 
Stir, and as I have a Life, ye go to Priſon, 
To Priſon, without pity ;nflantly. 
Before ye ſpeak another word to Priſon. 


I have a better Guard without, that waits; F 
Do you ſee this Man, Don Curate ? tis a Paratour 7 
That comes to tell ye a delightful Story On 
Of an old Whore ye have, and then to teach ye Ane 
What is the Penalty; Laugh at me now, Sir, For 
What Legacy wou'd ye bequeath me now, For 
(And pay it on the Nail?) to fly my Fury? Yo 
Lop. O gentle Sir. 
Bar. Do ſt thou hopel will be gentle, ] 
Thou fooliſh unconſiderate Curatè? Wn 
Top. Let me go, Sir. ] 
Bar. I'll ſee hang firſt. ' 
Lop. And as I am a true Vicar, W. 
Hark in your Ear, hark ſoftly — a 
Bar. No, no Bribery. | An 
PI have my ſwinge upon thee; Sirrah? Raſcal ? 
You Lenten Chaps, you that lay ſick, and mockt me, An 
Mockt me — „ abus'd me lewdly, | | 
I'll make thee ſick at Heart, before I leave thee, An 
And groan, and die indeed, and be worth nothing, An 
Not worth a bleſſing, nor a Bell to knell for thee, II 


A ſheer to cover thee, but that thou ſteal ſt, (with Wa 
Steal ſt from the Merchant, and the Ring he was buried TI 
Steal'ſt from his Grave; do you ſmell me now? Bu 
Die. Have mercy on me! | | 
Jar. FW 


- 


we 


R. = 
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Bar. No Pſalm of Mercy ſhall hold me from hanging, 
thee. | ——_—_— ORB 
ow do you like your Breakfaſt? tis but ſhort, Genrle- 
But ſweet and healthful; Your Puniſhment, and yours, 
or ſome near Reaſons that concern my Credit, (Sir, 
| will take to my ſelf. F 
Ama. Do Sir, and ſpare noe: e? oo: 
have been too good a Wife, and too obedient, _ 
But ſince ye dare provoke me to be fooliſh- 80 A 
Lean. She has, yes, and too worthy of your Uſage; 
Before the World I juſtifie her neſs, 5 
And turn that Man, that dares but taint her Virtues, 
To my Sword's point; that lying Man; that baſe Man, 
Turn him, but Face to Face, that I may know him. 
Bar. What have I here? | W 
Lean. A Gentleman, a free Man, a 
One that made trial of this Lady's Conſtancy, 
And found it ſtrong as Fate; leave off your fooling, 
For if you follow this Courſe, you will be Chronicled 
For a Devil, whilſt a Saint ſhe is mention'd. 
You know my name indeed; 1 am now no Lawyer. 
Enter Jamie and Affiſtant. 2 
Die. Some comfort now, I hope, or elſe wou d I were 
And yet the Judge, he makes me ſweat. (hang d up. 
Bar. What News now? ed 
Jam. I will juſtifie, upon my Life and Credit, 
What have heard you, for Truth, and will make Proof of. 
Aſiſt. 1 will be ready at the appointed hour there, 
And to I leave ye. tf; © paged RHINO 
Bar. Stay I beſeech your Worſhip, 
And do but hear me. 
Jam. Good Sir, intend this buſineſs, . 
And let this bawling Foolz no more words, Lawyer, 
And no more angers, for gueſs your Reaſons : ' 
This Gentleman Pl1 juſtifiein all Places, <5 
And that fair Lady's worth; let who dare croſs it. 
The Plot was caſ by me, to make thee jealous, 
But not to wrong your Wife, ſhe's fair and 'virtuous. 
Die. Take us to mercy too, we beſeech your Honour, 
We ſhall be juſtified the way of all Fleſh elſe. 
Vor., II. OE. \ 


# 


Fam. 
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Jam. No more Talk, norno more Diſſention, Lawyer, 
Iknow your Anger, tis a vain and {light one, 
For if you do, of lay your whole Lite open, 
A Life it that all the World ſhall I' bring Wunels 
And rip before a judge the ulcerous Villanics, 
You know 1 know ye, and I can bring witnels. 
Bar. Nay good Sir, noble Sir. 
Jam. Be at peace then preſently, 
Immediately take honeſt and ſair Truce (tleman; 


With your good Wife, and ſhake hands with that Ger- 


H'as honour'd ye too much, and do it chearfully. 

Lop. Take us along, for Hear n fake too. 

Bar. I am Friends, 

There is no Remedy, I muſt pu up all, 

And like my Neighbours rub it 08 N th' Shoulders, 
And perfect Friends; Leandro, now I thank ye, 
And there's my Hand, 1 have no more grudge to ye, 
But I am too mean henceforward for your Company. 

Lean. I ſhall not trouble ye. 

Arſ. We will be Friends too. 

Mil. Nay Lawyer, you ſhall not fright us archer 
For all your Devils we will bolt. 

Bar, I. grant Je, Wt 
The Gentletan's your Bail, and thank his coming, 
Did not he know me too well, you ſhou'd- ſmart for't ; 
Go all in peace, but when ye fool next, Coen 
Come not to me to Breakfaft gay 

Die. Tl be bak'd firſt. _ 

Bar. And pray ye remember, when ye enen 
T heLawyer's 8 and the Sawce he gave ye, 

Jam. Come, go along; I have Employment for ye, 
Employment for your lewd Brains too, to cool ye, 

For all, for every one. 
All. We are all your Servants. 

Die. All, all BS any thing, from this day "Rae 
IM hate all Breakfaſts, and ee. on Dinners. 
Fam. I am glad you come off fair. 

Lean. The Kir has bleſt me. | [Exeunt. 
| fy 5 CEN E 


an; 
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Enter Octavio, Jacintha, and Aſcanio., ' , 
OX. This is the place, but we are appointed 
By Don Jamie to {tay here, is a depth my 

I cannot ſound, | 
Aſc. wt pt, he is $04. —qat Pie 

To purpoſe any thing but for our good. 

Had I aſſurance of a thouſand Lives, 

And with them perpetuity of Pleaſure, is 

And ſhould loſe all, it he you's only falſe, 


Yet I durſt run the hazar 
Fac. *Tis our comfort, r, 
We cannot be more wretched than we are. 
And Death concludes all Miſery. | 
OH. Undiſcover'd, 55-48 
We muſt attend him, FH 
| Enter Henrique, and Jamie. 
Aſc. Our ſtay is not long. 
With him Don Henrique? 
Jac. Now I fear; 
Be ſilent. 
Hen. Why doſt thou follow me ? 
Jam. To fave your Life, 
A Plot is laid for't, all my wrongs forgot, 
[ have a Brother's Lo “t. | 
Hen. But thy falſe ſelf, | . | | 
| fear no Enemy. | | 
Jam. You have o Friend, 
But what breathsin me: if youmove a ſtep 
Beyond this Ground you tread on, you are loſt. 
Hen. Lis by thy practice then: I am ſent hither 
To meet her, that prefers my Lite and Satety - 
Before her own. | 
Fam. That you ſhould beabus'd thus 
With weak Credulity ! She for whole ſake 
You have forgot we had one noble Father, 
Or that one Mother bare us, tor whoſe Love _ 
You brake a Contract to * Heaven was ä 
* 2 8 


8 
4 F 
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To fatisfic whoſe Pride and wilful Humour 
You have expos'd a ſweet and hopeful Son 
To all the miſeries that Want can bring him, 
And ſuch a Son, though you are moſt obdurate, 


To give whom entertainment Savages | 
Would quit their Caves — to keep him from Do 


1 


Bleak cold and hunger! This diſſembling omann, 7 
This Idol, whom you worſhip, all your 8 * All 
And Service trod under her Feet, deſigns you WM Th: 
' To fill a Grave, z eee We 
For Wolves and Vultur s. F Thi 
Hen. Tu ale; I defic tber, = 1 J 
And ſtand upon my Guard. | Ant 


Euter Leandro, Milanes, Arſenio, nate 2 80 Die- On 
go, Octavio, acintha, 11 and Servants. 
Jam. Alas tis weak: "ng 
Come on, ſince you will teach me to be cruel, 
By having no Faith in me, take your Fortune 5 
Bring the reſt forth, and bind. them fiſt. 
OZ. My Lord. 1 
Aſe. In what have we offended? 5 
am. I am deaf, OE + 
And following my will, I do not tand e 
Accomptable to Reaſon: See her Rin bf 2 N 


The firſt pledge of your Love and Service to her, 7 J 
Deliver'd as a Warrant for your Death: n: f 
| Theſe Bags of Gold you 2 up to her truſt, . 
The uſe of which you i deny your ſelf, 1 
Beſtow'd on me, and with a 4 al Hand, 2a; BF." 
W hom ſhe pick'd forth to be the Architect He 
Oft her molt bloody Building; and to ſee | Ti 
Iheſe Inſtruments, to bring Materials As 
To raiſe it up, ſhe bad me ſpare no coſt, | Te 
And-as a ſurpluſage, offer'd her ſelf T 
To be at my Devotion. N T. 
Hen O accurs'd!' 1 25 | 2 
Jam. But be incredulous ſtill; think this my Plot; Ai 


Fathion Excuſes to your ſelf, and Wear 
That ſhe is Innocent, that ſhe doats on ye; 
Policy this, as a fearful IN and that 


You 
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You lic not at my Mercy, which in this an aT. 
] will ſhew only: She her ſelf ſhall give Pa N 05 


The dreadful Sentence, to remove all ſcrupfte 
Who ' tis that ſends you to the other World. 58 


rn Violante. 4 or ety 
A my / iolante _—— per tf 
1 the Object leaſe you?” 0 tn 122 b 'A 

Viol. More than 1 bed IST 


All Treaſure that's heve hi Earth, 2 hs 1 02 
That lies conceaF'd in both the Þrdian Mines, AK 
Were laid down at my Feet: O 2, ewe MT l 


Thou only canſt deſerve me. 955 * 
Jam. Il am forward, 011 Ei 821 
And, as you eaſily may perocive, 1 deer not ae 
On your Commands. nd eic 
Enter Aſliſtant, 5 O en. oe 25 

Viol. But yet they live: Lock d 7 e ie 
To find them dead. t N. erk 


Jans. That was deferr' d, that you | 
Might triumph in their Miſery, and have the power! [ 


To ſay they are nat. re A A 
Vil. 'T'was well thought upon: * H e l 
This Kiſs, and MI the pleaſures of my Bed | J . 
* * ht, ſhall thank thee, 5 Soi [aft 
onſter ! 120 it ö FR) | 


. Vou Sir, that 5 u Dan bud 
Would have me Mother Baſtards, beinguneble 6] b 
To honour me with one Child of mine Ww, 
That underneath my Roof kept yo our caſt-Srrumper, 2 
And out of my Revenues wou'd maintain "+ 
Her riotous Ifſuq; now you find what tis 
Totempt a Woman: With as little enn 
As I turn off a Slave, that is unſit 
Todo me ſervice; or a Horſe, or Dog, - 
That have out-liv'd their uſe, I ſhake thee off, | 
To make thy Peace with Heaw inn. 4 

Hen. I do deſerve this, 

And never truly felt before, what Sorrow | 
Attends on will Dotage. 


Viol. a you, Miſtreſs, FOE, "IM 
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That had the pleaſure of his Youth before me, 
And triumph'd in the Fruit that you had by him, 
But that] think, to have the Baſtard led 
Before thy face, and thou with ſpeed to follow 
The way he leads thee, is ſufficient Torture, 
I would cut off thy Noſe, put out thine Eyes, 
And ſet my Foot on thoſe bewitching Lips, 
That had the ſtart of mine: But as thou art, 
Go to the Grave unpitied. 
Ai. Who would believe 
Such rage could be in Woman? 
Viol. For this Fellow, 
He is not worth my Knowledge. 
Jam. Let him live then, 
Since you eſteem him innocent. | 
Viol. No, Famie, © ; 
He ſhall make up the Meſs: Now ſtrike together, 
And let them fall ſo. I 
Aft. Unheard of Cruelty ! 
I can endure no longer: Seize on her. 
V. iol. Am I betray'd? 
Is this thy Faith, Jamie? 
Fam. Cou'd your defires - — 
Challenge performance of a deed ſo horridꝰ 
Or, — thee you had ſold your ſelf to Hell, 
I ſhould make up the bargain ? Live, dear Brother, 
Live long, and happy: I forgive you freely; 
To have done you this ſervice, is to me 
A fair Inheritance; and howe'er harſh Lag 
Call'd on by your rough uſage, paſs d my Lips, 
In my Heart I ever loy'd you: all my labours 
Mere but to ſhew, how much your Love was cozen'd, 
When it beheld it ſelf in this falſe Glaſs, 
That cid abuſe you; and I am ſo far | 
From envying young Aſcanio his good Fortune, 
"That if your State were mine, 1 wou'd adopt him. 
Theſe are the Murtherers my noble Friends, I 
Which, to make trial of her bloody purpoſe, 
I won, to come diſguis'd thus. 8 
Hen. I am too full 
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Of Grief and Shame vo. ſpeak : But what Pit do, 8 
Shall to the World proclaim ee | 
And howſoever I have be rd, | 

A much chang'd Man. 

Fam. Were'itbut 
You could make ſatisfaction 
Our Joys were perfect. 

Hen. That's my only Comfort, 

That it is in my pow'r: I ge'er was Married 
To this bad Woman, though I doted on Hot, 
But daily did defer it, ſtill expecting 

When Grief would kill Facinzha. , 

Aſt. All is come out, © 
And finds a fair ſucceſd: Take her, Dom ae 
And once again embrace your Son. | 

* Mot gladly 

(ft. Your Wes hath defery'd all. 

2 And ſhall ſhare 
The Moiety of my State. 

Aft. 1 have heard, Advocate, TO" 
What an ill Inſtrument you have been to him, 
From this time ſtrengthen him with honeſt Counſels, 
As you'll deſerve my Pardon. 

Bar. I'll change my Copy: 

But I am puniſh'd, - _— ear I have had 


A _ blow, tho 
M. Curd 2 1 Senden, 


| 15 heard t me hear no more, 

2 what's e For this — 
Ihough her Intem Were yer our Law 

Calls it not Death pet Nate Fun 

May deter others dm fuck bad br 0 pts, 

The Dowry ſhe brought with her, ſhall be 3 
To build a Nunnery, Abc ſhe ſhall ſpend 

The remnant of her Life. 


to thi is Woman, 


- of 


Viol. Since I have miſs'd my ends, 
I ſcorn what can fall on me. 

Aſſt. The ftrict Diſcipline 
Of the Church, will teach you better Thoughts. And 
You that are Batchelors, i if you ever marry, * 


F 4 
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In Barrolut you may behold the Iſſue LESS 
Of Covetouſneſs and Jealouſie. And of Dotage, 
And Falſhood in Don Henrique. Keep a Mean then; 
For be aſſur d, that weak Man meets all 111, 1 4 
That gives himſelf up to a Woman's Will. [Exe 


* 


The EPILOGUE. 
H E Play is done, yet our Suit never ends, 6 
Still when you part, you would ſtill part our Friends, 
Our nobleſt Friends ,, if ought have faln amiſs, 

O let it be ſufficient, that it is, | 

And you have pardon d it. In Buildings great 

All the whole Body cannot be ſo neat, 


But ſomething may be mended; Thoſe are fair, 
| And worthy Love, that may deſtroy, but ſpare. ' 
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+ Shorthoſe, the Clown, and Servant tothe Widow.” 


| Dramats Perſons 
M E N. 


Alentine, 4 Gallant that will not be perſwua- 


ded to keep his Eſtate. * 
Frangiſco, his younger Brot ber. 5 9 
Maſter Lovegood, their Uncle. AY. 

A Merchant, Friend to Maſter Lovegood. 

Fountain, 


Bellamore, & Companions of Valentine, and Sutors 
Hairbrain, on le Widow. 


Lance, 4 Falkner, and an axcyent Servant w Va. 
lentine's Father. © 


Roger, Ralph, and H urophry; three Servants 10 
the Widow. 


Three Servants. 6 


3 


Maficiebs. eo 7.50 aan 


WOMEN. 


4 "OY Hartwel, 4 Widew.” 
Iſabella, her $i/ter. | | 
Luce, a waiting Gentlewoman to the Widow. 


. 1 
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Vit 
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ACT IL SCENEL_. 


Enter Uncle and Merchant. 
MERCHANT. © 
nN faw you Valentine? _ 
= YES Unc. Not ſince the Horſe-race, he's 


taken up with thoſe that woo the Wi- 
dow. ; 


ſuch People? he bore a worthy Mind. 


Unc. Alas, he's ſunk, his Means are gone, he wants, 


and which is worſe, | | 
Takes a delight in doing ſo. 
Mer. That's ſtrange. | 


1 


Wit without Mony. 


1 


Aer. How can he live by ſnatches from 


Unc. Runs Lunatick, if you but talk of States, he can- | 


not be brought, now he has ſpent his own, to think 


there's Inheritance or Means, but all a common Riches, 


all Men bound to be his Bailiffs. | 
Mer. This is ſomething dangerous. 

Unc. No Gentleman that has Eſtate to uſe it in kee 
ing Houſe, or Followers, for thoſe ways he cries again 
tor Eating Sins, dull Surfeits, cramming of Serving-men, 
nuſtering of Beggars, maintaining Hoſpitals for Kites, 
and Curs, grounding their fat Faichs upon old LOO 

overbe, 


Le 


55.6) * Vt without Mor 
Proverbs, God bleſs the Founders; theſe he would hare 
ventur'd into more manly uſes, Wit, and Carriage, and 
never thinks of State, or Means, the ground-works; 
Holding it monſtrous, Men ſhould feed their Bodies, and 
ſtarve their Underſtandings. 5M 
Mer. That's moſt certain. 

"Tri. Yes, if he could ſtay there. £ 
Mer. Why let him marry, and that way riſe again. 
Dic. It's moſt impoſſible, he will not look with any 
handſomeneſs upon a Woman. 

Mer. Is he ſo _ to Women ? 

Duc. I know not what it is, a fooliſh glor 
He has got, I know not where, to balk thoſe Benefits, 
And yet he will converſe and flatter em 
Make 'em, or fair, or foul "rugged, or ſmooth, 

As his impreſſion ſerves, for he affirms, 

They are only lumps, and undigeſted pieces, 

Lickt over to a Form by our- Affections, 

And then they ſhow, The Lovers let em paſs. 

Enter Fountain, Bellamore, Hairbrain. 
Mer. He might be one, he carries as much Promiſe; 

they are wondrous merry. | | . 

uc. O their hopes are high, Sir. 

Punt. Is Valentine come to Town? 

Bel. Laſt night, I heard. 

 Fount. We miſs him monſtrouſly in our directions, for 
this Widow 1s as ſtately, and as crafty, and ſtands I war- 
rant you 

Hair. Let her ſtand ſure, ſhe falls before us elſe. 

Come let's go ſeek Valentine. of "hd 
Mer. This Widow ſcems a Gallant, | 
Unc. A goodly Woman, and to her Handſomneſs ſhe 

bears her State reſery'd, and great Fortune has made her 

Miſtreſs of a full means, and well ſhe knows to uſe it. 
Mer, | would Valentine had her. 

Unc. There's no hope of thar, Sir. 
Mer. O' that condition, he had his Mortgage in again. 
Unc. I would he had. | 
Mer. Seek means, and ſec what I'll do, 

However, let the Mony be paid in, 


> 


f wi without Mony. | 5 7 ; 


[never ſought a Gentleman's undoing, g, + +57 


You told me of another Brother. 


Scholar . | | A \+ 
Enter three Tenants. 5 We 


Mer. What are theſe ? 


Mer. It is well prepar d, be earneſt, hone 
loud upon him, he is deaf to his own good. 

Lance. We mean to tell him part of our Minds an't 
pl-ale you. 


Mer. Hos 
help, or my Perſwaſions, when we meet next. 


nine, and theſe Mens Thanks too, and what we can 
able. 


Pray Heav'n it may, 8 


muſt we turn Tenants now, a 
the Race of Gentry, and maintained good Veomantry 


to ſome of the City, to a great Shoulder of Mutton — 13 
Cuſtard, and have our State turned into Cabbage Gar- 


e Lens, muſt i it be ſo? * 
_ Unc. You muſt be milder to him. 
Lanee. That's as he makes his Game. 


Unc. Intreat him lovingly, and make him feel. gi, ; 


Lance. I'll pinch him to the Bones elſe. 


* = preſently, ſay I want Mony too, I muſt not * 
oy. 


Lance. Youl Want Cloaths ] hope. 


Nor eat the Bread of other Mens vexations. A 


Unc. Ves Sir, more miſerable than he, for he has ry 


3 


tim, and drunk him up, a handſome e and fine 


. 1 4 
Unc. The Tenants, they'll do what 1 
5 Hens, "4 


and do ir home, and in what my c care may 


nc. Do bur perſwade him fairly; and for your Mony, „ 


Mer. You're moſt honeſt, you ſhall find me no leſs, and 
ſol Lever, 9 du pater! your dale, my Friends. Ex. Mer. 


. Nay if he will be 5 P11 be mad with him, 
nd tell him that I'll not ſpare him, his Father kept good 
Meat, good Drink, good Fellows, good Hawks, good 
67 Hounds, and bid his Neighbours welcome; kept him 
too, and ſupplied his Prodigalitys yet kept his State ſtill; | 
er we have lived under 


Val. within.) And tell the Gentleman, Tu be with $ 


\ 
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Enter Valentine. | 
Val. Bid the young Courtier repair to me anon, I 
read to him. 5 
Une. He comes, be diligent, but not too rugged, ſtan 
him, bur affright him nor. | 2 
Val. Phew, are you there? 
Unc. We come to ſee you, Nephew, be not angry. 
Ful. Why do you dog me thus, with theſe ſtrange 
People? Why, all the World ſhall never make me rich 
more, nor Maſter of theſe Troubles. x 
Ten. We beſeech you for our poor Childrens ſake. 
Val. Who bid you get 'em? Have you not threſhing 
work enough, but Children muſt be bang'd out o'th 
Sheaf too? Other Men with all their Delicates, and 
healthful Diets, can get but wind Eggs: You with a 
Clove of Garlick, a piece of Cheeſe would break a Saw, 
and ſowr Milk, can mount like Stallions; and I muſt 
maintain theſe Tumblers. x 15 
Lance. You ought to maintain us, we have maintain d 
„and when you ſlept provided for you; who bought 
the Silk you wear? I think our Labours ; reckon, you'll 
find it ſo: Who found your Horſes perpetual pots of 
le, maintain'd your "Taverns, and who extol'd you in 
the Half- crown Boxes, where you might fit and muſter 
all the Beauties? we had no hand in 2 7 no, we are 
all Puppies? | | hl 
Your "Tenants baſe vexations. 
Val. Very well, Sir. 1 8 
Lance. Had you Land, Sir, and honeſt Men to ſerve 
your purpoſes, honeſt and faithful, and will you run a- 
way from em, betray your ſelf, and your poor Tribe to 
' . miſery; Mortgage all us, like old Cloaks; where will 
you hunt next? You had a thouſand Acres, fair and 
open: The Kings-bench is enclos'd, there's no good ' 
riding, the Counter is full of "Thorns and Brakes, rake WW - 
heed, Sir, and Bogs, you'll quickly find what Broth WW |; 
they're made of. | | f Fn. 
Fal. You're ſhort and pithy. 
Lance. They ſay you're a fine Gentleman, and of excel- 
lent Judgment, they report you havea Wit; keep your ſelf 
_ our 


4 
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out o*th' Rain, and take your Cloak with you, which by 
1 7 interpretation is your State, Sir, or I ſhall think your 
l rame belied you, you have Mony, and may have Means. 
Val. Iprithee leave prating, does my good lye within 
fan F - Why 
"Wl thy Brain to further, or my undoing in thy Pity ? Go, go, 
get you home, there whiſtle to your Horſes, ws 
them edifiez away, ſow Herap to hangyourſelves withal: 
ne; dan of you to me; am I your Landlord, 
nc. This is uncivid.. $1231 3, 
Val. More unmerciful you, to vex me with theſe Ba 
con Broth and Puddings, they are the walking thapes of 
all! my Sorrow. | * 4402 
?. en. Your Father's Worſhip would have us'd us 
ter. 327 | Wo. 
Yal. My Father's Worſhip was a Fool. i 
Lance. Hey, hey boys, old Valentine i' faith, the old 
Boy ſtill. N 5 
NC. Fie, Couſin. [ 
Val. I mean beſotted to his State, he had never left - 
me the miſery of ſo much Means elſe, which till I fold, 
was a mecr meagrim to me: If you will talk, turn out 
theſe Tenants, they are as killing to my Nature, Uncle, 
Water to a Feaver. N WNT 
Lance. We will go, but it is like Rams, to come a- 
gain the ſtronger, and you ſhall keep your State. | 
Val. Thou lyeſt, I will not. TI 
Lance. Sweet Sir, thou lyeſt, thou ſhalt, and ſo good 
morrow. | [ [Exeunt Tenants. 
Val. This was my Man, and of a noble breeding: Now * 
to your buſineſs, Uncle. | 19 N 
ne. To your State then. 
Val. 'Tis gone, and I am glad on't, name it no more, 
tis that I pray againſt, and Heay'n has heard me: I tell 
you, Sir, I am more fearful of it, I mean, of thinking 
ch ef more Lands, or Livings, than fickly Men are travel- 
ng o' Sundays, for being quell'd with Carriers; out up- 
on't, caveat emptor, let the Tool out- weat it, that thinks 
1 he has got a catch on't. | 


If Unc. This is Madneſs to be a wiltul Beggar. 


— 


Val: 


—_—_ GG. 
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Val. I am mad then, and fo l mean to be, will thi 
content you? How bravely now Ilive, how jocund, how 


near the firſt Inheritance, without fears, how free from 
r 5 TG, 2 145 35 LP 


nc. And from Means too. + 4 
Val. Means? Why all good Men's my Means; my 
Wit's my Plow, the Town's my Stock, Tavern's my 
Standing-houſe, and all the World knows there's no 
want; all Gentlemen that love Society, love me; all 
Purſes that Wit and Pleaſure opens, ate ber CE rmx gh 
eyery Man's Cloaths fit me, the next fair Lodging is 
but my next Remove, and when [pleaſe to be more emi- 
nent, and take the Air, a Piece is levied, and a Coach 
N Igo l care not whither, what need ſtate here? 

nc. But ſay theſe means were honeſt, will they laſt, 
Val. Far longer than your Jerkin, and wear fairer, 


- ſhould I take ought of you, tis true, I beg > now, or 


which is worſe than that, I ſtole a kindneſs, and which 
is worſt of all, I loſt my way in't; your Mind's enclos'd, 
nothing lies open nobly, your very Thoughts are Hinds 
that work on nothing but daily ſweat and trouble: Were 
my way ſo full of Dirt as this, tis true I'd ſhift it; are 


=» my Acquaintance Graſiers? But, Sir, know, no Man that 
2 


m allied to, in my living, but makes it equal, whe- 
ther his on uſe, or my neceſſity pull firſt; nor is this 


forc'd, but the meer quality and poiſure of Goodneſs, 


and do you think I venture nothing equal? 1 
| Unc. You pole me, Couſin. | | 
Val. What's my Knowledge, Uncle, is't not worth 
Mony ? What's my Underſtanding, Travel, Reading, 


Wit, all theſe digeſted, my daily making Men, ſometo 


4 


ſpeak, that too much flegm had frozen up; fome that 
ſpoke too much, to hold their Peace, and put theit 
"Tongues to Penſians; ſome to wear their Cloaths, and 
ſome to keep em, theſe are nothing Uncle; beſides theſe 
ways, to teach the way of Nature, a manly love, Com- 
munity to all that are deſervers, not examining how 


much, or what's done for them, > wicked, and ſuch a 


one like you, chews his Thoughts double, making 'em 
only. Food for his Rep:ntance. Euter 
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lat Enter two Servant. 8 
* 1 Ser. This Cloak and Hat, Sir, and my Maſter's Love. 
m Val. Commend's to thy Maſter, and take that, and 
leave em at my Lodging. | ee 

c Ser. I ſhall do it, Sir. 6.1 4 
ny Val. 1 do not think of theſe things. 
2 Her. (Pleaſe you Sir, I have Gold here for you. 
no Val. Give it me, drink that and commend me to thy 
all Maſter; look you, Uncle, do I beg theſe? © 
5; Unc. No ſure, tis your worth, Sir. 
is Val. Tis like enough, but play ſatisſie me, are not 
theſe ways as honeſt as perſecuting the ſtarved Inheri- 


tance, with muſty Corn, the very Rats were fain to run 
ce? away from, or ſelling rotten Wood by the Pound, like 
t, Wpices, which Gentlemen do after burn by rh' Ounces? 


Do not I know your. way of feeding Beaſts with Grains, 


er, and windy ſtuff, to blow up Butchers? your racking Pa- 
or Wiurcs, that have eaten up as many ſinging Shepherds, 
ch ud their Iſſues, as Andeluxia breeds? Theſe are authen- 


tick, I tell you, Sir, I'wou'd not change ways with you, 
unleſs it were to fell your State that hour, and if it were 


re poſible to ſpend it then too, for all your Beans in Rum- 

ue WM"; now you know me. 6 

Jat Unc. I wou'd you knew your ſelf, but ſince you are 

ic- ¶ grown ſuch a ſtrange Enemy to all that fits you, give me 

his bare to make your Brother's Fortune. IN 

ſs, Val. How? | 

g Unc. From your Mortgage, which yet you may reco- 
Ver, Pl find the Means. n 7 

th . 7a. Pray fave your labour, Sir, my Brother and my 

gs elt will run one Fortune, and Ithink what lhold a meer 

to Nexation, cannot be ſafe for him; I love him better, he 

hat Wis Wit at will, the World has Means, he ſhall live 

cir {Withour this trick of State, we are Heirs both, and all 

nd Wie World before us. | | FO 

eſe W ©»c. My laſt Offer, and then I am gone. 


m- Val. What is't, and then I'll anſwer. 

ow c. What think you of a Wife yet to reſtore you, 
ba Ws tell me ſeriouſly without theſe trifles. . 
em al. And you can find one, that can pleaſe my Fancy, 


ter au ſhall not find me ſtubborn. 
Vol. II. G | | Unc. 
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Unc. Speak your Woman. | 

Val. One without Eyes, that is, Self- commendatiom 
for when they find they are handſome, they are un 
wholſome; one without Ears, not giving time to Plat. 
terers, for ſhe that hears her ſelf commended, waver, 
and points Men out a way to make 'em wicked; ont 
without Subſtance of her ſelf; that Woman without 
the pleaſure of her Life, that's wanton; though ſhe be 
young, forgetting it, though fair, making her GlaGthe 
Eyes of honeſt Men, not her own Admiration, all her 
ends Obedience, all het hours new Bleſſings, if there may 
be ſuch a Woman. 

Unc. Yes there may be. 

Val. And without State too. 

Unc, You are diſpos'd to trifle; well, fare you well, Sir, 
when you want me next, you'll ſeek me out a better 
ſenſe. | : 

Val. Farewel, Uncle, and as you love your Eſtate, 
let me nor hear on't. [ Exit, 

Unc. It ſhall not trouble you. I'll watch him ſtill, 
And when his Friends fall off, then bend his Will. | Eri. 

Enter Iſabella, aud Luce. 

Luce. I know the cauſe of all this ſadneſs now, your 
Siſter has ingroſt all the brave Lovers. 

- 1ſab. She has wherewithal, much good may't do her, 
prithee ſpeak ſoftly, we are open to Mens Ears. 

Luce. Fear not, we are ſafe, we may ſee all thatpak, 
hear all, and make our ſelves merry with their Language, 
and yet ſtand undiſcover'd; be not melancholy, youare 
as fair as ſhe. | | | 

Iſab. Who I? Ithank you, I am as haſte ordain'd me, 
a thing ſlubber'd. my Siſter is a goodly portly Lady, 4 
- Woman of a Preſence, ſhe — Sattins, as the King 
Ships do Canvas cvery where, ſhe may ſpare me ber 
Miſen, and her Bonnets, ſtrike her main Petticoat, and 
yet out- ſail me, I am a Carvel to her. 

Luce. But a tight one, 
Iſab. She is excellent, well built too. 

ce. And yet ſhe's old. „ 
Iſal. She never ſaw above one Voyage, Luce, and credit 

| | | me, 


N 
\ 
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me, after another her Hull will ſerve again, a . 
Merchant: She plays, and ſings too, 9 

courſes, comes very near Eſſays, a pretty Poet, — — -» 
to piddle with Philoſophy, a ſubtil Chymick'W 

and can extract the Spirit of Mens Eſtates, "ſhe His = 
Light before her, and cannot miſs her choice z for me, tis 
reaſon I wait my mean — | 

Luce. You are fo baſhful. : 

Iſab. It is not at firſt word up and Nas thou art co- 
zend, that wou'd ſhew mad i faith? Beſides, we loſe 
the main part of our politick Government, if we be- 
come provokers; then we are fair, and fit for Mens Em- 
braces, when like Towns, they lie before us Ages, yet 
not carried, hold out their ſtrongeſt Batteries, then 
compound too without the loſs of Honour, and march 
— 55 our fair Wedding, Colours flying.” Who are 
theſe 
Enter Franciſco and Lance. 

Luce. I know not, nor I care not. 

Iſab. Prithee peace then, a well built Gentleman. 

- Luce. But poorly thatcht 
Lance. Has he devour'd you too? ' 
Fran. Was gulp'd me down, Lance. 

Lance. Left you no —— to ſtudy? 

Fran, Not a Farthin patcht my poor Annuity, 1 
3 him, here's all ths ho) hope! have left, one bare ten 

illings. TY 

Lent: You are fit for great Mens ſervi ices. 

Fran. I am fit, but who'll take me thus? Mens mi- 
feries are now accounted tains in their Natures. I have 
travelled, and 1 have ſtudied long, obſerved all — 4 
doms, know all the Promiſes of Art and Manners, yet 
that J am not bold, nor cannot flatter, I ſhall not thrive, 
all theſe are but vain Studies; art thou fo rich. as to get 
me 2 Lodging, Lacs? 

Lance. Il fell the Titles of my Houſe ele, my Hotfe, 
my Hawk, nay s death I I pawn· my Wife: Oh Mt. Fran- 
cis, that I ſhould-ſee yout Fathet's _ fil thus! 

1 An honeſt Fellow. + 

= 8 Lance. 
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Lance. Your Father's Houſe, e 4 that bred 
up all my Name! | 

12 A grateful Fellow: 

And fall by—— — 

Fran. Peace, I know you are angry, Lance, bus Imuf 
not hear with whom, he is my Brother, and though you 
hold him flight, my moſt dear Brother: A — 
excepting ſome few rubs, he were too excellent to live 
here elſe, fraughted as deep with noble and brave Parts, 
the iſſues of a noble and manly Spirit, as any he alive. | 
muſt not hear you:; though I am miſerable, and he made 
me fo, yet ſtill he is my Brother, ſtill I love him, and 
to that tye of Blood link my Affectionss. 

Tſab. A noble Nature! doſt thou know him, Luce? 

Luce, No, Miſtreſs. 

Lab. Thou ſhou dſt ever know ſuch good Men; what 
a fair Body and Mind are married! Did he not ay he 
wanted ? 

Luce. What's that to you? 

Iſab. Tis true, but *tis great pity. 

Luce. How ſhe changes! ten chouſand more than he, 
as handſome Men too. 

Jſab. *Tis like enough, but as I vg this Gentleman 
among tenthouſand thouſand! Is there no knowing him? 
why ſhou'd he want? Feltows of no merit, {light and 
putt Souls, that walk like Shadows, by leaving no 
print of what they arc, or poiſe, let them complain. 

Luce. Her Colour changes ſtrangely. 

Iſab. This Man was made, to mark his wants to wa- 
ken us; alas poor Gentleman, but will that keep him 
from cold and hunger? believe me he is well-bred, and 
| 8 be but of a noble Lineage, mark * mark bim 
wel 

Luce. Is a handſom Man. 


Lab. The ſweetneſs of his ſufſerance ſets him off; O0 


Luce, but whither gol? 
Lace. You cannot Spice * | 
Tſab. I wou'd he had what I can er 
Luce. Tis charitable. F 7 


— 
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Lance. Come Sir, I'll ſee you lodg'd, you have tied 
my Tongue faſt, III ſteal before you wank is but 4 


hanging. 

Iſab. That's a good Fellow too, an hone Fellow, 
why; this would move a Stone, I muſt needs know; but 
that ſome other time. [Exit Lance, and Franciſco. 

Luce. Is the wind there? That makes . 1 7 

* 1 1 1 a buſineſs. or 3 


E. 


. A 1 1 4 - * 3. n 


1 
— 


ACT U. SCENE I. 


Enter Widow, and Luce, 


Mid. Y Siſter, and a Woman of fo baſe a wife what 
was the Fellow? 

Luce. Why, an inn Man, Madan 

Wid. Poor? 

Luce. Poor enough, and noMan knows from whence 
neither, 

id. What cou'd ſhe ſee? 

Luce. Only his Miſery, for elſe ſhe might beholdahun- 
dred handſomer. 

Wid. Did ſhe change mach? ? 

Luce. Extreamly, when he ſpoke, and then $2" 
like an Orator, I fear her love-tram'd ſuch a commenda- 
tion, ang follow'd it ſo far, as made me wonder. 

W:d. Is ſhe ſo hot, or ſuch a want of Lovers, that ſhe - 
muſt doat upon Afflictions? Why does ſhe not go romage 
all the Priſons, and there beſtow her Youth, bewray her 
Wantonneſs, and flie her Honour, common both to Beg- 
gary. Did ſhe ſpeak to him? 

Luce. No, he ſaw us not, but ever ſince ſhe bath 
been mainly troubled. _ 

Mid. Was he young? 

Luce. Yes, young enough. 

wid. And look d he like a Gentleman? - 

Luce. Like fuch a Gentleman, that wou u'd pawn ten 
Oaths ſor twelve Pence. 

wid. My Siſter, and fink baſcly ! this muſt not bez 
docs ſhe — e means to know him? 


G 3 Luce. 8 


—_—_— — 
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Leone Yes Madam, pag has employ'd a Squire called 
Sher 

Mid. O that'sa precious Knave: Keep all this private, 
but ſtill be near her Lodging: Luce, what you can ga- 
ther by any means, let me underſtand: Pl ſtop her hear, 
and turn her Charity another way, to bleſs her ſelf firſt; 
be {till cloſe to her Counſels; a Beggar and a Stranger! 
There's a bleſs'dneſs! PN none of that; I have a Toy het, 
Siſter, ſhall tell you this is foul, and make you find it; 
and for your pains take you the aft Gown I wore this 
makes me mad; but I ſhall force a Remedy. Exeun. 
Enter Fountain, Bellamore, Hairbrain, and Valentine. 

Fount. Sirrah, we have ſo lookt for thee, and long'd 
for thee; this Widow is the ſtrangeſt thing, the ſtateli- 
eſt, and ſtands ſo much upon her Excellencies, 

Bel. She hath putus off, this Month-now, for an Anſwer, 

Hair. No Man muſt viſit her, nor look upon her, no, 
not © ſays Good morrow, or good even, till that's paſt. 

She has found what Dough you are made of, and 

ſo kneads ou : Are you goodat nothing, but theſe after- 

I have told you often enough what things me 
are, what precious things, theſe Widows— 

Hair, It we had *em. 

Val. Why the Devil has not craft enough to woo 
'em; there be three kinds of Fools, mark this Note, Gen- 
tlemen, mark it, and underſtand it. - | 

Fount. Well, go forward. 

Val. An Innocent, a Knave Fool a Fool Politick: 
The laſt of which are Lovers, Widow Lovers. 

Bel. Will you allow no Fortune? 

Val. No ſuch blind one. 

 Fount, We gave you Reaſons, why 'twas needſubſor us, 

Val. As you are thoſe Fools, I did allow thoſeReaſons, 
but as my Scholars and Companions damn'd”em : Do you 
know what it is to woo a Widow? Anſwer me colcly 
now, and underſtandingly. ug 

Hair, Why, to lie with her, and to enjoy her Wealth. 

Val. Why there you are Fools ſtill, erafty to catek 
your ſelves, pure politie Fools I lookt for ſuckan Anſwer; 
once more hear me, it is, to wed a Widow, to be 


main- 
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mainly, whether the ſtate you have N or no, or 
thoſe old Boots you ride in. Mark me, Widows are long 
extents in Law upon News, livings upon their Bodies 
Winding-ſheets, they that enjoy em, lie but with dead 
Mens Monuments, and beget only their own ill Epitaphs: 
knot this plain now ? * 

Bel. Plain ſpoken. 9 

Val. And plain Truth; but if you'll needs do things 
of danger, do but loſe your ſelves, not any part concerns 
your Ondcrſtandings, or then you are Meacocks, Fools, 
and Miſerable, march off amain, within an Inch of a 
Fircug, turn me o'th' toe like a"W eather-cock, kill every 
diy a Serjeant for a twelve Month, rob the Exchequer, 
and burn all the Rolls, and theſe will make a ſhew. 

Hair. And theſe are trifles. | 

Val. Conſider'd to 4 Widow, empty nothings; for here 
you venture but your Perſons; there the varniſh of your 
Perſons, your Diſcretions; why, tis a monſtrous thing to 
marry at all, eſpecially as now 'tis. made; methinks a 
Mary an * Man, is more wiſe to me, and 
r a nobler tie, than all theſe trinkets; what do we get. 
by Women, but our Senſes, which is the rankeſt part 
bout us, fatisfied, and when that's done, what are we? 
Creſt-fall'n Cowards. What benefit can Children be, 
but Charges and Diſobedience? What's the love they 
render at one and twenty years? 1 pray dic, Father: 
When they are young, they are like Bells rung backwards, 
nothing but noiſe and giddineſs; and come to years once, 
there drops a Son by th* Sword in his Miſtreſs's quarrel, 
1 preat joy to his Parents: A Daughter ripe too, grows 
high and luſty in her blood, muſt have a heating, runs 
way with a ſupple ham'd Servingman: His twenty No- 
bleſs ſpent,” takes to a Trade, and learns to ſpin Mens 
Hair off; there's another, and moſt are of this Nature, 
will you marry? | | & 1 

Hunt. Fot my part yes, for any doubt I feel yet. 

Val. And this fame Widow?ꝰ af Ws 

Hunt. If Imay, and methinks, howev'r youarepleas'd 
to diſpute theſe Dangers; ſuch à warm match, and for 
jou, Sir, were not 8 e 
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Val. Not half fo killing as for you; for me, ſhecan- 
not with all the Art ſhe has, make me more miſerable, 
or much more fortunate; I have no ſtate left, a benefit 
that none of you can brag of, and there's the Antidote 
againſt a Widow; nothing to loſe, but that my Soul 
inherits, which ſhe can neither law nor claw away; to 
that, but little Fleſh, it were too much elſe ; and that 
unwholſom too, it were too rich elſe; and to all this Con- 
tempt of what ſhe do's I can laugh at her Tears, neglect 
her Angers, hear her without a Faith, ſo pity her as if ſhe 
were a Traytor, moan her Perſon, but deadly hate her 
Pride; if you cou'd do theſe, and had but this Diſcre- 
tion, and like Fortune, it were but an equal venture. 

Fount. This is Malice. | | 

Val. When ſhe lies with your Land, and not with 
you, grows great with Joyntures, and is brought to bed 
with all the ſtate you have, you'll find this certain; but 
is it come to paſs you muſt Marry, is there no buff will 
hold you? | | 

Bel. Grant it be ſo. 15 

Val. Then chuſe the tamer evil, take a Maid, a Maid 
not worth a Penny; make her yours, knead her, and 
mould her yours, a Maid worth nothing, there's a vir- 
tuous Spell in that word Nothing; a Maid makes Con- 
ſcience of half a Crown a week for Pins and Puppets, a 
Maid will be content with one Coach and two Horſes, 
not falling out becauſe they are not matches; with one 
Man ſatisfied, with one Rein guided, with one Faith, 
one Content, one Bed, aged ſhe makes the W iſe, preſerves 
the Fame and Iſſue; a Widow is a Chriſtmas Box that 
ſweeps all. 

Fornt. Yet all this cannot ſink us. 

Val. You are my Friends, and all my loving Friends, 
ſpend your Mony, yet I deſerye it too, you are my 
Friends ſtill, I ride your Horſes, when I want Iſell'em; 
I eat your Meat, help to wear your Linnen, ſometimes I 
make you drunk, and then you ſeal, for which I'll do 
you this Commodity, be rul'd, and let me try her, I will 
diſcover her, the truth is, I will never leave to trouble 


ber, till I ſee through her, then if I find her worthy... 


Hair A 


"ans 
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Hair. This was our meaning, Valentine. 
Val. 'Tis done then, I muſt want nothing. 
Hair. Nothing but the Woman. 
Val. No j ealouſie; for when Il m the Devil muſt 
be wiſer than I take him; and the Fleſh, fooliſher. Come 


ts to Dinner, and when I am well whetred with Wine, 
have at her. [Exeunt. 
Enter Iſabella, and Luce. | | 
Jab. But art thou ſure? _. 
Iuce. No ſurer than I heard. 
Jab. That is was that flouting Fellow's Brother? 
Luce. Yes, Shortboſe told hs A 
Iſab. He did ſearch out the truth? 
Luce. It ſeems he did. © 
I/ab. Prethee Luce call him hither, if he be no wad. 
never repent my * Now Sirrah, what was he we 
ſent you after, the Gentleman 1th” black? 
Enter Shorthoſe. 
Short. l'th' torn black? 
Iſab. Ves, the ſame Sir. 
hort. What wou'd your Worſhip with him? | 
lab. Why, my Worſhip wou'd know his N ame, and 
what he is. 
Short, Is nothing, he is a Man, and yet he is no Man.” 
Iſab. You muſt needs play the Fool. 
bort. Tis my profeſhon. 
Iſab. How is he a Man, and no Man? 
Short. He's a Beggar, only the ſign of a Man, the Buh 
pull'd down, which ſhows the Houſe ſtands empty. 
Iſab. What's ey lar 
Short. They call him Be =o 
Iſab. What s his Kindr 
Hort. Beggars 
Iſab. His orth? 1 
Short. A learned Beggar, a poor Scholar. 
Iſab. How does he hve ? | 
Short. Like Worms, he eats old Books. 
Iſab. Is Valentine his Brother? 
Hort. His begging Brother. 
Iſab. What may his Name be? 


Short, 
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Short, Orſon. 

Tab. Leave your fooling. 

Short. You had as good fay, leaye your living. 

Fab. Once more tell me his Name directly. 

Short. I'll be hang' d firſt, unleſs I heard him Chriſtned, 
but I can tell what fooltfh People call him. 

Fab. What? 

Short. Franciſco. 85 

Jſab. Where lies this Learning, Sir? 

Short. In Pauls Church-yaard forſooth. 

Tab. I mean the Gentleman, Fool. 

bort. O that Fool, he lies in Iooſe Sheets every where, 
that's no :. HEE 9 . 

Luce. Vou have glexn'd ſince you came to London: In 
the Country, Shorzboſe, you were an arrant Fool, a dull 
cold Coxcomb; here every Tavern teaches you, the 
pint Pot has ſo belabour'd you with Wit, your brave Ac- 
quaintance that gives you Ale, fo fortified your Mazard, 
that now there's no talking to you. 

2 Is much improy'd, a Fellow, a fine Diſcourſer. 

bort. J hope ſo, I have not waited at the tail of Wit .“ 
ſo long tobe an Aſs. © | 

Luce. But fay now, Sborthoſe, my Lady ſhou'd remove Fr, 
into the Country. LEY 

Sort. J had as lieve ſhe ſhould remove to Heav'n, and Va 
as ſoon I would undertake to follow her. | Fane 

Luce. Where no old Charnico is, nor no Anchoves, ert 
nor Maſter ſuch- a- one, to meet at the Roſe, and bring Who 
my Lady ſuch- a· ones chief Chamber-maid. 
ab. No bouncing Healths to this brave Lad, dear md b 
Shortboſe, nor down o'th* kneꝶs to that illuſtrious Lady. Class 

Luce. No Fiddles, nor no luſty noiſe of Drawer, carry Fa 
this pottle to my Father Shorthoſe. | | Bs 
Lab. No Plays, nor gally Foiſts, no ſtrange Embaſſi- W © 4 
dvrs to run and wonder at, till thou hec'ſt Oyl, and then fl 
come home again, and lye by th' Legend. h 
Lnce. Say ſhe ſhou'd go. hong n * 
Sborr. If I. fay, I'll Be Bang; or if F thought he f # 
wou'd go. | | 


Luce. W hat? 


Short. 
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Hort. I would go with her. 

Luce. But Shorthoſe, where thy Heart is? . 
Iſab. Do not fright him. 10 
Luce. By this Hand Miſtreſs tis a Noiſe, a loud one too, 
d from her own Mouth, preſently to be gone too, but 
hy, or to what end? | 
Sort. May not a Man die firſt? She'll give himfomach 
IMC. 9 
Iſab. Gone o' th* ſudden? Thou doſt but jeſt, ſhe muſt 
vt mock the Gentlemen. | 
Luce. She has put them off a Month, thy dare not fee 
er, believe me Miſtreſs, what I hear tell you. | 
Iab. Is this true, Weneh? Gone on ſo ſhort a warning! 
hat trick is this? She never told me of it, it muſt not 
x; Sirrah, attend me preſently,- you know have been a 


J 


h . 
— careful Friend unto you, attend me in the Hall, and next 
rd, er faithful, cry not, we ſhall not go. 


Short. Her Coach may crack. [ Exennt. 
Birer Valentine, Franciſco, and Lance. 
it l. Which way to live! How dareſt thou come to 
lovn, to ask ſuch an idle queſtion? LE 
e Fan. Methinks tis neceſſary, unleſs you cou'd reſto 
bat Annuity you have tipled up in Taverns. at) 
q Val. Where haſt thou been, and how brought up 
Fancifco, that thou ralkeſt thus our of France? Fhou 
vert a pretty Fellow, and of a handlom' Knowledgez 
Who has ſpoiled thee ?- | | 
Lance. He that has ſpoil'd himſelf, to make him ſport, 
md by Copy, will ſpoil all comes near him: Buy but a 
Glaſs, if you be yet ſo wealthy, and look there who? 
Val. Well ſaid, old Copihold. | | 
| Lance. My Heart's good Freehold, Sir, and ſo you' Il nd 
t; this Gentleman's your Brother, your hopeful Brother, 
for there is no hope of you, uſe him thereafter. 
Val. Een as well as Iuſe my ſelf; what wou'dſt theu 
tave Frank ? | | . 
Fran. Can you procure me a hundred pound? 
TZance. Hark what he: fays to you, O try your Wits, 
they ſay you are excellent at it, for. your Len] has lain 
bng Bed-rid, and unſen ſible- 


Fran. 
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Fran. And I'll forget all wrongs; you ſee my Stat 
and to what wretchedneſs your will has brought me 
but what it may be, by this Benefit, if timely done, a 
like a noble Brother, both you ard I may feel, and t 
our Comforts, 2 13 | # "WW 
Val. A hundred pound! doſt thou know what thy 
haſt ſaid, Boy ? 
Fran. I ſaid a hundred pound. | 
Val. Thou haſt ſaid more than any Man can juſtifie, 
believe it. Procurea hundred pounds! I ſay to thee there) 
no ſuch Sum in Nature, forty ſhillings there may be noy 


1'th' Mint, and that's a Treaſure ; I have ſeen five pound 12, 
but let me tell it, and tis as wonderful as Calves with; f. 
five Legs; here's five ſhillings, Frank, the harveſt fil F. 


five Weeks, and a good Crop too, take it, and pay thy 
firſt Fruits, Fil come down and eat it out. 
Fran. Tis Patience muſt meet with you Sir, not Loe 
Lance. Deal roundly, and leave theſe fiddle faddles. 
Val. Leave thy prating, thou thinkeſt thou art a no- 
table wile Fellow, thou and thy rotten Sparrow Hawk; 
two of the reverent. 1 RY 


Lance. I think you are mad, or if you be not, will be, 5, 
with the next Moon; what wou'd you have him do? 7 

Fal. How? | 1 N Sh 

Lance.TogetMony firſt, that's to live, you have ſhew'l WW... 
him how to want. to 


Val. 'Slife howdollive? why, what dull Fool wou'l MW 75 
ask that Queſtion? three hundred three pilds more, ay and «; 
live bravely: The better half o'th' Town live — glo- 
riouſly, and ask them what States they have, or wha MW 7 
. - Annuities, or when they pray for ſeaſonable Harveſtz: peer 

thou haſt a handſome Wit, {tir into the World, Frank, WM x5; 
ſtir, ſtir for ſhame, thou art a pretty Scholar: Ask how W ug 
to live? write, write, write any thing, the World's a fine Wl 7 


believing World, write News. | 9 
Lance. Dragons in Suſſex, Sir, or fiery Battels ſeen in W pak 
the Air at Aſpurge. 170 


Val. There's the way Frank, and in the tail of theſe, MW 
fright me the Kingdom with a ſharp Prognoſtication 
that ſhall ſcowr them, Dearth upon Dearth, like rg 


Lenvoy to the City for their Sins. 
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ifaties, Predictions of Sea-breaches, Wars, and want 


f Herrings on our Coaſt, with bloody Noſes. 


Lance. Whirl-winds, that ſhall take off the top of 


antham Steple, and clap-ir on Pauls, and after theſe, 


Val. Probatum eſt, thou canſt not want a Penſion, go 


ſritch me up a Covey of young Sholars, there's twenty 
Nobles, and two loads of Coals, are not theſe ready 
mays ? Coſmography thou art deeply read in, draw me 


Map from the Mermaid, I mean a Mid-night Map to 
ſcape the Watches, and ſuch long ſenſleſs Examinations, 
and Gentlemen ſhall feed rhee, right good Gentlemen: 
cannot ſtay long. 1 | 

Lance. You have read learnedly, and wou'd you have 
tim follow theſe Megera's? did you begin with Ballads? 

Fran, Well, I will leave you, I ſee my Wants are 
grown ridiculous, yours may be ſo, I will not curſe you 
neither z you may think, when theſe wanton Fits are 
over, who bred me, and who ruin'd me; look to your 
ſelf, 'Sir, a Providence I wait on. | 

Val. Thou art paſſionate, haſt thou been brought up 
mth Girls? | 

Enter Shorthoſe with a Bag. 

Short. Reſt you merry, Gentlemen. 

Val. Not ſo merry as you ſuppoſe, Sir. | 

Shore, Pray ſtay a while, let me take a View of 


By may put my Spoon into the wrong Pottage-pot » 
le. 


Val. Why, wilt thou muſter us? 

Short. No, you are not he, you are a thought too 
bandſome, | Kt, 

5 Who wou dſt thou ſpeak withal, why doſt thou 
peep fo ? 

Short. Tam looking Birds neſts, I can find none in your 
Buſh-beard, I wou'd ſpeak with you, black Gentleman. 

Fran. With me, my Friend? 

Hort. Yes ſure, and the beſt Friend, Sir, it ſeems, you 
fake withal this Twelve-Month, Gentleman, there's 
Mony for you. 1 

Val. How? 1 

‚ Shore. 
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Short. There's none for you, Sir, be not ſo brief, not ax 


ny; law how he itches at it; ſtand off, you ſtir my Chole f 
Lance. Take it, tis Mony. 
Short. Vou are too quick too, firſt be ſure you hayei * 
you ſeem to be a Faulkoner, but a fooliſh one. 
Lance. Take it, and fay nothing, 6 
Shore. Lou are cozen'd too, tis take it, and ſpendi 5 
Fran, From whom came it, Sir? 4 0 
Short. Such another word, and you ſhall have none oni 
Fran. I thank you, Sir, I doubly thank you. en 
Sbort. Well, Sir, then buy you better Cloaths, alli 
et your Hat dreſt, and your Laundreſs to waſh you 15 
Bonk white. * 
Han. Pray ſtay, Sir, may you not be miſtaken? = 
Short. I think 1 am, give me the Mony again, com ** 
quick, quick, quick. 1 ä = 
Fran. I ye u'd be loth render, till I am ſure it be ſo — 


Short. Hark in your Ear, is not your Name Frenciſc 1 

Fran. Ves. | | 

Short, Be quiet then, it may Thunder a hundred time 
before ſuch Stones fall: Do you not need it? 

Fran. Y cs. 

Sort. And 'tis thought you have it. 

Fran. I think I have. | 

Shore. Then hold it faſt, tis not fly-blown, you m 
pay for the Poundage, you forget your ſelf, I have not 
ſeen a Gentleman ſo backward, a wanting Gentleman, 

Fran. Your Mercy, Sir. | | 

Short. Friend, you have Mercy, a whole Bag full of 
Mercy, be merry with it, and be wile. 7 
Fran. I wou'd fain, if it pleaſe you, but know 
_ Sborz. It does not pleaſe me, tell over your Mony, and 
be not mad, Boy. 
Lal. You have no more ſuch Bags? 1 

Shore, More ſuch there are, Sir, but few I fear for 
you, I have caſt your Water, you have Wit, you need 
no Mony. | [en. 
Lance. Be not amaz'd, Sir, tis good Gold, good old 
Gold, this is Reſtorative, and in good time, it Comes 
to do you good, keep it and uſe it, let honeſt Fingers 
feel it, yours be too quick, Sir. Fran. 
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Han. Henam'd me, and he gave it me, but from whom. 

Lance. Let em ſend more, and then examine it, this 
can be but a Preface. 

Fran. Being a Stranger, of whom can I deſerve this? 

Lancs: Sir, of any Man that has bur Eyes, and manly 
Cre to find Mens wants, good Men are bound 
to do ſo. | 

Val. Now you ſee, Frenk, there are more ways than 
certainties, now you believe: W hat Plow brought you 
this Harveſt, what ſale of Timber, Coals, or what An- 
nuities ? Theſe feed no Hinds, nor wait the Expectation 
of Quarter-Jlays, you ſee it ſhow'rs in to you, you are 
an Ass, he plodding, and lie fooling, about this Blazing 


Star, and that bopeep, whining, and faſting, to find the 


natural Reaſon why a Dog turns twice about before he 
lie down, what uſe of theſe, or what Joy in Annuitics, 
where every Man's thy ſtudy, and thy Tenant, I am 
aſham'd on thee. 

Lance. Ves, I have ſeen this Fellow, there's a wealthy 
Widow hard by. N 

Val. Ves, marry is there. 

Lance. 1 think he's her Servant, or 1 am cozen'd elſe, 
am ſure ont. N 

Fran. I am glad on't. 

Lance. She's a good Woman, 

Fran. I am gladder. 

Lance, And young enough, believe. 

Fran. I am gladder of all, Sir. 

Val. Frank, you ſhall lye with me ſoon. 

Fran. I thank my Mony. 

Lance. His Mony 
Sir. will be too much this weather. | | 

Val. Meet meat the Mermaid, andthouſhalr ſee what 


Lance. Truſt to your ſelf, Sir. 
| Exeunt Fran. and Lan. 
Enter Fountain, and Bellamore, 
Fount. O Halentine! y 
Val. How now, why do you look fo? 
Bel. The Widaw's going, Man. 
Val. Why let her go, Mag. 


Hair. 


ſhall lye with me, three in a Bed, 


7 


| 
' 
| 
| 
| 
| 
1 
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Hair. She's going out o'th* Town. (gone. 
Val. The Town's the happier, I wou'd they were al 
Fount. We cannot come to ſpeak with her. 
Ful. Not to ſpeak to her? 
Bel. She will be gone within this hour, either now wal 
Fount. Hair. Now, now, now, good Valentine. 
Hul. L had rather march i' th mouth o'th' Cannon; but 
adieu, if ſhe be above ground, go, away to your Pray 't, 
away I ſay, away, ſhe ſhall be ſpoken withal. ¶ Exeun:. 
Enter Shorthoſe with one Boot on, Roger, and a 
Rog: She will go, Shorzhoſe. BY 
Short. Who can help it, Roger? 55 
Ralph. ¶ wirbin.] Help down with the Hangings. oll 
Rog. By and by 25 Iam i up o'th* Trunks here, N 
Short. Well. 9 
Ralph. Who looks to my Lady 's Wardrobe? : fang. K 
Hum. Here. Up 
_—_ Down with the Boxes inthe Gallery, andbring 


the Coach Cuſhions. 2 

7. Will it not rain, no conjuring abroad, nor no W 1; 

devices to ſtop this Journey? N 

Rag. Who go now, why now, why o th' ſudden now? g 
hat Preparation, what Horſes have we ready, what Pro- 


viſion laid in i th Country? 
Hum, Not an Egg, I hope. 
Rog. No nor one drop of good drink Boys, there's 
the Devil. 
Short. J heartily pray the Malt be muſty, and then we Wn 
muſt come up again. 
Hum. What ſays the Steward? | To 
5 Rag He's at's wits end; for ſome four hours ſince, out of ¶ ve: 
his haſte and providence, he miſtook the Miller's ang . 
Mare, for his own Nagg. 
Sbort. And ſhe may break his Neck, and ſave the Jour- j 
ney. Oh, London, how I love thee! | 
Hum. harm 0 Boots, nor none I'll buy: Or if Thad, Wb! 
refuſe me if I would venture my ability, cfore a Cloak- be] 
Bag, Men are Men. I; 
wy. For my part, if I be brought, as I knowy it ur 60 


* 


Il 
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e aim'd at, to carry any dirty dairy Cream · pot, or any 
gentle Lady of the Laundry, Chambring, or wanton - 
bels behind my Gelding, with all her Streamers, Knap- 
xcks, Glaſſes, Gugawes, as if I were a running Flippe- 
ry, I'll give em leave to cut my Girts, and flay me. TIl 
not be troubled with their Diſtibations, at every half mile's 

end, I underſtand my ſelf, and am refolv'd. l 

Hum. To morrow night at Oliver:] who ſhall be 

there Boys, who ſhall mezt the Wenches? — 
Reg. The well brew'd ſtand of Ale, we ſhou'd have 

met at! : | 
Bort. Theſe Gricts, like to another Tale of Troy, wou'd 
nollific the Hearts of barbarous People, and Tom But- 
cer weep, Axeas enters, and now the Town's loſt. 
Ralph. Well whither run you, my Lady is mad. 
Short, I wou'd ſhe were in Bedlam. - | 
Ralph. The Carts are come, no Hands to help to load 
en? the Stuff lies in the Hall, the Plate. 

idm Within.” Why Knaves there, where be theſe 
Short. Shall I ride with one Boot? (idle Fellows? 
Mid. Why where | lay? s? Wi 
Ralph. Away, away, it mult be ſo. 
Sbore. O for af tickling Storm, to laſt but ten days. Exe. 


ACT m. SCENE 1 
Enter Iſabella, and Luce. 


luce. UV mv Troth Miſtreſs I did it for the beſt. 

Iſab. It may be ſo, but Luce, you have a 
Tongue, a Diſh of Meat in your Mouth, which if it 
vere minc'd, Luce, wou'd do a great deal better. 


Luce | proteſt, Miſtreſs. 


I/ab. It will be your own one time or other: Walter. 

Malter ſ within. Anon forſooth. | 

ſab. Liy my Hat ready, my Fan and Cloak, you are 
ſo tu l of Providence; and Walter, tuck up my little Box 
behind the Coach, and bid my Maid make ready, my 
lweet ſ rice to your good Lady Miſtreſs; and my Dog, 
good let the Coachman carry him. . 
Vol. H. RE. © 
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Luce. But hear me. 2 
Iſab. 1 am in Love, ſweet Luce, and you are ſo skilſi 


that I muſt necds undo my ſelf; and hear me, let Olay * 
pack up my Glaſs diſcreetly, and ſee my Curls well . , 
ried. O ſweet Luce, you have a Tongue, and op +, 
Tongues have open you know what, Luce. or 
Luce. Pray you be ſatisfied. gel 
Jab. Ves, and contented too, before I leave ya An 
There's a Reger, which ſome call a Butcher, I ſpeak . 
certainties, I do not fiſh Luce, nay do not ſtare, I han 2a 
a Tongue can talk too: And a Green Chamber Luce, * 
Back-door opens to a long Gallery; there was a Nighi [ 
Luce, do you perceive, do you perceive me yet? Od 1. 


ou bluſh, Zzce ? a Friday night I ſaw your Saint, Luce 
For other Box of Marmalade, all's thine, ſweet Rage | 
this I heard and kept too. 
Luce. E'en as you are a Woman, Miſtreſs, _ 
Iſab. ThisI allow as good and Phyſical ſometime, thek 
Mectings, and for the cheering of the Heart; but Lace 


to have your own turn ſery'd, and to your Friend to. 

Aa Dogbolt. | af 
Luce. 1 confeſs it, Miſtreſs. 1 
Lab. As you have made my Siſter jealous of me, an ni 
fooliſhly, and childithly purſu'd it, Ihave found out yo 
haunt, and traced your purpoſes; for which mine He | 
nour ſuffers ; your beſt ways muſt be applied to brin 
her back again, and ſeriouſly and ſuddenly, that ſo Imai 1 
have a Means to clear my ſelf, and ſhe a fair Opinion i wh 
me, elſe you peeviſh Fo: 
Lnce, My Pow'r and Pray'rs, Miſlreſs. ma 
Tſab. What's the matter? | J 
Enter Shorthoſe, and Widow. 1 

Short, Thave been with the Gentleman, he has it, muc ; 

, good may do him with it. : F 
Mid. Come, are you ready? you love ſo to delay time » 
RE NE 8 S 
Iſab. Ihave ſent for a few Trifles, when thoſe are come i , | 


And now I know your Reaſon. 
Wid. Know your own Honour then, about yore 
; | lin 


Wit without Mony. 579 


ſineſs, ſec the Coach ready preſently, I'll tell you more 

n. [ Ex. Luce, and Shorthaſe. 
And underſtand it well, you muſt not think your Siſter 
ſo tender eyed as not to ſee your Tollies; alas I know your 
Heart, and muſt imagine, and truly too, tis not your 
Charity can coin ſuch Sums to give oy as you have 
done, in that you have no wiſdom Iſabel, no nor Moe 
deſty, where nobler uſes are at home; I tell you, Tam 
aſham'd to find this in your Years, far more in your Diſ- 
cretion, none to chuſe but things for Pity, none to ſeal 
your Thoughts on, but one of no abiding, of no name; 
nothing to bring you to but this, Cold and Hunger: A 


jolly Joynture, Siſter, you are happy, no Mony, no nat 
ien Shillings. gf; TUPL | 

Iſab. You ſearch nearly. 

Wid. 1 know it as I know your folly, one that knows 
not where he ſhall eat his next Meal, take his reſt, un- 
leſs it be 1'th* Stocks; what Kindred has he, but a more 
wanting Brother, or what Virtues ? N. 

Iſab. You have had rare Intelligence, I ſee, Siſter. 
id. Or ſay the Man had Virtue, is Virtue in this Age 
a full Inheritance? what Jointure can he make you, Plir 
tarch*s Morals, or ſo much penny rent in the ſmall Poets) 
this is not well, tis weak, and I grieve to know it. 

Jab. And this you quit the Town for? 2 

id. Is't not time? | | F: 

Iſab. You are better read in my Affairs than I am, that's 
have to agſwer; I'll go with you, and willingly, and 
what you think moſt dangerous, I'll fit and laugh at, 
For, Siſter, tis not Folly but good Diſcretion gaverns gyy _ 
mean Fortunes. a 2 7-0 | 

Mid. I am glad to hear you ſay ſa. 

Tſab. 1 am for you. Exe 

Enter Shorthoſe, and Humphry, with riding Rods. 

Hum. The Devil cannot ſtay her, ſhe'll an't, eat an 
Egg now, and then we muſk away. | | 

Short. I am gaul'd already, yet I will pray, may Lon: 
don ways from henceforth be full of holes, and Coaches 
crack their Wheels, may zealous Smithy ſp houſel all ouß 
Hackneys, that they may feel Compunctian in theis 
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Feet, and tire at High- gate, may it rain above all Alma- 
nacks till Carriers ſail, and the Kings Fiſh-monger ride 
like Bite Arion upon a Trout to London. 

Hum. At St. Albans, let all the Inns be drunk, not an 
Hoſt ſober to bid her Worthip welcome. 

- Short. Not a Fiddle, but all Preach'd down with pu- 
ritans; no meat but Legs of Beet. 

Hum. No Beds but Wool-Packs. 

Sbort. And thoſe ſo crammed with Warrens of ſtarved 
Fleas that bite like Bandogs; let Mims be angry at their 
St. Bel-Swagger,and we paſs in the heat on't — be braten, 
beaten abominably, beaten Horſe and Man, and all my 
Ladies Linnen ſprinkled with Suds and Dih-water. 

Short. Not a wheel but out of Joint. 

Enter Roger laughing 

Than. Why doſt thou laugh? 

There's a Gentleman, and the rareſt Gentleman, 
and makes the rareſt ſport. | 

Sort. Where, where? 

Rog. Within here, h'as made the gay yeſt ſport with 
Tom the Coachman, ſo tewed him up with Sack that he 
lies laſhing a But of Malmſie for his Mares. 

Short. Lis very good. 

Rog. And talks and laughs, and ſings 1 the rareſt Songs, 
and Sborrboſe, he has ſo maul'd the Red Deer Pies, made 
ſuch an Alms 1'th* Buttery. 

Shore. Better ſtill. _ 

Emer Valentine, 8 

Hum. My Lady in a rage with the Gentleman? 

Short. May heanger her into a Feather. [ Exennt. 

Mid. I pray tell me, who ſent you hither? For [ ima- 
x ge it is not your condition, you ſook ſo temperately, and 

ke a Gentleman, to ask me theſe mild que f ions. 
Vl. Do you think I uſe to walk of Errands, gentl: 
Lady, of deal with Women out of Dreams from others? 

Wid. You have not known me fure? 

Val. Not much. 

Wid. What reaſon have you then to be ſo render of 
wy Credit, you are no Ki man ? Pal 
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tide Val. If you take it fo, the honeſt Office that I cameto 
do you, is not ſo heavy but I can return it: Now I 
perceive you are too proud, not worth my Viſit. 
Mid. Pray ſtay, a little proud. © 
Val. Monſtrous proud, I griev'd to hear a Woman of 
your value, and your abundant parts ſtung by the Peo- 
ple, but now I ſee tis true; you look upon me as if 1 
were a rude and fawcy Fellow that borrow'd all myBreed- 
ing from a Dunghil, or ſuch a one, as ſhou'd now fall 
— worſhip you in hope of Pardon: You are cozen'd 
lady, 1 came to prove Opinion a loud Liar, to fee 2 
Woman only great in Goodneſs, and Miſtreſs of a greater 
Fame than Fortune, but 
Vid. You are a ſtrange Gentleman, if I were proud 
now, I ſhou'd be monſtrous angry, which I am not, and 
ew the effects of Pride; I ſhou'd deſpiſe you, but you 
are welcome, Sir: To think well of our ſelves, if we de- 
ſerve it, it is a Luſtre in us, and every good we have, 
ſtrives to ſhew gracious, what uſe is ut elſe? old Age, 
like Serr-trecs, is ſeldom ſeen affected, firs ſometimes 
at am of ſuch Acts as his daring Youth endca- 
vour d. 
Val. This is well, and now you ſpeak to the purpoſe, 
you pleaſe me, but to be Plice-proud ? | 
Wid. If it be our own, why are we ſet here with di- 
ſtinction elſe, Degrees, and Orders given us? In you 
Men, tis held a coolneſe, if you loſe your Right, Affronts 
and loſs of Honour: Streets, and Walls, and upper ends 
nt, of Tables, had they Tongues, could tell what Blood has 
na- Wl follow'd, and what fend about your Ranks; are we ſo 
nd much below you, that 'till you have us, are the tops of 
Nature, to be accounted Drones without a difference? 
tle Lou will make us Beaſts indeed. e 5 
rs? al. Nay worſe than this too, proud of your Cloaths, 
they ſwear a Mercers Lucifer, a Tumour tackt together 
by a Taylor, nay yet worſe, proud of red and white, a 
of W varniſh that Butter- milk can better. 

W:4. Lord, how little will vex theſe poor blind Peo- 
al, W ple! If my Cloaths be ſometimes gay and glorious, does it 
ff follow, my Mind muſt be my Mercer's too? Or fay my 
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Beauty pleaſe ſome weak Eyes, muſt it pleaſe them to 
think, that blows me up, that every hour blows off? 
This is an Infant's Anger. 3 
Val. Thus they fay too, what though you have : 
Coach lined through with Velvet, and four fair Flanders: 
Mares, why ſhou'd the Streets be troubled continually 
with you, till Car-men curſe you? Can there be ought 
in this but pride of Shew, Lady, and Pride of Bum-beat- 
ing, till the learned Lawyers with their fat Bags, are 
thruſt againſt the bulks till all their Cauſes crack? Why 
ſhould this Lady, and other Lady, and the third ſweet 
Lady, and Madam at Aile-end, be daily viſited, and your 
poorer Neighbours with courſe Napſes neglected, Faſhi- 
ons conferr'd about, Pouncings, and Paintigs, and young 
Mens Bodies read on like Anatomies ? 1 
Mid. You are very credulous, and ſomewhat deſpe- 
rate, to deliver this, Sir, to her you know not, but you 
ſhall confeſs me, and find I will not ſtart; in us all Meet- 
ings lie open to theſe lewd Reports, and our Thoughts 
at Church, our very Meditations, ſome will ſwear, which 
all ſhou'd fear to judge, at leaſt uncharitably, are mingled 
with your Memories; cannot ſleep, but this ſweet Gen- 


tleman ſwims in our Fancies, that ſcarlet Man of War, 


and that ſmooth Senior; not dreſs our Heads without 
new Ambuſhes, how to ſurprize that Greatneſs, or that 
Glory; our very Smiles are ſubject to Conſtructions; 
nay Sir, it's come to this, we cannot piſh, but tis a fayour 
for ſome Fool or other : Should we examine you thus, 


were t not poſſible to take you without PerſpeCtives? 


Val. It miy be, but theſe excuſe not. 

Mid. Nor yours force no Truth, Sir, what deadly 
Tongues you have, and to thoſe Tongues what Hearts, 
and what Inventions ? O' my Conſcience, and 'twerenot 
for ſharp Juſtice, you would venture to aim at your own 


Mothers, and account it glory to ſay you had done ſo: 
All you think are Counſels, and cannot err; tis we ſtill 
that ſhew double, giddy, or gorg'd with Paſſion; we 


that buiid Babels for Mens concluſions, we that ſcatter, 
as Day does his warm Light, our killing Curſes over God's 
| Crea 
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Creatures, next to the Devil's Malice: Let's intreat your 
good words. | 

Val. Well, this Woman has a brave Soul. 

IWid. Are not we galy bleſt then, and much beholding 
to you for your ſubſtance? You may do what you liſt, 
we what beſeems ue, and narrowly do that too, and pre- 
ciſely, our Names are ſerved in elſe at Ordinaries, and 
belcht abroad in Taverns. 

* Val. O moſt brave Wench, and able to redeem an 

oY Age of Women. | 

by Vid. You are no Whoremaſter ? Alas, no, Gentlemen, 

<q it were an impudence to think you vicious: You are fo 

ur holy, handſome Ladies fright you, you are the cool things | 

Ns of the time, the Temperance, meer Emblems of the | 

0s Law, and Veils of Virtue, you are not daily mending | 
like Dutch Watches, and plaſtering like old Walls; they | 

are not Gentlemen, that with their ſecret ſins increaſe 

ot 

ts 

ch 

ed 

n. 

ary 

ut 


our Surgeons, and lie in Foreign Countries, for new 
ſores; Women are all theſe Vices; you are not envious, 
falſe, covetous, vain-glorious, irrchgious, drunken, re- 
vengeful, giddy- eyed like Parrots, Eaters of others Ho- 
nours. 

Val. You are angry. 

Mid. No by my Troth, and yet I cou'd ſa y more too, 
for when Men make me angry, I am miſerable. 


at Va. Sure tis a Man, ſhe cou'd not bear it thus brayely 
153 elſe. It may be I am tedious. 

ur IWid. Not at all, Sir, lam content at this time you ſhou'd 
US, trouble me. 


Val. You are diſtruſtful. 
Wid. Where I find no Truth, Sir. 
ly Val. Come, come, you are full of Paſhon. , - 


ts Vid. Some have, I were too near the Nature o' God elſe. 
ot Val. You are monſtrous Peeviſh. 1 N 
In Mid. Becauſe they are monſtrous Fooliſh, and know 
0: not how to ule that ſhould try me. | 

il Val. Iwas never anſxer'd thus; were you never Drunk, 
ve Lady? 1 * | 
4 Mid. Noſure, noyrunk, Sir; yet I love good Wine, as 
. * 
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I love Health and joy of Heart, but temperately ; why 
do you ask that queſtion? 

Val. For that Sin that they moſt charge you with, is 


o 


this Sin's Servant, they ſay you are monſtrous 


Wid. What, Sir, what? 

Val. Moſt ſtrangely. 

Wid. It has a name ſure? | 

Val. Infinitely luſtful, without all bounds, they ſwear 
you kill'd your Husband. e 
4 Mid. Let us have it all, for Heav'ns ſake, 'tis good Mirth, 

ir. | | 

Val. They fay you will have four now, and thoſe four 
ſtuck in four quarters, like four W inds to cool you: Will 
ſhe not cry nor curſe? 

Wid. On with your Story. 

Val. And that you are forcing out of diſpenſations with 
ſums of Mony to that purpoſe. 

Wid. Four Husbands! Should not J be bleſt, Sir, for 
example? Lord, what ſhou'd 1 do with them? Turn a 
Malt-mill, or Tithe them out like Town-bulls to my 
Tenants, you come to make me angry, but you cannot. 

Val. I'll make you merry then, you area brave Woman, 
and in deſpite of Envy a right one, go thy ways, truth 
thouart as good a Woman, as any Lord of them all can lay 
his Leg over, I do not often commend your Sex. 

Wid. It ſeems ſo, yourCommendations are fo ſtudied fot. 

Val. came to ſee you and fift you into Flowr, to know 
your pureneſs, ard I have found you excellent, I thank 
you; continue fo, and ſhew Men how to tread, and Wo- 
men how to follow: Get an Husband, an honeſt Man, you 
are a good Woman, and live hedg'd in from Scandal, let 
him be too an underſtanding Man, and to that ſtedfaſt; 
tis pity your fair Figure ſhould miſcarry, and then you 
are fixc. Farewel. | 155 57 | 
Wid. Pray ſtay a little, I love Fern company now you 
are ſo pleaſant, and to my diſpoſition ſet ſo even. 

Fal. ] can no longer. | [Ei. 

Wid. As I live a fine Fellow, this magly handſom Blunt- 


neſs ſhews him honeſt; what is b&@vr from whence? 
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Bleſs me, four Husbands ! How prettily he fooled me into 
Vices, to ſtir my Jealouſie, and End my Nature; a proper 
Gentleman: I am not well o' th ſudden, ſuch a Compa- 
nion I cou'd hve and die with, his Angers are meer 


Mirth. | 
Enter Iſabella. 

Jab. Come, come, 1 am ready. 

Wid. Are you ſo? | 

Iſab. What ails ſhe? The Coach ſtays, and the Peoplp, 
the day goes on, I am as ready now as youdefire, Silber 
Tie, who ſtays now, why do you fit and pout thus? 

Mid. Prethet be quiet, I am not well. 

Jab. For Heav'ns fake let's not ride ſtaggering in the 
Night, come pray you take ſome Sweet-meats in your 
pocket, if your Stomach | 

Vid. 1 have a little buſineſs. 

Iſab. To abuſt me, you ſhall not find new Dreams, 
and new Suſpicions, to horſe withal. 

IWid. Lord, who made you a Commander! Hey ho, 
my Heart. 

Web. Is the Wind cotne thither, and Coward like, do 
you loſe your Colours to em? Are you ſick o' th'Yaley- 
tine? Sweet Siſter, come let's away, the Country will ſo 
quicken you, and we ſhall live ſo ſweetly : Luce, my La- 
dy's Cloak; nay, you have put me into ſuch a gog of 
going, I wou'd not ſtay for all the World; if live here, 
you have ſo knock'd this love into my Head, that I 
hall love any Body, and I find my body, I know not 
= ſo apt pray let's be gone, Siſter, I ſtand on 

orns. - | 

Wid. I prithee Iſabella, i faith I have ſome buſineſs that 
concerns me, I will ſuſpect no more; here, wear that for 
me, and I'll pay the hundred pound you owe your Taylor. 

Eurer Shorthoſe, Roger, Humphry, Ralph. 
Jab. J had rather go, but | 
id. Come walk in with me, we'll go to Cards, un- 
laddle the Horſes. | 


Sbort, A Jubile! a Jubile! we ſtay, Boys. [Exenne. 


< 


— 
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Enter Uncle and Lance: Fountain, Bellamore and 
6 Hairbrain following. 
Unc. Are they behind us? 
Lance. Cloſe, cloſe, ſpeak aloud, Sir, | 
Unc. I am glad my Nephew has ſo much Diſcretion, 
at length to find his wants. Did ſhe entertain him? 
Lance. Moſt bravely, nobly, and gave him ſuch a wel- 
come! | 
Unc. For his own ſake, do you think? 
| Lance, Moſt certain, Sir, and in his own Cauſe beſtird 
himſelf too, and wan ſuch liking from her, ſhe dotes on 
him, h'as the command of all the Houſe already. 
Unc. He deals not well with his Friends. 
Lance. Let him deal on, and be his own Friend, he 
has moſt need of her. 
Unc. 1 wondcr they wou'd put him 
Lance. You are in the right on't, a Man that muſt 
raiſe himſelf, I knew he wou'd cozen 'em, and glad | 
am he has: He watch'd occaſion, and found it i“ th* nick. 
Unc. He has deceiv'd me. 
Lance. I told you, howſoever he wheel'd about, he wou'd 
charge home at length: How I cou'd laugh now, to think 


of theſe tame Fools! 


. Unc.” Twas not well done, becauſe they truſted him, yet. 
Bel. Hark you, Gentlemen. 
Unc. We are upon a buſineſs, pray excuſe us; they 
have it home. T 
Lance. Come, let it work good on Gentlemen. 


[ Exeunt Uncle and Lance. 


Fount. Tis true, he is a Knave, I ever thought it. 
Hair. And we are Fools, tame Fools. | 


| © » 8h Come let's go ſeek him, he ſhall be hang'd before 
he colt us baſely. Exeunt. 


Enter Iſabella, and Luce. 
Jab. Art ſure ſhe loves him? 
Luce. Am I ſure Ilive? And I have clapt on ſuch a Com- 
mendation on your Revenge. | | 
Jab. Faith, he is a pretty Gentleman. 
Luce. Handſom enough, and that her Eye has found out. 
Lab. He talks the beſt they ſay, and yet the W 
| ce. 
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Lace. H'as the right way. 
Jab. How is ſhe: 

Luce. Bears it well, as if ſhe car d not, but a Man 
may ſee with half an Eye through all her forc'd Beha- 
viour, and find who is her Valentine. | 

Jeb. Come let's go ſec her, I long to proſecute. 

4 e. By no means Miſtreſs, let her take better hold 
rſt. | 

Lab. I cou'd burſt now. [ Exeunt. 

Enter Valentine, Fountain, Bellamore, and Hairbrain. 

Val. Upbraid me with your benefits, you Pilchers, you 
ſhotten, ſold, flight Fellows? Was't not Ithat undertook 
you firſt from empty Barrels, and brought thoſe barking 
Mouths that gap'd like Bung-holesto utter Senſe? Where 
got you Underſtanding? W ho taught you Manners and apt 
Carriage to rank your ſelves? Who fill'd you in fit Ta- 
verns? Were thoſe born with your Worſhips when you 
came hither? What brought you from the Univerſities 
of moment matter to allow you, beſides your ſmall 
baſe Sentences? +» 5 

Bel. Tis well, Sir. | | 

Val. Long Cloaks with two-hand Rapiers, boot-hoſes 
with penny-poſes, and twenty Fools opinions, who look'd 
on you but piping Rites that knew you wou'd be prizing, 
and Prentices in Paul's Church-yard, that ſcented your 
want of Britains Books. way 
Enter Widow, and Luce. 


Hunt. This cannot fave you. 


Val. Taunt my Integrity, you Whelps ? 

Bel. You may talk * lock we gave you out, but ſee 
no further. . 

Hair. Vou tempt our Patience, we have found you out, 
and what your truſt comes to, you're well feather'd, 
thank us, and think now of an honeſt Courſe, tis time; 
Men now begin to look, and narrowly into your tumbling 
tricks, they are ſtale. 

id. Is not that he? 1 a, 

Luce, *Tis he. 

id. Be {till and mark him. 


Val. How miſerable will theſe poor Wretches be whe I 
| for 
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forſake *em! but things have their neceſſities. I am forry, M 7a 
to what a Vomit mult they turn again; now to their MW gies; 
own dear Dunghil breeding; never pes after 1 caſt you ¶ too, 
off, you Men of Motley, you moſt undone things below 
pity, any that has a Soul and fix Pence dares relieve you, dne e 
my Name ſhall bar that Bleſſing; there's your Cloak, II am 
Sir, keep it cloſe to you, it may yet preſerve you a fort- 
night longer from the Fool; your Hat, pray be caver'd, 
and there's the Sattin that your Worſhip ſent me, will 
ſerve you at a Sizes yet. | 
Formt. Nay, faith Sir, you may e' en rub theſe out 
NOW. | 
Yal. No ſuch Relick, nor the leaſt rag of ſuch a ſordid 
weaknels ſhall keep me warm; theſe Breeches are mine 
own, purchas'd, and paid for, without your Compaſlion, 
a Chriſtian Breeches founded in Black-Friers, and ſo I 
maintain 'em. 
Hair. So they ſeem, Sir. . 5 
Yal. Only the thirteen Shillings in theſe Breeches, and 
the odd Groat, I take it, ſhall be yours, Sir, a mark to 
know a Knave by, pray preſerve it, do not diſpleaſe 
_— but take it preſently. Now help me off with my 
ts. | 
Hair. We are no Grooms, Sir. | 
Val. For once you ſhall be, do it willingiy, or by this 
Hand I'll make you, PAY 
Bel. To our own, Sir, we may apply our Hands. 
Val. There's your Hangers, you may deſerve a ſtrong 
pair, and a Girale will hold you without Buckles; now 
I am perfect, and now the proudeſt of your Worſhips tell 
me I am beholding to you. ! "3 
Fornt. No ſuch matter. 
Val. And take heed how you pity me, tis dangerous, 
excecding dangerous, to prate of pity; which are the 
poorer? You are now Puppies; I without you, or you 
without my Knowledge? be Rogues, and ſo be gone, 
be Rogues, and reply not, for if you do 
Bel. Only thus much, and then we'll leave you: The me 
Air is far ſharper than our Anger, Sir, and theſe you La 
may reſerve to rail in warmer. ; 
| ; | Hat. 
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Hair. Pray have a care, Sir, of your Health. [ Ex. Lover: 
ry, Val. Yes Hog-hounds, more than you can have of your 
eir WM wits; 'tis cold, and I am very ſenſible, extreamly cold 
ou Wl too, yet I will not off, till I have ſhamed theſe Raſcals 
W BY | have indur'd as ill hears as another, and every way if 
u, one cou'd periſh my Body, you'll bear the blame on't; 
k, WM | am colder here, not a poor penny left. 

t- Enter Uncle with a Bag. , 
ch bee. Twas taken rarely, and now he's flead he will 
be ruled. | | 
* Lance. To him, tew him, abuſe him, and nip him cloſe. 
ut Unc. Why how now, Couſin, ſunning your ſelf this 
| wearher : 
d Val. As you ſee, Sir, in a hot fit, Ithank my Friends. 
ls Unc. But Couſin, where "= your Cloaths, Man? Thoſe 
l, WF are no Inheritance, your ſcruple may compound with 
il Wl choſe 1 take it, this 8 no Aae, Cook "oo 4 
Val. Not mach follow'd, I muſt confeſs; 8 Uncle, 
determine to try what may be done next Term. 
g Lance. How came you thus, Sir, for you are ſtrangely 
mov'd. ! 
e l. Rags, Toys and Trifles, fit only for thoſe Fools 
dat firſt poſſeſſed em, and to thoſe Knaves they are 
tendred. Freemen, Uncle, onght to appear like Inno- 
cents, old Adam, a fair Fig-leat ſufficient. | 
1 Unc. Take me with you, were theſe your Friends that 
clear d you thus? | As 
g Val. Hang Friends, and ev'n Reckonings that make 
riends, | N 2 5 
Unc. I thought till now, there had been no ſuch Livi 
no ſuch Purchaſe, for all the reſt is Labour, as a Liſt of 
honourable Friends; do ſuch Men as you, Sir, in lieu 
of all your Underſtandings, Travels, and thoſe great 
gifts of Nature, aim at no more than caſting off your 
Coats? I am ſtrangely cozen'd. ; be 
Lance. Should not the Town ſhake at the cold you 
feel now, and all the Gentry ſuffer interdiction, no more 
ſenſe ſpoken, all things Goth and Vandal, till you be ſum- 
med again, Velvets and Scarlets, anointed witch Gold 
Lace, and Cloth of Silver turn'd into Sani Cottons for 
a 


—_— 
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a Penance, ' Wits blaſted with your Bulls, and Tavern; 
wither'd, as though the Term lay at St. Albans? 

val. Gentlemen, you have ſpoken long and level, 1 
beſeech you take Breath a while and hear me; you ima- 
gine now, by the . Strings, that I am at 
the laſt, as alſo that my Friends are flown like Syalloys 
after Summer. | | 

Unc. Ves, Sir. 

Val. And that J have no more in this poor Pannier, to 
raiſe me up again above your Rents, Uncle. 

Unc. "All ckis I do believe. 

Val. You have no mind to better me. | 

Unc. Yes, Couſin, and to that end I come, and once 
more offer you all that my Pow'r is Maſter of. 

al. A match then, lay me down fifty Pounds there, 

Unc. There it is, Sir. 

Val. And on it write, that you are pleas'd to give this, 
as due unto my Merit, without caution of Land redeem- 
ing tedious, thanks, or thrift hereafter to be hoped for. 

Vc. How ? [Luce lays a Suit and Letter at the Door. 

Val. Without daring, when you are Drunk, to reliſh 
of Revilings, to which you are prone in Sack, Uncle. 

Unc. I thank you, Sir. | 7 

Lance. Come, come away, let the young Wanton play 
awhile, away Iſay, Sir, let him go forward with his nar 
ked Faſhion, he will ſeek you to morrow; goodly wea- 
ther, ſultry hot, ſultry, how I ſweat ! | 

Unc. Farewel, Sir. [ Exeunt Uncle and Lance. 

Fal. Wou'd I ſweat too, I am monſtrous vext, and 
cold too; and theſe are but thin Pumps to walk the 
Streets in; Cloaths I muſt get, this Faſhion will not fadge 
with me; beſides, tis an ill. Winter wear. What 


* 


art thou? Ves, they are Cloaths, and rich ones, ſome 


Fool has left em: And if I ſhou'd utter —— W har's this 
Paper here? Let this be only worn by the moſt noble 
and deſerving Gentleman Yalentine.— Dxopt out 
s! I think they are full of Gold too; well, 

I'll Jeave my wonder, and be warm again, in the next 
Houſe I'll ſhift. Exit, 
40”, — i ACT 
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ACT Iv. C ENE IL. 


Enter Franciſco, Uncle, and Lance. 


HY do you deal thus with him? Tis un- 
nobly. 

Unc. Peace, Couſin, peace, you a are too tender of him, 
he muſt be dealt thus with, he muſt be cured thus, the 
riolence of his Diſeaſe, Franciſco, muſt not be jeſted 
with, *tis grown infectious, and now ſtrong Corroſives 
muſt cure him. 

Lance. H'as had a Stinger, has eaten off his Cloaths, 
the next his Skin comes. 

Unc. And let it ſearch him to the Bones, tis better, 
'twill make him feel it. 

Lance. Where be his noble Friends now? Will his 
fantaſtical Opinions cloath him, or the learned Art of 
having nothing feed him? 

Unc. It muſt needs greedily, for all his Friends heve 
flung him off, he is nal, and where to skin himſelf a- 
gain, if I know; or can deviſe how he ſhou'd get him- 
ſelf Lodging, his Spirit muſt be bow'd, and now we 
have him, have him at that we hoped for. , | 

Lance. Next time we meet him cracking of Nurs, | 
with half a Cloak abour him, for all means are cut off, 
or borrowing {ix Pence, to ſhew his Bounty in rh Por- 
tage Ordinary ? 

Fran. Which way went he ? 

Lance. Pox, why ſhou'd you ask after him? you have | 
been trim'd already, let him take his Fortun*, he ſpun 
it out himſelf, Sir, there's no pity. 

Une. Beſides, ſome good to you now, from this Mi- 


B.. I riſe upon his Ruins! fie, fie} Uncle, fie hone | 
Lance. Thoſe Gentlemen were baſe People, that cou'd 
ſo ſoon take fire to his Deſtruction. 


Fran. 


Unc. You are a Fool, you are a F ol, A yeung Man, 


Enter 
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Enter Valentine. 

Val. Morrow Uncle, morrow Frank, ſweet Frank, 
and how, and how d'ye, think now, how ſhew Matten 
Morrow Bandog. | 

Unc. How? | 

Fran. Is this Man naked, forſaken of his Friends? 

Pal. Thou'rt handſome, Frank, a pretty Gentleman, 
i faith, thou look'it well, and yet here may be thoſe that 
look as handſome. 


- Lance. Sure he can Conjure, and has the Devil for his 


Taylor. 17 
nc. New and rich! 'tis moſt impoſſible he ſhould 
recover. 2 | 4 

Lance. Give him this luck, and fling him into the Seq, 
Hive Tis not he, Imagination cannot work this Mi- 
racle. | 

Val. Yes, Yeu "tis he, I will aſſure you, Uncle, the 
very he, the he your Wiſdom plaid withal, I thank you 
fort, neigh'd at his Nakedneſs, and made his Cold and 
Poverty your Paſtime; you ſee I live, and the beſt can 
do no more Uncle, and though I have no State, I keep 
the Streets Kill, and take my pleaſure in the Town, like 
a poor Gentleman, wear Cloaths to keep me warm, poor 
things they ſerve me, can make a ſhew too if I liſt, " 
Uncle, and ring a peal in my Pockets, ding dong, Un- 
cle, theſe are mad fooliſh ways, but who can help em! 

Unc. lam amaz' d. | 

Lance. I'll ſell my Copyhold, for ſince there are ſuch 
excellent new nothings, why ſhou'd I labour? Is there 
no Fairy haunts him, no Rat, nor no od Woman? 

Unc. You are Valentine? 1 | 

Val. I think fo, I cannot tell, I have been call'd ſo, 
and ſome ſay Chriſten d; why do you wonder at me, and 
ſwell, as if you had met a Serjeant faſting, did you ever 
know Deſert want? You're Fools, a little ſtoop there 

ay be to allay him, he wou'd grow too rank elle, 1 
nl Eclipſe to ſhadow him, but out he muſt break, 
glowingly again, and with a great luſtre, look you Un- 
cle, Motion and Majeſty. 

Unc. I am par 2.5 


* Fran. 


7 N „ 8 
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Tran. I am of his Faith. an. toes. 
val. Walk by his careleſs Kin man, and turn again and 
walk, and look thus, Uncle, taking ſome on» by the Hand 
he loves beſt, leave them to the Mercy of the Hog-marker, 
come Frank, Fortune is now my Friend, let me inſtruct 
thee. : Si N | 
Han. Good morrow Uncle, I muſt needs go with him. 
Pal. Flay me, and tun me out where none inhabits, 
within two hours I ſhall be thus again; now wonder on, 
and laugh at your own Ighorance. | Ex. Val. and Franc 
Unc. I do believe him. A 
Lance. So do l, and heartily upon my Conſcience, bury 
him ſtark naked, he wou'd nile again, within two hours 
imbroider'd. Sow Muſtard- ſeeds, and they cannot come 
up ſo thick as his new Sattins do, and Cloths. of Silver, 
there's no ſtriyving. K i A v1 
Unc. Let him play awhile then, and let's ſearch out 
what hand: err \ 
Lance. Ay, there the Game lies. | Exeunt. 
Enter Fountain, Bellamore, and Hairbrain. | 


Fount. Come, lets ſpeak for our ſelves, we have lodg'd | 


him ſure enough, his Nakedneſs dare not peep out to crols 
Bel. We can have no admittance. us. 


Hair. Let's in boldly, and uſe our beſt Arts, who the 


deigns to favour, we are all content. < 
Fount. Much good may do her with him, no Civil Wars, 
Bel. By no means. Now do I wonder in what old tod 
Ivie he lies whiſtling for Means, nor Cloaths he hath none, 


nor none will truſt him, we have made that ſide ſure, 


teach him a new wooing. 

Hair. Say it is his Uncle's ſpite. ei 
Funt. It is all one, Gentlemen, thas rid us of a fair 
incumbrance, and makes us look about to our own For- 
tunes. Who are theſe? | | 

Enter Iſabella and Luce. | 

I/ab. Not ſee this Man yet! well, I ſhall be wiſer: 
But Luce, didſtever know 9 melt ſo? ſhe is finely 
hurt to hunt. * 

Luce. Peace, the three Suitors. | | A 

Lab. I cou d ſo titter now and laugh; I was loſt, Luce, 
Vo. II. 1 e 
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and I muſt love, I know not what; OCupid, whit pret- 
ty gins thou haſt to halter Woodeocks! and we mult in- 
to the Country in all haſte, Luce. 

Luce. For Heav*ns ſake; Miſtreſs, 

Iſab. Nay, I have. done, I muſt laugh though; but 
Scholar, I ſhall teach you. 

Hunt. Tis her Siſter. 
Bel. Save you, Ladies. 
Jab. Fair met Gentlemen, you are viſiting my Siſter, 


pal. 
uſtice 
Fra 
pal. 
Fra 
his pie 
ertair 

Val 

Fra 


I aflure my ſelf. val 
Hair. We wou'd fain bleſs our Eyes. t? it 
= Behold and welcome, you wou'd ſee her? andc 
Fmt. Tis our buſineſs. Sd Fra 
I/ab. You ſhall ſee her, and you ſhall talk with her. Va 
Luce. She will not ſee em, nor ſpend a word. mine 
I/ab. I'll make her fret a thouſand, nay now have found Cour 

the Scab, I will fo ſcratch her. b, f. 


Luce. She cannot endure em. and | 
Iſab. She loves 'em but too dearly; come follow me, {upon 
Il bring you to th' party, Gentlemen, then make your Muell 


own Conditions. ſtroa 
Luce. She is ſick, you know. ber-! 
Iſab. Vil make her well; or kill her; and take no idle ber! 
anſwer, you are Fools then, nor ſtand off for her State, F 
ſhe'll] ſcorn ycu all then; but urge her ſtill, and though W 
ſhe fret, ſtill foliow her; a Widow muſt be won ſo. A 
Bel. She ſpeaks bravely. it el 


Lab 1 wou'd fain have a Btotber in Law, I love Mens F 
company, and if ſhe call for Dinner to avoid you be ſure 
you ſtay; follow her into her Chamber, if the retire to 


Pray, pray with her, and boldly, like honeſt Lovers. oug 
Luce. This will kill her. | Me 
Finnie. You have ſhewed us one way, do but lead the to- Fel 
ther. 4 - em 
1/ab. Iknow you ſtand o'thorns, come I'll diſpatch you. We 
luce. If you live after this. | . | ev 1 
Jeb, J have loſt my aim. 8 [Exeunt. \ l 


Fnter Valentine, and Franciſeo. 
Fran. Did you not fee 'm ſince? | 
Vl. No, hang 'em, hang em. 
Fran. Nor will you not be ſecn by em? 


Val. 
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yal. Let em alone, Frank, I'll make em their own 
uſtice, and a Jerker. 
Fran. Such baſe diſcourteous Dog-whelps. 
yal. I ſhall dog'em,and double dog em, e' er I have done. 
Fran. Will you go with me, for I wou'd fain find out 
his piece of bounty, it was the Widow's Man, that I am 
ertain of. * 
Val. To what end wou'd you go? 
ter, Fan. To give Thanks. 
al. Hang giving Thanks, haſt not thou Parts deſerve 
t? it includes a further will to be beholding; Beggars 
ando no more at door; if you will go, there lies your Way. 
Fran. I hope you will go. a 1 
. Val. No not in Ceremony, and to a Woman, with 
mine own Father, were he living, Frank; I would toth' 
nd Court with Bears firſt, if it be that Wench I think it 
is, for t'other's wiſer, I wou'd not be ſo lookt upon, 
and laught at, ſo made a Ladder for her Wit to chmb 
e, Nupon, for tis the tarteſt Tit in Chriſtendom, { know her 
ur Novell Frank, and have buckled with her, ſo lickt, and 
ſtroaked, flear d upon, and flouted, and ſhown to Cham- 
der-maids, like a ſtrange Beaſt, ſhe had purchas'd with 
e ber penny. | 
, Fran. Youarea ſtrange Man, but do you think it was 
Woman? . 
al. There's no doubt on't, who can be there to do 
it elſe? beſides the manner of the Circumſtances. 

Fran. Then ſuch Courtefies, who ever does em, Sr, 
ſaving your own Wiſdom, muſt be more lookt into, and 
better anſwer'd, than with deſerving flights, or what we 
ought to have conferred upon us, Men may ſtarve elſe, 
Means are not gotten now with crying out Iam a Gallant 
Fellow, a good Soldier, a Man of 1 or fit to be 
employ'd, immediate Bleſſings ceaſe like Miracles, and 
ve muſt grow by ſecond Means. I pray go with me, 
e n as you love me, Sir. 

Val. I will come to thee, but Frank, I will not ſlay to 
hear your Fopp'rics, diſpatch thoſe cer I come. | 
Fran. You will rot fail me. 

Val. Some two hours hence expect me. | 


pu 


5 
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Fran. I thank you, and will look for you- [Exam 

Enter Widow, Shorthoſe, and Roger. | 

Wid. Who let in theſe Puppies? You blind Riſe; 
you drunken Knaves' ſeveral. 

Short. Yes forfooth, I'll let em in preſently, 
Gentlemen. | 

Wid. Sprecious, you blown Pudding, bawling Rogue 

Short. I bawlas loud as I can, wou'd you have me fr 
'em upon my back ? 

Mid. Get em out, Raſcal, out with“ em, out, I ſea 
to have em near me. 

_ Shore. I thou'd ſweat more to carry em out. 

| Roger. They are Gentlemen, Madam. 

Shore, Shall we get 'em into th' Buttery, and make n 
Drunk? ? 

id. Do any thing, ſo I be cas'd. 

Euter Iſabella, F ountain, Bellamore, and Hairbriin 

Iſab. Now to her Sir, fear nothing. 

og. Slipafi de Boy, I know ſhe loves em, howſoever ſh 

carries it, and has invited em, my young Miſtreſs told meſo, 

Short. Away to Tables then. [Exe. Short. Rog, 

. — I ſhall burſt with the ſport ont. 

out. You: are too curious Madam, too full of preps 

ration, we expect it not. 

Bel. Methinks the Houle is en every 22 de- 
cent, what need you be vext? 


Hair. We areno Strangers. K. donc 
Fount. What though we come cer you expected us 
do not we know your Entertainments, Madam, are free I 
and full at all times? | out 
Vid. You are merry, Gentlemen. 756 I 


Bel. We come to be merry Madam, and very mertj, 
Men love to laugh heartily, and now and then Lady a li, but 
tle of our old Plea. (me! 1 
Mid. I am buſie, and very buſie ton, will none deliver 7 
Hair. There is a time forall, you may be buſie, but when um 
your Friends come, you have as much pow, Madam. rec 

Mid. This is a tedious Torment. 

Fount.” How handſomly this little piece of Anger ſhews ] 
upon her! well Madam, w e lz, you know not how to g 1 
Your CT £5 
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n 3-1. Nay every thing ſhe does breeds a new ſweetneſs. 
F Wid. 1 muſt go up, I muſt go up, I have a buſineſs 
M ruts upon me; ſome Wine for the Gentlemen. . 
Hair. Nay, we'll go with you, we never ſaw your 
ambers yet. Iſab. Hold there Boys. r 
Mid. Sa [$0 to my Prayers? N 
Hun t. We pray with you, and help your Meditations. 
Mid. This is boyſterous; or fay I go to {lcep, will you 
29 to ſleep with me? PF 

Bel. So ſuddenly before Meat will be dangerous, we 
know your Dinner's ready, Lady, you will not ſlec p. 

Hid. Give me my Coach, I will take the Air. y 

Hair. We'll wait on you, and then your Meat after a 
quickned Stomach. nen 

Mid. Let it alone, and call my Steward to me, and bid 
him bring his reckonings into the Orchard: theſe unman- 
nerly rude Puppies r Exit Widow. 

Font. We'll walk after you, and view the pleaſure of 
the Place. BEE | * 

Iſab. Let her not reſt, for if you give her breath, ſne l 
corn and flout you, ſeem how ſhe will, this is the way 
s win her, be bold and proſper. | $651 IG 
"i Bel. Nay if we do not tire her. [Exeunt Lovers. 
Je. Iſab. PII teach you to worm me, good Lady Siſter, 

and peep into my Privacies to ſuſpect me, I'll torture 

you, with that you hate, moſt daintily, and when have 
lone that, laugh at that you love — | 
as | Enter Luce. . 

' Lice. What have you done? ſhe chafes and fumes 

regs and ſtill they Perſecute her. | 

%, Long may they do fo, I'll te:ch her to dechim 
w againſt my Pities; why is ſhe not gone out o' th* Town, 
but gives occaſion for Men to run inad after her? 


0 Luce. T ſhall be hang'd. 
en Jab. This in me had been high Treaſon, three at a 
time, and private in her Orchard! I hope ſhe'll caſt her 


reckonings right now. 
Euter Widow. 
Mid. Well, I ſhall find who brought em. 


Iſab. Ha, ha, ha. A 
* : I 3 | Wig, 


Gentleman that has receiv'd a benefit. 


Z 
| 
| 
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Mid. Why do you laugh, Siſter? /I fear me tis your 
trick, 'twas ncatly done of you, and well becomes you 
Pleaſure. 

Jab. What have you done with em? 

Wid. Lockt em i' th' Orchard, there I'll make en 
dance and caper too, before they get their liberty, un- 
mannerly rade Puppies. | 

Iſab. They are ſomewhat ſaucy, but yet I'll let em ont, 
and once more ſound em; why were they not beatenout? 

Wid. I was about it, but becauſe they came as Suiters, 

Iſab. Why did you not anſwer 'em? 

Wid. They are ſo impudent they will receive none: 
More yet! How came theſe in? 

Enter Franciſco and Lance. 

Lance. At the Door, Madam. 

Jab. It is that Face. 

Luce. This is the Gentleman. 

Mid. She ſent the Mony to? 

Luce. The ſame. 

Jab. I'Il leave you, they have ſome buſineſs. 

Wid. Nay, you ſhall ſtay, Siſter, they are Strangers 
both to me; how her Face alters! / 

Jab. I am ſorry he comes now. be 

IWid. I am glad he is here now though. Who wou'd WM F. 
you ſpeak with, Gentlemen? 

Lance. You Lady, or your fair Siſter there, here's 2 W * 


Wid. From whom, Sir? | 

Lance. From one of you, as he ſuppoſes, Madam, a 
your Man deliver'd it. FR * 

Wid. I pray go forward. 

Lance. And of fo great a Goodneſs, that he dares not, 
without the render of his Thanks and Service, pals by F 

Wid. Which is the Gentleman? (the Houle, 

Lance. This, Madam. 

id. What's your Name, Sir? 

Fran. They that krow me call me Franciſco, Lady, 
one not ſo proud to ſcorn ſo timely a Benefit, nor ſo & 
wretched to hide a Gratitude. 


Mid. It is vicll b:ſtow'd then. 
Fran. 
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Fran. Your fair ſelf, or your Siſter, as it ſceme, for what 
Deſert I dare not know, unleſs a handſome Subject for 
our Charities, or aptneſs in your noble Will to do it, 
ave ſhowr'd upon my Wants a timely Bounty, which 
makes me rich in Thanks, my beſt Inheritance. _ 

Wid. I am ſorry 'twas not mine, this is the Gentlewo- 
man; fie, do not bluſh, go roundly to the matter, the 
Man 1s a pretty Man. : | 

Jab. You have three fine ones. 

ran. Then to you, dear Lady? 

I/ab. I pray no more, Sir, if I may perſwade you, your 
ne: only aptneſs to do this is Recompence, and more than [I 
expected. | 5 | 

Fran. But Lady. 

I/ab. And for me further to be acquainted with ir, be- 
ſides the imputation of vain Glory, were greedy thank» 
ings of my ſeif, I did it not to be more affected to; I did 
it, and if it happen'd where thought it fitted, I have my 
end; more to enquire is curious in either of us, more than 
that ſuſpicious. | 2888 

en Fran. But gentle Lady, twill be neceſſary, 

Iſab. About the right way nothing, do not fright it, 
being to pious uſe and tender ſighted, with the blown 
Face of — it blaſts it. Had you not come at 
all, but thought Thanks, it had been rao much, cwas 
not to ſee your Perſon. | | 

Mid. A brave diſſembling Rogue, and how ſhe carries it! 

Iſab. Though I believe few handſomer or hear you, 
though I affect a good Tongue well; or try you, though 
my V ears deſire a Friend, that I reliev'd you. * 


id. A plaguy cunning Quean. 

Iſab. For ſo I carried it, my end's too glorious in mine 
Eyes, and better'd the goodneſs Ii ropounded with Opinion. 

Wid. Fear her not, Sir. | N 

Iſab. Vou cannot catch me, Siſter. 

ran. Will you both teach, and tie my Tongue up, Lady? 

Iſab. Let it ſuffice you have it, it was never mine, whilſt 
good Men wanted it. | 

Lance. This is a Saint ſure. 0 

Iſab. And if you be not ſuch a one, reſtore it. 
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Fran. To commend my ſelf, were more officious than 
you think my Thanks are, to doubt I may be worth your 
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Gifta Treaſon, both to mine own good and underſtand- 
ing, I know, my Mind Clear, and though Modeſty tells me, 
he that intreats intrudes; yet I muit think ſomething, 
and of ſome Seaſon, met with your better taſte, this had 
not been elſe, . | AA 
Wid. What ward for that, Wench? 
Jab. Alas, it never touch'd me. | 
ran Well, gentle Lady, yours is the firſt Mony I 
ever took upon a forc'd iil Manners. _ _ .. 
Jab. Thelaſt of me, if ever you uſe other. 
ran. How may I do, and your way, to be thought a 
grateful Taker? N ef , 
Jab. Spend it, and ſay nothing, your Modeſty may 
deſerve more. | | 
Wa. O Siſter, will you bar Thankfulneſs? | 
Jab. Dogs dance for Meat, wou'd ye have Men do 
worſe? For they can ſpeak, cry outlike Wood-mongers, 
"Uo deeds by the hundreds, I did it that my beſt Friend 
mould not know it, Wine, and vain Glory does as much 
as Lelſe; if you will force my Merit, againſt my Mean- 
ing, uſe it in well beſtowing it, in ſhewing it came to be 
a benefit, and was ſo ; and not examining a Woman did 
it, or to what end, in not believing ſometimes your ſelf, 
when Drink and ſtirring Converſation may ripen ſtrange 
perſuaſions. : 4 n ! SL | E 
Fan. Gentle Lady, Iwere a baſe Receiver of a Courteſie 
and you a worſe Diſpoſer, were my Nature unfurniſhed of 
theſe fore- ſights. Ladies honours were ever in my 
Thoughts unſpotted Crimes, their good Deeds holy 
. -Temples, where the Incenſe burns not to common Eyes; 
your fears are yirtuous, and ſol ſhall preſerve em. 
Iſab. Keep but this way, and from this place to tell me ſo, 
you have paid me; and fol wiſh you ſee all Fortune. | Exit. 
Mid. Fear not, the Woman will be thank'd, I do not 
oubt it. Are you ſo crafty, carry it ſo preciſely? This is 


* 
4 


. 


to wake my Fears, or to abuſe me, I ſhall look narrowly 3 
deſpair not Gentlemen, there is an hour, to catch a Wo- 
oy man 
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man in, if you be wiſe, ſo, I muſt leave you too; No 
will I go laugh at my Suitors. WS.  [Exir, 

Lance. Sir, what courage? {oo 

Fan. This Woman is a Founder, andcites Statutes to 
all her benefits. | tr EN. 

Lance. I never knew yet, ſo few Years and ſo cunning, 
jet believe me ſhe has an itch, but how to make her con- 
{ it, for it is a crafty Tit, and plays about you, will 
not bite home, ſhe would fain, but ſhe dares not; carry 
your ſelf but ſo diſcreetly, Sir, that want or-wantonneſs 
ſeem not to ſcarch you, and youſhall ſee. her open. 

Fran, I do love her, and were I rich, wou'd gize.two 
thouſand pound to wed her Wit but one hour, oh tis a 
Dragon, and ſuch a ſpritely way of Pleaſure, ha Lance. 

Lance. Your ha Lance broken once, you would cry; 
ho, ho, Lance. CH EIT TOY 

Fran. Some leaden landed Rogue will have this Wench 
now, when all's done, ſome ſuch Ycuth will carry her, and 
wear her, greaſie out like ſtuff, ſome Dunce that knows 
no more but Markets, and admires nothing but a long 
charge at Sizes: O the Fortunes! 1 | 
| Enter Iſabella and Luce. 

Lance. Comfort your ſelf. | 3 

Luce. They are here yet, and alone too, boldly upon't; 
ny, Miſtreſs, I ſtill told you, how 'twou'd find your 
truſt, this*tisto venture your Charity upon a Boy. , 

Lance. Now, what's the matter? Stand faſt, and like 
your ſelf. a ny 
Jab. Prethee no more, Wench, 
Luce. What was his want to you? 
Jab. *Tis true. | | 
uce. Or Miſery, or ſay he had been i' th' Cage, was 
there no Mercy to look abroad but yours? 

Iſab. I am pad or Oe; 

Luce. Muſt every flight 


; 


mpanion that can purchaſe 


a ſhew of Poverty and beggarly Planet fall under your 

Compaſſion? © -. | x " | 
Lance. Here's a new matter. «24548 
Luce. Nay, you are ferv'd but too weil, here he ſtays 

N M | ; 


Fran. 
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Fran. How her Face alters on me ! 
Luce. Out of a confidence, I hope. 

Iſab, 1 am glad on't. 

ran. How do you, gentle Lady? 

Jab. Much aſhamed Sir, but firſt ſtand further off 
me, you're infectious, to find ſuch Vanity, nay almoſt 
Impudence, where I believ* daWorth:Isthis your Thanks 
the Gratitude you were ſo mad to make me, your trim 
Counſel, Gentlemen ? 

Lance. What, Lady? 

Iſab. Take your device again, it will not ſerve Sir, 
the Woman will not bite, you are finely cozen'd, drop 
it no more for ſhame, BR ods A... 

Luce. Do you think you are here, Sir, amongſt your 
Waſt-coateers, your baſe Wenches that ſcratch ar ſuch 
occaſions? Vou are deluded: This is a Gentlewoman of 
2 noble Houſe, born to a better Fame than you can build 
her, and Eyes aboye your pitch. 

Fran. I do acknowledge— a 

Jab. Thenl beſeech you Sir, what could you ſee, (ſpeał 
boldly, and ſpeak truly, ſhame the Devil,) in my ber 
viour of ſuch᷑ caſineſs that you durſt venture to do this? 

Fran. You amaze me, this Ring is none of mine, nor 
did Trop = \ 2 7 | 

Luce. | ſaw you drop it, Sir. 

Lab. I took it up too, ſtill looking when your Modeſty 
ſhould mi's it, why, what a Childiſh part was this? 

Fran. I vow. 5 

Iſab. Vow me no Vows, he that dares do this, has bred 
himſelf to boldneſs, to forſwear too; there take your gew- 
gaw, you are too much pamper'd, and I repent my part, 
as you grow older grow wiſer if you can, and ſo farewel Sir. 

[Exeunt Iſabe la, and Luce. 

Lance. Grow wiſer if you can? She has put it to you, 

tis a rich Ring, did you drop it? 

Fran. Never, ner ſaw it afore, Lance. 

Lance. Thereby hangs a Tail then: What flight ſhe 
makes to catch herſelf! Look up Sir, you cannot loſe her 
if you wo. , how daintily ſhe flies upon the Lure, * 

» cv . 


Wit wwithout Mony. 603 

cunningly ſhe makes her ſtops! whiſtle and ſhe l come 
to ou. 

From. I wou'd I were ſo happy. 

Lance. Maids are Clocks, the greateſt Wheel, they ſhow, 

off oes {loweſt to us, and make's hang on tedious hopes; 

oft lefſer, which are conceal'd, being often oyFd with 

ks, WM Wiſhes, flee like defires, and never leave that Motion, 

im till the Tongue ſtrikes; ſhe is Fleſh, Blood and Mar- 

row, young as her purpoſe, and ſoft as pity; no Monu- 

ment to Worſhip, but a Mould to make Men in, a neat 

ir, one, and I know how e' er ſhe * now, which is 

op near enough, you are ſtark Blind if you hit not ſoon at 

Night; ſhe wou'd venture forty Pounds more but to 

ur feel a Flea in your Shape bite her: Drop no more Rings 

ch 1 this was the prettieſt thing to know her Heart 


Id 1 Thou put'ſt me in much comfort. 1 
Lance. Put your ſelf in good comfort, if ſhe do not 
— you out the way, drop no more Ringe, ſhe'l] drop 
er ſelf into you. | | 
Fan. I wonder my Brother comes not. Bs 
Lance. Let him alone, and feed your ſelf on your own 
Or Fortunes; come be frolick, and let's be monſtrous wile, 
and full of counſelz drop no more Rings. 3 
Enter Widow, Fountain, Bellamore, and Hurbrain. 
7 Mid. If you will needs be fooliſh you muſt be us d ſo: 
Who ſent for you? Who entertain d you, Gentlemen? 
Who bid you welcome hither? Vou came crowding, 
d and impudently bold; preſs on my Patience, as if kept a 
v Houſe for all Companions, and of all ſorts: Will have 
your Wills, will vex me and force my liking from you 
ne'er ow'd you ? * | 
Fount. For all this we will dine with you. 
Be]. And for all this will have a betrer Anſwer from 
you. 7 
Wid. Yeu ſhall never, neither have an Anſwer nor 
Dinner, unleſs you uſe me with amore ſtaid Reſpect, and 
lay your time too. | 


Emer 
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Eurer Iſabella, Shorthoſe, Roger, Hum bryy 
Ralph, with Diſhes of Meer p 
Jab. Forward with the Meat now. 
Come, Gentlemen, march fairly. ft 
Shore. Roger, you-are a weak Serving - man, your white 
Broath runs from you; fie, how I ſweat under this Pile: 
of Beef; an Elephant can do more! Oh for ſuch a Back 
now, and i in theſe times, what might a Man arrive at! 
Gooſe, graſe you up, and W cock march behind 
thee, 28 af peo * 5 | 

Wid. Who bid you bring the eat 
Knaves, I will not Dine chef two pt F — 
vext and chaf d go. it back, and tell the Cook 
he's an arrant Raſcal, to lend before I calld. 

Short. Face about —— beat a mournful March 
then, and give ſome Supporters, or elſe I periſh—— 

' { Exennt Servants. 

Lab. It does me much good to ſee her chafe thus. 

Hair. We can ſtay Madam, and will "ſtay. and "ou 
here, tis good Air. ; 

Fount. I know you have Beds enough, and Mear you 
never want. 

id. Vou want a little. 1 

Bel. We dare 5 retend no. Since you m are churliſh 
we'll give you Phyſick, you muſt purge this Anger, it 
burns you and decays you. 

Wid. If I had — out once, I would be at the charge 

of a Portcullis for you. 
Enter Valentine. 

Pal. Good morrow, noble Lady. 

Mid. Good morrow, Sir. How / AUF now he looks; 
and how full Oy" W hat Slaves were theſe to uſe him 
fo! 

Yal. I come to look a young Man 1 call Brother: 

Mid. Such a one was here, Sir, as I remember your 
own Brother, but gone almoſt an hour ago. 

Val. Good E' en then. 

Mid. Ycu muſt not ſo ſoon, Sir; here be ſome Gene 
lin, it may be you are acquainted with em. 


Hair. Will nothing make him miſerable ? 
Fuunt. How glorious! Bel. 
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Bel. It is che very he; does it rain Fortunes, or has 
he a Familiar ? | 


Hair. How dogged ly he looks too? 


Punt. I am beyond my Faith, nx by let's be going.” 2 


Val. Where are theſe Gentlemen 
Wid. Here. 4 


Fal. Ves, I know em, an will be more familia, 


Bel. Morrow, Madam. 


Wid. Nay ſtay and dine. 

Val. You ſhall ſtay till I talk with you, 1 not e dne 
neither, but faſtingly my Fury; you think you have un- 
done me, think ſo ſtill, and ſwallow that belief, till you 
be company for Court-hand Clerks, and ſtarvd Attor- 


nies, till you break in at Plays like Prentices for three 


a Groat,and crack Nuts with the Scholars in penny Rooms 
again, and fight for Apples, till you return to what 1 
found you, People betray'd into the hands of Fencers, 
Challengers, 2 Bills, and tedious: Procls 
mating in —— with throngings to ſee Cut- 
rſes. Stir not, but hear, and mark, 871 cut — 
Throats elſe, till Water- works, and rumours of 
Rivers rid you a ain, and run you into Queſtions who 
built Thames, till yqu run mad for Lotteries, and ſtand 
there with your Tables to glean the Golden Sentences, 
and cite em ſecretly to — for ſound Eſſa 
till Taverns allow you but a Towel-room to {Tipple 
Wine in, that the Bell hath gone for twice, and Gl.{ſts 
that look like broken Promiſes, tied up with wicker | 
Proteſtations, Engliſh Tobacco with half Pipes, nor in 
half a Year once burnt, and Bisket that Bawds haverub'd 
their Gums upon like Corals to bring the mark again, 
tell theſe hour Raſcals ſo, this moſt fatal hour will come 
again, think I fit down the Looſer. | 
Vid. Will you ſtay, Gentlemen, a piece of Beef, 4 
a cold Capon, that's all, you know you are welcome. 
Humpb. That was caſt to abuſe us. 
Bel. Steal off, the Devil is in his Anger. 
Mid. Nay I am ſure you will not leave me fo diſcour- 
ra now I have provided for you. 
What do you here? * do ye vex a Woman of 


her 
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her Goodneſs, her State and Worth? Can you bring a fair 
Certificate that you deſerve to be her Footmen? Huſ- 
bands, you Puppies? Husbands for Whores and Bawds, 
away you Wind-ſuckers ; do not look big, nor prate, 
or ſtay, nor grumble, and when you are gone, ſeem 
o laugh at my fury, and flight this 1 ſhall hear, 
and know this: And — I am not bound to fight 
for Women, as far as they are good I dare preſerve em: 
Be not too bold, for if you be, PII ſwinge you mon- 
ſtrouſly without all pity, your Honours now go, avoid 
me mainly. [ Exennt. 
Wid. Well, Sir, you have deliver'd me, I thank you, 
and with your Nobleneſs prevented Danger, their Tongues 
might ytter, we'll all go and eat, Sir. 
Fal. No, no, I dare not truſt my ſelf with Women; 
o to your Meat, eat little, take leſs caſe, and tie your 
y to a daily Labour, you may live honeſtly, and ſo I 
thank you. [ Exit. 
W:d. Well, go thy ways, thou art a noble Fellow, and 
ſome means I muſt work to have thee know it. ¶ Exit. 


dh. ttt ted... n Al 0 


ATV. S$SCEMNE-L 
Enter Uncle and Merchant. 


Unc. M? 8 J certain 'tis her Hands that hold him up, 
and her diſter relieves Frank. f 

Mer. lam glad to hear it: But wherefore do they not 
rſue this Fortune to ſome fair end? 

Unc. The Women are too crafty, Valentine too coy, 

and Frank too baſhful; had any wiſe Man hold of ſuch a 

Pleſſing, they wou'd firikeit out o'th' flint but they would 


form it. 
Enter Widow and Shorthoſe. 

Mer. The Widow ſure, why does ſhe ſtir ſo early? 

Wid. *Tis ſtrange, I cannot force him to underſtand 
me, and make a Eenefit of what} wou'd bring him: Tell 
my Siſter Flt uſe my Devotions at home this Morning, 
ſhe may if ſhe pleaſe go to Church. 

Short. Hey ho. | 


= 
— 


Wid. 
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ir id. And do you wait upon her with a Torch, Sir. 
{- Short. Hey ho. 
8, Wid. Y ou lazy Knave. F 
e, Hort. Here is ſuch a tinkle tanklings that we can ne er 
m Mic quiet, and ſleep our Prayers out. Ralpb, pray emp- 
yy my right Shoe that you made your Chamber- pot, and 
burn a little Roſemary in't, I muſt wait upon my Lady. 
This Morning Prayer has brought me into a Conſump- 
ton, I have nothing left but Fleſh and Bones about me. 
id. You drouſi? Slave, nothing but Sleep and Swil- 


lng? | 
Gore Had you been bitten with Bandog-fleas, as I have 
teen, and haunted with the night Mare. 
id. With an Ale- pot. 
Short, You wou'd have little liſt to Morning Prayers, 
ray take my fellow Ralph, he has a Pſalm Book, 1 am 
in ingrum Man. : ; | 
id. Get you ready query, and when ſhe is ready, 
wait upon her handſomely ; no more, be gone. 
Hort. If I do ſnore my part out | Exit Short. 
Unc. Now to our purpoſes, 
Mer. Good morrow, Madam. 
Wid. Good morrow, Gentlemen. | 
Unc. Good Joy and Fortune. * 
Vid. Theſe are good things, and worth my thanks, I 
, thank you, Sir. | 1 
Mer. Much Joy I hope you'll find, we came to gra- 
t MWivlate your new knit Marriage-band, 
Wid. How? | 
, Unc. He's a Gentleman, although he be my Kinſman, 
a ny fair Neice. | 
d Wid. Neice, Sir? Sf 
| Unc. Yes, Lady, now I may fay fo, tis no ſhame to 
jou, I fay a Gentleman, and winking at ſome light Fan- 
des, which you moſt happily may affect him for, as 
l bavely carried, as nobly bred and manag' d. 
U Mid. What's all this? I underſtand you not, what Neice, 
„ hat Marriage-knot ? 
Unc. I'll tell plainly, you are my Neice, and Valentine 
be Gentleman has made you ſo by Marriage. AG 
, N 
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Mid. Marriage? RFC 
Unc. Yes Lady, and 'twas'a noble and virtuous Part, 
To take a falling Man to your Protection, . 
And buoy him up again to all his Glorics. 

Wid. The Men are mad. 

Mer. What though he wanted theſe out ward things, 
that fly away like Shadows, was not his Mind a full one, 
and a brave one? You have Wealth enough to give hin 
gloſs and outfide, and he Wit enough to give way to 
love a . 

Unc. I ever thought he wou'd do well. 

Mer. Nay, I knew, however he wheel'd about like a 
looſe Cabine, he wou'd charge home at length, like 2 
brave Gentleman; Heay'ns Bleſſing o' your Heart Lady, 
we are ſo bound to honour you, in all your Service {6 
devoted to you. 2 * 4 ag” 

Duc. Do not look fo ſtrange, Widow, it muſt be known, 
better a general Joy; no ſturing here yet, come, come, 
you cannot hide em. 4 N 

Wid. Pray be not impudent, theſe are the fineſt Toy 
belike I am married then? 

Mer. You are in a miſerable Eſtate in the World's ac- 
count elſc, I wou'd not for your Wealth it come to doubt- 
ing. | 
77 And I am great with Childꝰ 
Duc. No, great they ſay not, but tis a full opinion jou 
are with Child, and great joy among the Gentlemen, 
your Husband hath beſtirred himſelf fairly - 

Aer. Alas, we know his private hours of Entrance, 
how long, and when he ſtaid, cou'd name the Bed too, 
where he paid down his firſt Fruits. 4 

Wid. I thall believe anon. | „ 

Unc, And we conſider for ſome private Reaſons, you 
wou'd have it private, yet take your own Pleaſure; and 
ſo good morrow, my beſt Neice, my ſweeteſt. 
id. No, no, pray ſtay. 

Unc. I know you wou'd be with him, love him, and 
love him well. | Ld 
Aer. You'll find him noble; this may beget— 
Due. It muſt needs work upon her. © 
ts SM Exe. U le and 1 


„ 


nt. 


us. 
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grave F ellows, th ould not come to flout; married, 
and bedded; the World takes notice too! Where lies 
this May-game ? I cou'd be vext extreamly now, and 
rail too, but tis to no end; though I itch a little, muſt 
[be ſcratcht I know not how? Who waits there? 
Enter Humphry, 4 Servant. 

Humph. Madam. | 

Wid. Make ready my Coach quickly, and wait you 
only, and hark you, Sir, be ſecret and ear, inquire 
out where he lies. | 


Humpb. I ſhall do it, Madam. 


Mid. Married, and got with Child in a 4 tis 


fine faith 3 {ure he that did this, would do = 
Euter Valentine, Franciſco, Lance, and a Boy with aTorch, | 


Val. Hold thy Torch handſomely: How doſt thou, 
Frank? Peter Baſſel, bear up 

Fran. You have fried me + $64 Sack do you call 
this Drink? 

val. A ſhrewd Dog, Frank, will bite abundantly. 

Lance. Now cou'd I fight, and fight with thee. 

Val. With me, thou Man of Memphise ? 

Lance. But that thou art my own- natural Maſter, yet 


my Sack ſays thou art no Man, thou art a Pagan, and | 


pawneſt thy Land, which a noble Cauſe: ., / © 


Val. No arms, nor arms, good Lancelot, dear Lind; | 


zo fighting here, we will have Lands, Boy, Livings, and 


Titles, thou ſhalt be a Vice-Roy, hang fighting, hang't, 


tis out of faſhion. ]. - 


Lance. Iwou'd fain E you into yourl. Lands nds again 


go to, it is behoveful. 
Fran. Fie.Lance, fe. 
Lance. Imuſt beat ſome IFN wa not „ haber, 


before a Stranger? Charity and beating begins at home. 


Vai. . thou ſhalt beat me. 4 
Lance. I will not be compel'd, and [you mere! troll 


ſters, I ſcorn the Motion. 9873 
Vo. II. K Val. 
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1. Theſe are fine bobs faiths married, and with - 
Child too! how long has this been, I trow? They ſeem 
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Fal. Wilt thou'ſleep? 

Lance. I {corn Sleep. 

Val. Wil thou go eat? 

Lance. I ſcorn Meat, I come for rompering, I come 
to wait upon my Charge diſcreetiy; for look you, if you 
w ill not take your Mortgage again, here do! lie St. George, 
and ſo forth. 

Val. And here do I, St. George, beſtride the Dragon, 
thus with my Lance. 

Lance. I ſting, I ſting with my Tail. 

Val. Do you ſo, do you ſo, Sir? Iſhall Tail you preſentl 

Fran. By no means, do not hurt him. 

- Pal. Take this, Nelſon, and now riſe, thou Maiden 
Knight of Malligo, lace on thy Helmet of inchanted 
Sack, and charge again. 

Lance. I Il play no more, you abuſe me, will you go? 

Fran, I'll bid you good morrow, Brother, for ſleepl 
cannot, I have a thoufand Fancies. 

Val. Now thou art arriv'd, go bravely to the matter, 
and do ſomething of worth, Frank. 

Lance. Vou ſhall hear from us. [ Exe. Lance and Fran. 

Val. This Rogue, if he had been ſober, ſure had beaten 
me, is the moſt tettiſh Knave. 

Enter Uncle, Wren! and Boy with a Torch. 

- Une, Tis he. 

Mer. Good morrow. | | 

Val. Why, — good morrow to you too, ry yoube 
ſo luſty. 

1 You have made your Brother a fine Man, we met 
hi. 

Val. 1 made bim a ane Gettin, he was a Fool before, 

brought up amongſt the midſt of Small-Beer Brew hon. 

ſes; what would you have with me? 

Mer. I come to tell you, your lateſt hour 1 is come. 

Val. Are you my Sentence? 

ier. The Sentence of your State. 

el Let it be bang d then, and let it be bang 'd bigh 
enough, I may not fee it. 

Unc. A gracious * 


Pal. 
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Yal. What would you have elſe with me, will you 
o drink, and let the World ſlide, Uncle? Ha, ha, ha, 
ne s, drink Sack like Whey, Boys. S 
. Have you no feeling, Sir? $2 y # 
Val. Come hither, Merchant: Make me a Supper, thou 
moſt reverend Land- catcher, a Supper of forty pounds. 
n, Mer. What then, Sir? | 
Val. Thenbring thy Wife along, and thy fair Siſters, 
thy Neighbours and their Wives, and all their Trinkets, 
let me have forty Trumpets, and ſuch Wine, we'll laugh 
at all the Miſeries of Mortgage, and then in ſtate Vit 
tender thee an Anſwer , 
Aer. What ſay you to this? 
Unc. I dare not ſay, nor think neither. A* * 
Mer. Will you redeem your State? ſpeak to the point, 
ir 


r, Mer. Then .I muſt take an order ? 


Val. Take a thouſand, I will not keep it, nor thou 


n. ſhalt not have it, becauſe thou cameſt I'th* nick, thou 
n ſhalt not have it, go take Poſſeſſion, and be ſure you 
hold it, hold faſt with both Hands, for there bethoſe 


Hounds uncoupled, will ring youſuch a Knell, godown _ 


in Glory, and march upon my Land, and cry, Alls mine; 
cry as the Devil did, and be the Devil, mark what an 
e Echo follows, build fine March-panes, to entertain 


dir Silk-worm and his Lady, and pull the Chappel down, 


t nd raiſe a Chamber for Miſtreſs Silver-pin, to lay her 


belly in, mark what an Earthquake comes. Then fool- 


„ in Merchant, my Tenants are no Subjects, they obey 
r coothing, and they are People too never Chriſten'd, they 


know no Law nor Conſcience, they'll devourthee; and 


thou Mortal, the Stopple, they'll confound thee within 


three Days; no Bit nor Memory of what thou wert, no 


not the Wart upon thy Noſe there, ſhall be e er heard 
h of more; go take Poſſeſſion, and bring thy Children 
down, to roſt like Rabbets, they love young Toaſts and 
Butter, Bow-bell Suckers; as they love miſchief, and 
. kee Law, they are Cannibals; bring down thy Kindred 
90, that be not fruitful, _ be thoſe Mandrakes _ | 
; X 2 3 


7 


7. al. Not, not if it were mine Heir in the Turks Gallies. 
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will mollific em, go take Poſſeſſion, I'll: go to my 
Chamber, afore Boy go. | Exit. 

Mer. He's mad ſure. 

Unc. He's half drunk ſure: And 1 I like this unwil. 
lingneſs to loſe it, this looking back. 

| Mer. Ves, if he did it handſomely, but he's ſo harh 
and ſtrange. | 
Duc. Believe it tis his Drink, Sir, and I am glad his 
Drink has thruſt it out. 

Mer. Cannibals? if ever I come to view his Regiment, 
if fair Terms may be had. 

Unc. He tells you true, Sir, they are a Bunch of the 
moſt boiſterous Raſcals diſorder ever made, let em be 
mad once, the Pow'r of the whole Country cannot cool 
em; be patient but a while. | 

Mer. As long as you will, Sir, before buy a bargain 
of ſuch Runts, I'll buy a College for Bears, and live 
among em. fi 

Euter Franciſco, Lance, and Boy with a Torch, 

Fran. How doſt thou now? 

Lance. Better than I'was, and ſtraighter, but my Head: bi 
a 'Hogihead ſtill, it rowls and tumbles. b 

Fran. Thou wert cruelly paid. 

Lance. I way live to requite it, put a Snaffle of Sack 
in my Mouth and then ride me very well. be 

Han. T was all but Sport, I'll tell thee what I mean m 
now, I mean to ſee this Wench. 

Lance. Where a Devil is ſhe ? and there were two, in 


etwere better. ſh 
Fran. Doſt thou hear the Bell ring? TY 
Lance: Ves, yes. hi 


| Fran. Then ſhe comes to Pray'rs, carly each Morning le 
thither: Now if I cou'd but meet her, for I am another 
mettle now. . | 

Enter Iſabel, and Shorthoſe with a Torch. 
Lance. What light's yon? 3 

. Fran, Ha, tis alight, take her by the Hand and court 

er. gb 
Lance. Take her below the Girdle, you'll never ſ 
elſe, it comes on this way till, oh that I had but * 


h 
de 


© . 3 
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an Opportunity in a Saw- pit, how it comes on, comes 
on! 'tis here. | | 

Fran. *Tis ſhe : Fortune I ki thy Hand Good 
morrow Lady. | 

Iſab. What voice is that, Sirra, do you ſleep as you 
go? 'tis he, I am glad ont. Why, Shorrboſe ? 

Shore. Yes, forſooth, I was dreamt, 1 was going to 
Church. . | 
Lance. She ſees you as plain as I do. 
Iſab, Hold the Torch up. . _ ' 

bort. Here's nothing but a Stall, and a Butchers Do 
aſleep in't, where did you ſee the Voice? | 

Fran. She looks ſtill angry. 

Lance. To her, and meer, Sir. 

Jab. Here, here. 

Fran. Ves, Lady, neverbleſs your elf, 1am but a Man, 
and like an honeſt Man, now I will thank you 
: Iſab. What do you mean, who ſent for you, who de- 

r'd you? 

Shore, Shall I put out the Torch, Forſooth? 

Iſab. Can I not go about my private Meditations, Ha, 
but ſuch Companions as you muſt ruffle me? you had 
beſt go with me, Sir? 5 

Fran. "Twas my purpoſe. | | 

Iſab. Why, what an Impudence is this! you had beſt, 
being ſonear the Church, provide a Prieſt, and perſwade 
me to Marry-you. if 8 | . 
Fran, It was my meaning, and ſuch a Husband, ſo loy- 
ing, and ſo careful, my, Youth, and all my Fortunes 
ſhall arrive at Hark you? | 

I/ab. *Tis ſtrange you ſhou'd be thus unmannerly, turn 
home again, Sirra, you had beſt now force my Man to 
lead your way. 233 | 

Lance. Yes, marry ſhall he Lady, forward my Friend. 

Iſab. This is a pretty Riot, it may grow to a Rape. 

an. Do you like that better? 1 can rayiſh you an 
hundred times, and neyer hurt you. 8 

Short. 1 ſee nothing, I am aſleep ſtill, when you have 
done tell me, and then I'll wake, Miltress | 

Jab. Are you in earneſt, Sir, do you long to be hang d? 

i K 3 Fan. 
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Fran. Ves, by my troth Lady, in theſe fair Treſſes. 
Iſab. Shall 1 call out for help 
Fran. No by no means, that were a weak trick, Lady, 
| VI kiſs, and ſtop your Mouth. ; 
= Iſab. You'll anſwer all theſe? 
| Fran. A thouſand Kiſſes more. 7 

Jab. 1 was never abus'd thus, you had beſt give out 
too, that you found me willing, and ſay I doted on you? 

Fran. That's known already, and no Man living ſhall 
Now carry you from me. ; 

Jab. This is fine i'faith. 

Fran. It ſhall be ten times finer. 

Lab. Well, ſeeing you are ſo valiant, keep your way, 
will to Church. 

Fran. And I will wait upon you. 

Iſab. And it is moſt likely there's a Prieſt, if you dare 
venture as you profeſs, Iwou'd wiſh you look about you, 
to do theſe rude Tricks, for you know the Recompences, 
and truſt not to my Mercy. : 

Fran. But I will, Lady. 

1/ab. For I'll ſo handle you. 

ran. That's it I look for. 

Lance. Afore, thou Dream. 

Short. Have you done? 

I. Go on, Sir, and follow if you dare. 

ran. If I do not, hang me. 

Lance. Tis all thine own, Boy, an twere a Million, 
God a Mercy. Sack, when wou'd ſmall Beer have done 
this ? [ Evxeunt. 

Knocking within. Enter Valentine. 

Val. Who's that thatknocks and bounces, what a Devil 
ails you, is Hell broke looſe, or do you keep an Iron Mill? 

3 Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Tis a Gentlewoman, Sir, that muſt needs ſpeak 
with vou. | 

Val. A Gentle woman? what Gentlewoman, what have 
I to do with Gentlewomen ? 

Serv. She will not be anſwer'd, Sir. | 

Val. Fling up the Bed and let her in, I'll try how gentle 
ſhe is | "ut [Lect 1 

l 


- 


Wit without Mony. 615 
This Sack has fill'd my Head ſo full of Bables, I am almoſt 
mad; what Gentlewoman ſhould this be? Thope ſhe has 
brought me no butter Print along with her to lay to my 
Charge, if ſhe have tis all one, I'll forſwear it. 
Euter Widow and Servant. 

Wid. O you're a noble Gallant, ſend off your Servant 
pray. | A ie 4 Exit Servant. 

Val. She will not raviſh me? by this light ſhe looks as 
ſharp ſet as a Sparrow-hawkz what wou'dſt thou, Woman ? 

Wid. O you haveus'd mekindly, and likea Gentleman, 
this is to truſt to you. - + 

Val. Truſt to me, for what? N | 

Mid. Becauſe I ſaid in Jeſt once, you were a handſom 
Man, one I could like well, and fooling, made you be- 
lieve 1 1ov'd you, and might be brought to marry- 

Val. The Widow is drunk to. 

Wid. You out of this, which is a fine Diſcretion, give 
out the matter's done, you have won and wed me, and 
that you have put, fairly put for an Heir too, theſe are 
fine Rumours bo advance my Credit: T'th' name of miſ- 
chief what did you mean? 

Val. That youlov'd me, and that you might be brought 
to marry me? why, what a Devil do you mean, Widow ? 

Vid. T was a fine trick too, to tell the World though 
you had enjoy'd your firſt Wiſh you with'd, the Wealth 
you aim'd at, that I was poor, which is moſt true, I am, 
have ſold my Lands, becauſe I love not thoſe Vexations, 
yet for mine Honour's ſake, if you mult be prating, and 
for my Credit's ſake in the Town. © 

Val. I tell thee, Widow, I like thee ten times better, 
now thou haſt no Lands, for now thy hopes and cares lye 
on thy Husband, if e er thou marry*ſt more. 

Vid. Have not you married me, and for this main cauſe, 
now as you report it, to be your Nurſe? ; 

Val. My Nurſe? why, what am] grown to, give me 
the Glaſs; my Nurſe ? OY. 

Mid. You ne'er ſaid truer, I muſt confeſs I did a little 
favour you, and with ſome labour might have been per- 
ſwaded, bur when I found I muſt be hourly troubled, 
with making Broths, and dawbing your Decays with 
K 4 - _ Swadhing, 
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Swadling, and with ſtitching up your Ruins, for the 
World ſo reports. N | 

Val. Do not provoke me. | 

Wid. And half an Eye may ſee. 

Val. Do not provoke me, the World's a lying World, 
and thou ſhalt find it, have a good Heart, and take a 
{trong Faith to thee, and mark what follows, my Nurſe, 
yes, you ſhall rock me: Widow, I'll keep you waking, 

Wid. You are diſpos'd, Sir. 

Val. Ycs marry am I, Widow, and yon ſhall feel it, 
nay and they touch my freehold, I am a Tiger. 

Mid. I think fo. $17 

Val. Come. 

Wid. Whither? 

Val. Any whither. u, 

The Fit's upon me now, the Fits upon me now, 
Come quickly, gentle Lady, the Fits upon me now, 
The World ſhall know they're Fools, 

And ſo ſhalt thou dh too, 

Let the Cobler meddle with his Tools, 

The Fit's upon me now. 

Take me quickly, while I am in this vein, away with 
me, for if J have but two hours to conſider, all the Wi- 
dows in the World cannot recover-me. : 

Wid. If you will go with me, Sir. 

Val. Yes, marry will I, but tis in anger yet, and I will 
marry thee, do not croſs me, yes, and I will lic with 
thee, and get a whole bundle of Babies, and I will kils 
thee; ſtand itill and kiſs me handſomely, but do not pro- 
voke me, ſtir neither Hand nor Foot, for I am dange- 


I dus, drunk Sack Veſternight, do not allure me: Thou 


art no Widow of this World, come in Pity, and in ſpite 
I'll marry thee, not a word more, and I may be brought 
to love thee. N | [ Exennt. 
Enter Merchant, and Uncle, at ſœveral Doors 
Mer. Well meet again, and what good news yet? 
Unc. Faith nothing. 
Mer. No Fruits of what we ſow'd? 
Unc. Nothing I hear of. ? 
Mer. No turning in this tide yet ? U 
| TM 
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ne. Tis all flood, and till that fall away, there's no 
Ip ** * 

Enter Franciſco, Ifabella, Lance, Shorthoſe, a Torch. 

Mer. Is not this his younger Brother? 

Unc. With a Gentlewoman the Widow's Siſter, as I 
live heſmiles, he has got good hold; why wellfaid Frank 
faith, let's ſtay and mark. | | 

Iſab. Well, you are the prettieſt Youth, and fo you 
have handled me, think you ha'me ſure. 

Fran. As ſure as Wedlocxk. 

Iſab. You had beſt lye with me too. 

Fran. Yes, indeed will I, and get ſuch black-ey'd Boys. 

Unc. God a Mercy, Frank. 

Iſab. This is a merry World, poor ſimple Gentlewomen 
that think no harm, cannot walk about their Buſineſs, 
but they muſt be catcht up I know not how. 

F an. I'll tell you, andP1! inſtruct ye too, have I caught 
you, Miſtreſs? 

Iſab. Well, andit were not for pure Pity, I wou'dgive 
you the {lip yet, but being as it is. 

Fran. It ſhall be better. 

Enter Valentine, Widow, and Ralph, with a Torch. 


Iſab, My Siſter, as I live, your Brother with her! ſure, 


I think you are the King's Takers. 
Unc. Now it works. | 
Val. Nay, you ſhall know I am a Man. 
Wid. I think fo. 

Tal. And ſuch proof you ſhall have. 
Wid. 1 pray, ſpeak ſoftly. 


Val. Vilſpeak it out Widow, yes, and you ſhall con- 


feſs roo, I am no Nurſe-child, 1 went for a Man, a good 
one, if you can beat me out o'th' pit. 

Wid. 1 did but Jeſt with you. | 

Val. I'll handle you in earneſt, and ſo handle you: Nay, 
when my Credit calls. 

Wid. Are you mad? 

Val. 1 am mad, I am mad. 

Fran. Good morrow, Sir, I like your Preparation. 

Val. Thou haft been at it, Fan ß. 

Fran, Yes, faith, tis done, Sir. 


Val. 


— 


— 
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Val. Along with me then, never hang an Arſe, Widow. 
Tſah. Tis to no purpoſe, Siſter. Res 
al, Well ſaid Black 
Gentlemen, 
Unc. Tes, ves, Sir. 
Val. And keep your Ranks. 
Mer. Lance, Carry this before him. 
Unc. Carry it in State. 
Enter Muſicians, Fountain, Hairbrainz Bellamore, 
Val. What are you, Muſicians? I know you coming, 
and what are thoſe behind you ? "My 
Miſi. Gentlemen that ſent us to give the Lady a 
good Morrow. _ | . © (you, 
Val. OI know them, come Boy ſing the Song I taught 
And ſing it luſtily ; come forward Gentlemen, you're 
welcom, 21.8 
Welcom, now we are all Friends, go get the Prieſt ready, 
And let him not be long, we have much buſineſs : 
Come Frank,rejoyce with me, thou haſt got the ſtart Boy, 
But Ill ſo tumble after; come my Friends, lead, 
Lead cheerfully, and let your Fiddles ring Boys, 
My Follies and my Fancies have an end here, 
Diſplay the Mortgage Lance, Merchant I'll pay you, 
And every thing ſhall be in joynt again. 
Unc. Afore, afore. 
Val. And now confeſs and know, 
Wit without Mony, ſometimes gives the Blow. 
| ¶Exeunt omnes. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 
| Olfort, an per 4 the Earldom of Flanders. 
Gerrard, falſely called Clauſe, King of the Beggars 
Father-in-Law to Florez. 
Hubert, an honeſt Lord, a Friendto Gerrard. 
Florez , falſely called Goſwin, 4 rich Merchant if 


Bruges. 


Hempskirke, a Captain under W olfort. 


H Courti ; | 
| deed 8 5 —"—— © Inbabitants of Flanders. 


Vandunke, 4 drunken Merchant friend to Gerrard, falſe) 
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1 called Father to Bertha. 

anlock, and 

4 3 of Bruges. 
Higger, 

Prigg, > Three Knaviſh Beggars. 
Snapp, | 
F 9 5 Two Gentlemen diſguiſed under thoſe 
Ginkes, S Names, of Gerrard's Party. 
Clown. q is " a 
Boors. 5 . f — 
Servants. | 
Guard. 58 
A Sailor. l 


WOMEN. 


Jaculin, Daughter to Gerrard, belov'd of Hubert. 
Bertha, called Gertrude, Daughter to the Duke of Bra- 
bant, Mzrſtreſs to Florez. 
Margaret, Wife to Vandunkc. 
| Mrs. Frances, a From, Daughter to Vanloek. 
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ACT I SCENEL | 
Enter a Merchant and throne. 


MERCHANT. | = 


he then taken? 
Her. And brought back ev'n now, Sir, 
Mer. He was not in diſgrace? 
Ber. No Man more lov'd, 
= Nor more deſerv'd it, being the only Man 
That durſt be honeſt in this Court. 
Mer, Indeed 


We have heard abroad, Sir, that the State hath ſuffer d 
A great change, ſince the Counteſs's Death. 
Her. It hath, Sir. 
Mer. My five years abſence hath kept me a Stranger 
So much x all the Occurents of my Country, 
As you ſhall bind me for ſome ſhort Relation 
To make me underſtand the preſent Times. _— 
Her. 1 muſt begin then with a War was made, | 
15 ſev'n Years Aich all cruelty continued, 
* our Flanders by the Duke of Brabant, 
The cauſe grew thus, during our Earl's Minority, 
Wolfort, 5 4 o now uſurps, was employ d thither __ 
To treat about a Match between our Earl (Treaty 


And the Daughter and Heir of Brabant: * 8 
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The Brabander pretends, this Daughter was 
Stoln from his Court, by practice of our State, 
Though we are all — 2 'twas a ſought Quarrel 
To lay an unjuſt gripe upon this Earldom, 

It being here believ'd the Duke of Brabant 

Had no ſuch loſs. This War upon proclaim'd, 
Our Earl, being then a Child, although his Father 
Good Gerrard hiv d, yet in reſpe& he was 

Chos'n by the Counteſs's favour for her Husband, 
And but a Gentleman, and Florez holding p 
His Rightunto this Country from his Mother, 
The State thought fit in this defenſive War, 
Wolforr being then the only Man of mark, 


To make him General. 

Mer. Which place we have heard 
He did diſcharge with Honour. 01 
Her. Ay, ſo lon 5 U: 
And with ſo bleſt Socceſſes, thatthe Brabander 
Was forc'd (his Treaſur:s waſted, and the choice W 
Of his beſt Men of Arms tyr'd, or cut off) U 
To leave the Field, and ſound a baſe Retreat mV 
Back to his Country: Bur o broken both » 0! 
In Mind and Means, cer to make head again, . W 
That hitherto he fits down by his Ioſs  - R 
Nor daring, or for Honour, or Revenge, 5 
Again to tempt his Fortune. Eut this Victory At 
More broke our State, and make a deeper hurt In 
In Flanders, than the greateſt Overthrow W 
She ever rectiy'd : For Wolfurt, now beholding N 
Himſelf, and Actions, in the flattering Glaſs + Y 
Of Self-deſervings, and that cheriſt's by I. 
I The ſtrong aſſurance of his Pow'r, for then Fe 
All Captains of the Army were his Creatures, G 

The common Soldier too at his Devotion, 
Made ſo by full indulgence to their Rapines If 
And ſecret Bounties; this Strength too well known, 


And what it cou'd effect, ſoon put in practice, Ar 

As further'd by the Child-hood of the Earl, 5 

And their improvidence, that might have pierc d FS 
. « 18 © SLE le 


The heart of his Defigns, gave him occaſion 
To ſeize the whole, and in that plight you findvit. 

Mer. Sir, I reccive the knowledge of thus much, 
As a choice favour from you. 

Her. Only I muſt add, 

Bruges holds out. 
Mer. Whither, Sir, I am going, 
For there laſt Night I had a Ship put in, 
And my Horſe waits me. | ; 
Her, I wiſh you a good Journey. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Wolfort, Hubert, Ce. 
Vol. What? Hubert ſtealing from me? Who diſarm'd 
$ 1t was more than I commanded; take your Sword, (him? 
| am beſt guarded with it in your Hand, 
have ſeen you uſe it nobly. 
Hub. And will turn it 
On my own Boſom, e er it ſhall be draw 
Unworthily or rudely. 
Mol. Wou'd you leave me , 
Without a farewel, Hubert? Flie a Friend 
Unwearicd in his ſtudy to advance you? | 
What have I &er poſſeſs'd which was not your? 
Or either did not court you to command it | 
Who ever yet arriv'd to any Grace, 
Reward or Truſt from me, but his Approaches 
Where by your fair Reports of him preter'd ? 
And what is more, I made my ſelf your Servant, 
In making you the Maſter of thoſe Secrets | 
Which not the rack of Conſcience cou'd draw from me, 
Nor I, when I askt Mercy, truſt my Prayers wit); 
Yet after theſe aſſurances of Love, 2 
Theſe tyes and bonds of Friendſhip, to forſake me? 
Forſake me as an Enemy? Come, you muſt 
Give me a Reaſon. . 

Hub. Sir, and fo I will, 
f I may do't in private; and you hear it. 

Mol. All a Room: You have your Will, fir down 
And uſe the liberty of our firſt Friendſhip, =(vaniſh'd, , 

Hub. Friendſhip? When you proy'd Traitor firſt, 5 f 

* a \ ' or 
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Nor do Iowe you any thought but hate, 
I know my flight hath forfeited my Head; 
And ſo I May make you firſt underſtand 
What a ſtrange Monſter you have made your ſelf; 
] welcom it. 
Mol. To me this is ſtrange Language. 
Hub. To you? Why what are Nor 
Wot. Your Prince and Maſter, 
The Earl of Flanders. | 11 
Hub. By a proper Title! | 
Rais'd to it by Cunning, Circumvention, Force, 
Blood, and Proſcriptions. 5 8 
Wol. And in all this Wiſdom, 
Had I not Reaſon? When by Gerrard's Plots 
I ſhou'd have firſt been call'd to a ſtrict Accompt 
How, and which way I had confum'd that maſs | 
Of Mony, as they term it, in the War, | 
Who underhand had by his Miniſters - 
Detracted my great Action, made my Faith 
And Loyalty ſuſpected, in which failing 
He "ang my Life by Practice. 
Hub. With what Fore-head 
Do you ſpeak this to me? Who, as I know't, 
Muſt, and will ſay 'tis falſe. 
Wol. My Guard there. 
Hub. Sir, you bad me fit, and promis'd you would hear, 
Which I now ſay you ſhall; not a ſound more, 
For I that am Contemner of mine own, 
Am Maſter of your Life; then here's a Sword 
Between you, and all aids, Sir: though you blind 
The credulous Beaſt, the Multitude, you paſs not 
Theſe groſs Untrurhs on me. 
Wol. How? Groſs Untruths ? 5 
Hub. Ay, and it is favourable Language, 
They had beenin a mean Man Lies, and foul ones. 
Wol. You take ſtrange Licence. 
Hub. Ves, were not thoſe Rumours 
Of being calPd unto your Anſwer, ſpread. * +; 
By your own Followers? And weak Gerrard wrought. 
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But by your cunning practice, to believe 

That you were dangerous; yet not to be 

Puniſh'd by any formal courſe of Law, 

Bur firſt to be made ſure, and have your Crimes 

Laid open after, which your quaint Train taking 
Youfled unto the Camp, and there crav'd humbly 
Protection for youu innocent Life, and' that, 

Since you had icap'd the fury of the War, 

You might not fall by Treaſon: And for proof, 
You did not for your own ends make this danger; 
Some that had been before'by you ſuborn d, 
Came forth and took their Oaths they had been hir'd 

By Gerrard to your Murther. This once heard, 

And eaſily believ d, th inraged Soldier | 

Seeing no further than the outward Man, 

Snatch'd haſtily his Arms, ran to the Court, 

Kill'dall that made reſiſtance, cut in pieces 

Such as were Servants, or thought Friends to Gerrard, 
Vowed the like to him. FEISS 

Wol. Will you yet end? 1 9h "$61 

Hub. Which he foreſeeing, with his Son, the Earl, 

Forſook the City; and by ſecret ways, 
As you give out, and we would gladly have it, 
Eſcap'd their Fury: Though 'tis more than fear d 
They fell among the reſt: Nor ſtand you there 
To let us only mourn the impious means | 
By which you got it, but your Crueltics ſince 
So far tranſcend your former bloody Ills, 
As if compar'd, they only wou'd appear 
Eſſays of Miſchief, do not ſtop your Ears, 
More are behind yet. J 

Mol. O repeat them not, 

'Tis Hell to hear them nam d. 

Hub. You ſhould have thought, 
That Hell would be your Puniſhment when you did them. 
A Prince in nothing but your Princely Lyutis, 
And boundleſs Rapines. + | 

Wol. No more, I beſeech you. | 

Hub. Who was the Lord of Houſeor Land, that ſtood 
Vol. II. L Wabin 
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Within the proſpect of your covetous Eye? 
Mol. Vou are in this to me a greater Tyrant, 
Than e'er I was to any. W 
Hub. I end thus 
The general Grief. Now to my private wrong; 
The loſs of Gerrard's Daughter Jaculin: 
The hop'd for Partner of my lawful Bed. 
Your Cruelty hath frighted from mine Arms; 
And her I now was wandring to recover. 
Think you that I had reafon now to leave you, 
When you are grown ſo juſtly odious, 
That ev'n my itay here, with your Grace and Favour, 
Makes my Life irkſome? Here, ſurely take it, 
And do me but this Fruit of all your Friendſhip, 
That I may die by you, and not your Hang-man, 
Wol. Oh Hubert, theſe your Words and Reaſons have 
As well drawn drops of Blood from my griev'd Heart, 
As theſe Tears from mine Eyes; Deſpiſe them not. 
By all that's ſacred, I am ſerious, Hubert, | 
You now have made me ſenſible, what Furies, 
Whips, Hangmen, and Tormentors, a bad Man 
Do's ever bear about him: Let the good 


— - 
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Thar you this Day have done, be ever number'd c 
— The firſt of your beſt Actions. Can you think, 1 
Where Goſwin is, or Gerrard, or your Love, " 
Or any elſe, or all that are proſcrib'd ? a, 

I will reſign, what I Uſurp, or have 15 
Unjuſtly torc'd ; the Days I have to live * 
Are too too few to make them Satisfaction 15 
With any Penitence: Vet I vow to practiſe Me 
All of a Man. | | | * 
Hub. O that your Heart and Tongue | 
Did not now differ! Pug | | 7 
Wol. By my Griets they do not. on 
Take the good Pains to ſearch them out: Tis worth it. Wi 

| You have made clean a Leper : Truſt me, you have, Th 
And made me once more fit for the Society, hy 
hope, of good Men. | wii br 


A Hub, Sir, do not abuſe F Un 
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My aptneſs to believe. 
5, Suſpe@ not you. + + - 

A Faith that's built upon ſo true a Sorrow: / - 
Make your own Safeties; ask them all the ties 
Humanity can give, Hewps&irke too ſhall 
Along with you to this fo wiſh'd diſcov'ry, - 
And in my Name profels all that you promiſe; 
And I will give you this help to't: I have 
Of late receiv'd certain Intelligence, 
That ſome of them are in ot about Bruges  , 
To be found qut: Which I did then interpret, 
Ie cauſe of that Town's ſtanding out againſt me; 

But now am glad, it may direct your purpoſe | 
Of giving them their Safety, me Peace. 


- + 


b. Be conſtant to your Goodneſs, and you have it. 
enen 
+ SCENE II. 
| Enter three Merchants. gd 4 
1 Mer. *Tis much that you deliver of this Goſwin. .. 
2 Mer. But ſhort of what I cou'd, yet have the Country 
Confirm'd it true, and by a La Oath, 
And not a Man hazard his Credit in it: 
He bears himſelf with ſuch a Confidence 
as if he were the Maſter of the Sea,, 
and not a Wind, upon the Sailers Compass, 
But from one part or other was his Eactor, 
To bring him in the beſt Commodities 
Merchant e er ventur'd for. f 
1 Mer, 'Tis ſtrange. | 
2 Mer And yet n 
This do's in him deſerve the leaſt of wonder, . 
Compar'd with other his peculiar Faſhions, 2 
Which all admire: He's Young, and Rich, at leaſt 
Thus far reputed ſo, that ſince he li d 
in Bruges, there was never brought to Harbour 
9 rich a Bottom, but his Bill wou'd paſs 
Unqueſtion'd for her Lading, 95 5 
DEAL, 1, 
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3 Mer. Vet he ſtill 
Continues a good Man. 

2 Mer. So good, that but 
To doubt him, wou'd be held an Injury 
Or rather Malice, with the beſt that Traffick; 
But this is nothings a great Stock, and Fortune, 
Crowning his Judgment in his Undertakings 
May keep him upright that way: But that Wealth 
Shou'd want the Pow'r to make him dote on it, 
Or Youth teach him to wrong it, beſt commends 
His conſtant Temper; for his outward Habit, 
'Tis ſuitable to his preſent courſe of Life : 
His Table furniſh'd well, but not with Dainties 
That pleaſe the Appetite only for their rareneſs, 
Or their dear Price: Nor giv'n to Wine or Women, 
Beyond his Health, or warrant of a Man, 
I mean a good one: And fo loves his State 
He will not hazard it at 1 * nor lend 
Upon the aſſurance of a well- pen'd Letter, 
Although a Challenge ſecond the Denial 
From ſuch as make th' opinion of their Valour 
Their means of Feeding, 

1 Mer. Theſeare ways to thrive, 
And the means not curs'd.. 5 

2 Mer. What follows, this 
Makes many Venturers with him, in their Wiſhes, 
For his Proſperity : For when Deſert 
Or Reaſon leads him to be liberal, 
His noble Mind and ready Hand contend 


Which can add moſt to his free Courteſies, A 
Or in their Worth, or ſpeed to make them ſo. Ti 
Is there a Virgin of good Fame wants Dower ? U 


He is a Father to her; or a Soldier 

That in his Country's Service, from the War 
Hath brought home only Scars, and Want? His Houl 
Receives him, and relieves him, with that care 
As if what he poſſeſs'd had been laid u 

For ſuch good uſes, and he Steward of it. 


But I ſhould loſe my ſe ff to ſpeak him further * 


nen 
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And ſtale in my Relation, the much good 


You may be witneſs of, if your remove 
From Bruges be not ſpeedy. | 

1 Mer. This Report, 
do aſſure you, will not haſten it, 
Nor wou'd I with a better Man to deal wich 
For what I am to part with. _ 

3 Mer. Never doubt it, 

He is your Man and ours, only I wiſh 
His too much forwardneſs to embrace all Batpains 
Sink him not in the end. | | 

2 Mer. Have better hopes, 

For my E I am canfident; here he comes. 
Enter Goſwin, and the fourth Merchant. 

Goſ. I take it at your own rates, your Wine of Cyprus; 
But tor your Candy Sugars, they have met 
With ſuch foul Weather, and are priz'd ſo high, 
cannot ſave in them. | 

4 Aer. Tam unwilling 
To ſeek another Chapman: Make me offer 
Ot ſomething near Price, that may aſſure me 
You can deal for chem. 

Gof. I both can, and will, | 
But not with too much loſs; your Bill of Lading 
Speaks of two hundred Chefts, valued by you 
At thirty thouſand Gilders, I will have them 
At twenty eight; ſo, in the payment of 
Three thouſand Sterling, you fall only in 
Two hundred pound. | fog 

4 Mer. You know, they are fo cheap. 

Goſ. Why look you, Pll deal fairly ; there's in Priſon, 
And at your ſuit, a Pirate, but unable 
To make you Satisfaction, and paſt hope 
To live a Week, if you ſhou'd proſecute 
What you can prove againſt him: Set him free, 

And you ſhall have your Mony to a Stiver, 
And preſent Payment. ” 
4 Mer. This 1s above wonder, 
A Merchant of your Rank, that have at Sea 
L 2 . So 


? 


630 Beggars Bujb. 


So many Bottoms in the danger of 
Theſe Water-Thieves, ſhou'd be a means to ſave em; 
It more importing you for your own fatety, 
To be at charge to ſcour the Sea of them 
Than ſtay the Sword of Juſtice, that is ready 
To fall on one ſo conſcious of his Guilt 
That he dares not deny it. 

Goſ. You miſtake me, * 
If you think I wou'd cheriſh in this Captain 
The wrong he did to you, or any Man; 
I was lately with him, (having firſt, from others Fi 
True Teſtimony, been aſſured a Man ; 
Of more deſert never put from the Shore) | 
I read his Letters of Mart from this State granted 


For the —_— of ſuch Loſſes, s A 
He had receiv'd in ain, twas that he aim'd a A 
Not at three Tuns of Wine, Bisket, or Beef, 8 


Which his Neceſſity made him take from you. 

Tf he had pillag'd you near, or ſunk your Ship, 
Or thrown your Men o' er- board, then he Jefery'd 
The Laws extreameſt Rigour. But ſince want | 
Of what he cou'd not live without, compell'd him 


To that he did (which yet our State calls Death) : 
I pity his Misfortune; and to work you c 
To 3 Compaſſion of them, I come up 
To your own Price: Save him, the Goods are mine; 
If not, ſeekelſe-where, I'll not deal for them. | 
4 Mer. Well Sir, for your Love, I will once be led 
To change my Purpoſe. off 
_ Gof. For your Profit rather. 5 a 
4 Mer. I'Il preſently make means for his Diſcharge, 
Till when, I leave you, raked ; F 
2 Mer. What do you think of this? _ | ] 
1 Mer. As of a deed of noble Pity, guided 
By a ſtrong Judgment. ; | 
2 Mer. Save you, Maſter Goſwin. , 
* Gof. Good Day to all. ; ö 
2 Mer. We bring you the refuſa! N 
Of more Commodities. | . 


Of the Ship that laſt Night pur into the Harbour? 
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Goſ. Are you the Owners | 


: Mer. Both of the Ship, and Lading. 

Goſ. What's the Fraight? _ 

1 Mer. Indico, Cochineel, choice Chyna Stuffs. 

3 Mer. And Cloth of Gold, brought from Cumbal. 

Goſ. Rich Lading, | 
For which I wen our Chapman, but I am 
Already out of Caſh. 

1 Mer. I'll give you Day 
For the moiety of all. 

Goſ. How long? 

3 Mer. Six Months. 

Gof. Tis a fair Offer; which, if we agree * 
About the Prices, I, with thanks, accept of, 
And will make preſent Payment of the reſt ; 
Some two hours hence P11 come aboard. 

1 Mer. The Gunner ſhall ſpeak you welcome. 

Goſ. VII not fail. 

3 Mer. Good Morrow. [Exeunt Merchants. 

Goſ. Heav'n grant my Ships a ſafe Return, before 
The Day of this great Payment: As they are 
Expected three Months ſooner; and my Credit 
Stands good with all the World. 

| | Enter Gerrard. 

Ger. Bleſs my good Maſter, 
The Prayers 97 your poor Beadſ- man ever ſhall 
Be ſent up for you. 

Goſ. God o mercy Clauſe, 
There's ſomething to put thee in mind hereafter 
To think of me. 

Ger. May he that gave it you. 
Reward you for it, with encreaſe, good Maſter. 

Goſ. I thrive the better for thy Pray'rs 

Ger. I hope ſo. 
This three Years have I fed upon your Bounties, 
And by the Fire of your bleſt Charity warm'd me, 
And yet, good Mafler, pardon me, that muſt, 
Though I have now receiv'd your Alms, preſume 
To make one ſute more to you. 
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Goſ. What is't, Clauſoe? 
Ger, Yet do not think me Impudent 1 beſeech yo, 

Since bitherto your Charity hath prevented 

My Begging your relief, tis not for Mon A 

Nor Cloaths, good Maſter, but your <Y. | Word forme, 

__ Gy. That thou ſhalt have, Clauſe, for I think thee honeſt. 

Ser. To Morrow then, dear Maſter, take the trouble 

Of walking early unto Beggars Buſh, _ 

And as you ſee me, among others; Brethren 

In my Affliction, when you are demanded 

Which you like the beſt among us, point out me} 

And then pals by, as if you knew me not. 

 Gof. But what will that advantage thee? 

Ger. O much, Sir, 

"Twill give me the preheminence of the reſt, 

Make me a King among em, and protect me 

From all abuſe, ſuch as are ſtronger, might 

Offer my Age; Sir, at your better leiſure 

I will inform you further of the good 

It may do to me. | 

G. Troth thou mak'ſt me wonder; 

Have you a King and Common- wealth among you? 
Ger. We haveß and there are States are govern'd worl:. 
Goſ. Ambition among Beggars? 

- Gor. Many great ones | 
Wou'd part with half their States, to have the Place, 

And Cretlit, to beg in the firſt File, Maſter : 

But ſhall T be ſo much bound to your Furtherance 

In my Petition? 

Goſ. That thou ſhalt not miſs of, 

Nor any worldly Care make me forget it, 

I will be early there. 
Ger. Heavy n bleſs my Maſter. [Exeun. 
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ACT l''SCENE't 


Enter Hi en, Ferret, Pri Clauſe, Faculin Sn iy 
"0" Ginks, and — 2 Beggars. * 


Hg. Ome Princes of the Ragged Regiment, 
You v' the Blood, Frigg, my moſt upright Lord, 

And theſe, what Name or Title, e'er they beer, 
Jarkman, or Patrico, Cranke, or Clapperdudgeon, 
Hater, or Abram-man ; I ſpeak to all 
| That ſtand in fair Election for the Title 
Of King of Beggars, with the Command adjoyning, 
Higgen, your Orator, in this Inter-regnum, - 
That whilom was your Dommerer, doth beſeech you 
All to ſtand fair, and pur your ſelves in Rank, 
That the firſt Comer, may art his firſt View 
Make a free choice, to ſay up the Queſtion. 

Fer. Prigg. Tis done, Lord Higgen. 

Hig. Thanks to Prince Prizg, Prince Ferret. 

Fer. Well, pray my Maſters all, Ferret be choſen, 
Yare like to have a Merciful mild Prince of me. | 
. Prigg. Avery Tyrant, I, an arrant Tyrant, 
If e' er I come to Reign; therefore look to't. 
Except you do provide me Hum enough | 
And Lour to Bouze with: I muſt have my Capons 
And Turkeys brought me in, with my green Geeſe, 
And Ducklings i'th Seaſon : Fine fat Chickens, 
Or if you chance where an Eye of tame Pheſants 
Or Partridges are kept, ſee they be mine, 
Or ſtraight I ſeize on all your Privilege, 
Places, Revenues, Offices, as forfeit, 
Call in your Crutches, wooden-Legs, falſe Bellies, - 
Forc'd Eyesand Tecth, with your dead Arms; not leave 
A dirty Clout to Beg with o your Heads, (you 
Or an old Rag with Butter, Frankincenle, 
Primſton and Rozen, Birdlime, Blood, and Cream, 
To make you an old Sore; not ſo much Soap 
As you may fome with i'th* Falling- ſickneſs; 
The very Bag you bear, and the brown Diſh 


Shall 
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Shall be eſcheated. All your daintieft Dells too 
J will deflower, and take your deareſt Doxyes 
From your warm Sides; and then ſome one cold Night 
I'll watch you what old Barn Fe go to roolt in, 

And there I'll ſmother you all i thꝰ muſty Hay. 
Hig. This is Tyrant-like indeed: But what would Gink:, 
Or Clavſe be here, if either of them ſhould Reign? 
Cla. Beit ask an Aſs, if he were made a Camel, 
What he wou'd be; or a Dog, and he were a Lyon. 
Ginks. I care not what you are, Sirs, I ſhall be 
A Beggar {till I am ſure, I find my ſelf there. 
| Enter Goſwin. 
Snap. O here a Judge comes. 
Hig. Cry, a Judge, a judge. 8 
Go What ail you, Sirs? what means this Outcry? 
Hig. Maſter, . | 
A fort of poor Souls met: God's Fools, good Maſter, 

Have had ſome little Variance amongſt our ſelves 
W ho ſhou'd be honeſteſt of us, and which lives 
Uprighteſt in his Calling: Now, cauſe we thought 
We ne'er ſhould *gree on't our ſelves, becauſe 


Indced?tis hard to ſay; we all diſſolv d, to put iTt (hip, 


To him that ſhould come next, and that s your Maſter- 
Who, I hope, will termine it as your Mind ſerves you, 
Right, and no otherwiſe we ask it: Which? 
Which docs your W orſhip think is he? ſweet Maſter 
Look over us all, and tell us; we ate ſev'n of us, 
Like to the ſeven wiſe Maſters, or the Planets. 
Goſ. 1 ſhould judge this the Man with the grave Beatd, 
And if he be not ———— }. | 
Qa. Bleſs you, good Maſter, bleſs you. (you 
Goſ. I would he were; there's ſomething too amongſt 
To keep you all honeſt. - [ Exit. 
Snap. King of Heav'n go with you. 
Om. Now good reward him, (hour. 
May he never want it, to comfort ſtill the Poor, in a good 
Fer. What is't? ſee: Suap has got it. 
Snap. A good Crown, marry. 
Prig. A Crown of Gold. 
Fer. For cur new King: good luck. 


* Ginks. 


—C- 3 


— —— I. APY>D_ 2 dd WF _n9_Mm 2 OvOM — — — > HS, 


/ 
1 


Beggars Buſh. 635 
Ginks. To the common Treafury with it; if't be Gold, 
Thither it muſt. + at Ras 
| 7rigg. Spoke like a Patriot, Ferre. : 
King Clauſe, 1 bid God fave thee firſt, firſt, Qauſe, 
After this Golden Token of a Crown. Wha; 
Where's Orator Higgen with his gratuling Speech now 
In all our Names? | | 
Fer. Here he is pumping for it. | 
Gin. H'has coughs the ſecond time, tis but once more 
And then it comes. 
Fer. So, out with all: Expect now 
Hig. That thou art choſen, venerable Cdanſe, 
Our King and Soveraign; Monarch o' th* Maunders, _ 
Thus we throw up our Nab- cheats, firſt for joy, 
And then our Filches; laſt, weclap our Fambles, 
Three ſubje& ſigns, we do it without Envy: 
For who is he here did not wiſh thee choſen, 
Now thou art choſen? Ask em: All will fay ſo, 
Nay ſwear't: Tis for the King, but let that paſs. 
When laſt in Conference at the bouzing ken 
This other Day we fat about our dead Prince 
Of famous Memory; relt go with his Rags, 
And that I ſaw thee at the Tables end, 
Riſe moy'd, and gravely lcaning on one Crutch, 
Lift the other like a Scepter at my Head, 
| then preſag'd thou ſhortly wou'dſt be King, 
And now thou art ſo: But what need preſage 
To us, that might have readit in thy Bear 
As well, as he that choſe thee ? By that Beard 
Thou wert found out, and mark'd for Soveraignty. 
O happy Beard! But happier Prince, whoſe Beard 
Was ſo remark'd, as marked out our Prince, 
Not bating us a hair, Long may it grow, 
And thick, and fair, that who lives under it, 
May live as ſafe, as under Beggars Bab, 
Of which this is the thing, that but the Type. 
Om. Excellent, excellent Orator, forward good Higgen, 
Give him leave to ſpit: The fine, well-ſpoken Higgen. 
Hig. This is the Beard, the Buſh, or Buſhy-beard, 
Under whoſe Gold and Silver Reign'twas (aid, 
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So many Apes ſince, we all ſhould ſmile 
No Impoſitions, Taxes, Grievances, 
Knots in a State, and whips unto a Subject, 
Lye lurking in this Beard, but all kemb'd out: 
If now, the Beard be ſuch, what is the Prince 
That ow'sthe Beard? A Father; no, a Grand-father; 
Nay the great Grand- father of you his People, 
He will not force away your Hens, your Bacon, 
When you have ventur'd hard for't, nor take from you 
The fatteſt of your Puddings: Under him 
Each Man ſhall eat his own ſtol'n Eggs, and Butter, 
In his own ſhade, or ſun-ſhine, and enjoy 
His awn dear Dell, Doxy, or Mort, at Night 
In his own Straw, with his own Shirt, or Sheet, 
That he hath fileh'd that day, ay, and poſlefs 
What he can purchaſe, Back, or Belly-cheats 
To his own prop: He will have no Purveyers 
For Pigs, and Poultry. _ 
Cla. That we muſt have, my learned Orator, 
It is our Will, and every Man to keep 
In his own path and circuit. Hig. Do you hear? 
You mult hereafter maund on your own pads, he ſays. 
Cla. And what they get there, is their own, beſides 
To give good words. wh 
Fig. Do you mark? To cut been whids, 
That is the ſecond Law. Clz, And keep a- foot 
The humble and the common phrafe of Begging, 
Leſt Men diſcover us. 
Hig. Yes; and cry ſometimes, | 
To move Compaſſion: Sir, there is a Table, 
That doth command all theſe things, and enjoyns'em, 
Be perfect in their Crutches, their feign'd Plaiſters, 
And their torn Paſs-ports, with the ways to Stammer, 
And to be Dumb, and Deaf, and Blind, and Lame, 
There, all the halting Paces are ſet down, 
I' rt learned Language. 
Ca. Thither I refer 'em, | 
| Thoſe, you at leiſure ſhall interpret to em. 
| We love no heaps of Laws, where few will ſerve. | 
| Om. O gracious Prince, ſave, ſave the good . 
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Hig.. A Song to Crown him. . 
Fer. Set a Centinel out firſt. 
Snap. The word? | 
Hig. A Cove comes, and fumbumbis to it. Strike, 


The SONG. 


our Caps and Cares away: This is Beggars Holy-day! 
CS the G of ions che we flex, , cub —— 8 
In the World look out and ſee: Where's ſo happy a Prince as be 
Where the Nations live ſo free, and ſo merry as do we? 
Be it Peace, or be it War, here at liberty we are, 
And enjoy our eaſe and reſt, To the Field we are not Preſs z 
Nox are call'd into the Town, to be troubled with the Gows. 
Hang all Officers we cry, and the Magiſtrate too, by; 
When the Subſidie*s encreaft, we are not a penny Seſt. 
Nor will any go to Law, with the Beggar for a Straw. 
All which Happineſs he brags, be doth owe unto his Ras. 
Enter Snap, Hubert, and Hempskirke. 
Snap. A Cove comes: Fumbumbis, 
Prigg. To your Poſtures; Arm. 
Hub, Yonder's the Town: I ſee it. 
Hemp. There's our danger 
Indeed afore us, if our Shadows ſave not. 
Hig. Bleſs your good W orſhips. 
Per. One ſmall piece of Mony. 
Prigg. Among us all poor Wretches. 
Cla. Blind, and Lame. | 
Ginks. For his ſake that gives all. 
Hig. Pitiful Worſhips. | 
Snap. One little Doyr. 
Enter Jaculin. 
Fac. King, by your leave, where are ygu? 
Fer. To buy a little Bread. 
Hig. To feed ſo many 
Mouths, as will ever pray for you. 
Prigg. Here be ſeven of us. 
Hig. Seven good Maſter, O remember ſcven, 
Seven Bleſſings. FR way 
Fer. Remember, gentle Worſhip. 
Hig.” Gainſt ſeven deadly Sins; Prigg. 
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Prigg. And ſeven Sleepers. Ls ' 
Hig. If they be hard of Heart, and will give nothing--- 
Alas, we had not a Charity theſe three days. | 
Hub. There's amongſt you all. | 
Fer. Heav'n reward you. 
Prigg. Lord reward you. 
Hig. The Prince of Pity bleſs thee. 
Hub. Dol fee! Or is't my Fancy that woy'd have it ſo? 
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Ha? Tis her Face: Come hither, Maid. 
Fac. What ha' you, | | | 
Bells for my Squirrel? I ha' giv'n Bun Meat, 
You do nor love me, do you ? Catch me a Butterfly, 
And I'll love you again, when? Can you tell? | 
Peace, we go a birding: Iſhall have a fine thing. ¶ Exit. 
Hub. Her Voice too ſays the ſame; but for my Head 
Iwou'd not that her Manners were ſo chang' d. 
Hear me thou honeſt Fellow; what's this Maiden, 
That lives amongſt you here? 
Gin, Ao, ao, ao, ao. 
Hub. How? Nothing but ſigns? 
Gin. Ao, ao, ao, ao. 
Hub. This is ſtrange, | 3 
I would fain have it her, but not her thus. (dumb, Sir. 
Hig. He is de- de- de · de- de- de- deaf, and du-du- dude 
Hub. Slid they did all ſpeak plain ev'n now methought. 
Nm thou know this ſam? Maid? ( 1 
nap. Why, why, why, why, which, gu, gu, gu, gu, Gods 
She _ bo-b>tb bo torn 5 the Bun BUS 
By-be-be-be-be-Beggars Buſh-bho-bo-Bu 
Her Name is, My-my-my-my-my-match : So was her Mo- 
(mo- mo- Mothers too- too. 
HFub. I underſtand no word he ſays; how long | 
Has ſhe been here? (go- go- go- good luck. 
Snap. Lo- lo- long enough to be ni-ni-nigled, and ſhe ha 
Hub. I muſt be better inform'd, than by this Way. 
Here was another Face too, that I mark*d 
Of the old Man's: But they are vaniſh'd all 
Moſt ſuddenly: I will come here again. | 
O, that I were ſo happy as to find it, | I 
What I yet hope: It is put on. ; I; 
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Hemp. W hat mean you, Sir, 
To ſtay there with that Stammerer ? 
Hub. Farewel, Friend 
It will be worth return, to ſearch: Coma, 
Protect us our Diſguiſe now, prithee 5 
If we be taken, how doſt thou imagine 
This Town will uſe us, that hath ſtood ſo long 
Out againſt Wolfart 2 
Hemp. En'n to hang us forth | 
Upon their Walls a ſunning, to make Crows Meat, 
It were not affur'd o' the Burgomaſter, 
And had a pretty excuſe to fee a Neice there, 
| ſhould ſcarce venture. 
Hub. Come, tis now too late 
Io look backat the Ports: Good luck, and enter. ¶ Exe. 


SCENE II. ; 


Enter Goſwin. 


Goſ. Still blow'ſt thouthere? And from all ao parts, 

Do all my Agents ſleep, that nothing comes??? 

There's a Conſpiracy of Winds, and Servants ö 

If not of Elements, to ha' me break ; 

What ſhould I think, unleſs the Seas and ba 

Had ſwallow'd up my Ships? Or Fire had ſpoil a. 

My Ware-houſes? Or Death deyour'd my F are? 

| muſt ha had ſome Returns. 7 

Enter Waben. N 

I Mer. Save you, Sir. 

Gof. Save you. 

1 Mer, No News yet o your Ships? 

Gyſ. Not any yet, Sir. | 

1 Mer. Tis ſtrange. | [Exit. 

G 'Tis true, Sir: What a Voice was here now? 

This was one Paſſing- bell, a thouſand Ravens 

dung in that Man now, to preſage my Ruins. 

2 Mer. Goſwin, good day, theſe Winds are very conſtant. 

Goſ. They are ſo, Sir; to hurt F 

2 Mer. Ha' you had no Letters | bro 

Lately from England, nor from Denmark? 0555 
FR” 60 


— 
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Gof. Neither. | (Lang, 


2 Mer. This Wind brings them; nor no News over 
Through Spain, from che atze, . 
Go Not any. 


2 Mer. I am ſorry, Sir. [Exi 
- Gof. They talk me down: And as tis (aid of Vulun 


They ſcent a Field fought, and do ſmell the Carkaſſes 
By many hundred Miles: So do theſe, my Wracks 
Ar greater diſtances. Why, thy will Heav'n 

Come on, and be: Yet if thou pleaſe, preſerve me 3 
But in my own Adventure, here at home, | 
Of my chaſt Love, to keep me worthy of her, 

It ſhall be pur in ſcale 'gainſt all ill Fortunes: 

I am not broken yet : Nor ſhou'd I fall, - 
Methinks with leſs than that, that ruins all. [Ei. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Vanduncke, Hubert, Hempskirke, 
Margaret, and Boors. 


Vaud. Captain, you are welcome; ſo is this your Friend 
Moſt ſafely welcome; though our Town ſtand out 
22 your Maſter, you ſhall find good quarter: 
troth is, we not love him: Margaret, ſome Wine, 
Let's talk a little Treaſon, if we can © (men, 
Talk Treaſon, gainſt the Traitors; by your leave Gentle 
We, here in Bruges, think he do's uſurp, 

And therefore I am bold with him. 

Hub. Sir, your boldneſs - | 
Happily becomes your Mouth, but net our Ears, h 
While we are his Servants; and as we come here, 
Not to ask Queſtions, walk forth on your Walls, 
Viſit your Courts of Guard, view your Munition, 
Ask of your Corn-proviſions, nor enquire \ 
Into the leaſt, as Spies upon your Strengths, 

So let's entreat, we may receive from you 
Nothing in Paſſage or Diſcourſe, but what 
We way with gladneſs, and our honeſties * 
And that ſhall ſcal our welcome. 

Vand. Good: Let's drink then, 


Fill 


wp 
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Fill out; i png old Pearl ſtill, t 
ag faſt, Man. 
en. Ola Jewels commend their K 
Vand. Here's to you with a Heart, my pa Friend 
With a good Heart, and if this make us ſpeak 
Bold words, anon, tis all under the 5 ka 
Fotgotten: Drown all Memory, when we drink. 
ub. *Tis freely ſpoken, noble Ae. 
[11 do you right. N 
Hemp. Nay Sir, mine heer V andunke 
I; a true Stateſman ; 


(Wolfe | 
Vaud. Fill my Caprin's Cp here, O that your Mate | 


Had been an Bonet Man. 

Hub. Sir? 
| 2 7 the Roſe. 

ere's to you Marparet. _. 
1. Welcome, 4 — Captatd. | 

Vand. Well faid my Pearl fal. 

Hemp. And how does my Neice? 

Almoſt a Woman, I u This Friend of mine 
drew along with me, through ſo much hazard, | 
Only to "any bag She was my — rh 

Vand, Ay, a kind Unkle ve you are (fill him his GlaG) | 
That in ſev n Years; could not find leiſlure— 

Hemp. No, 

It's not ſo much. 

Vund. I'll bate you ne er an hour A; 1 
lt was before the Brabanter gan his War, | 
For Moon-ſhine, i the Water there, his Daughter 
That never was loſt: Yet you could not find time 
To ſee a Kinſwoman : Bur the is worth the ſeeing, Sir, 
Now you are come, you ask if ſhe were a Woman? 
den Womans Sir dich her forth Margere? [ Ex, * 
And a fine Woman, and has Suitors. | 
Hemp. How? © 
What Suitors are they? 


Vand. Bachellors; young See 
And one, a Gallant, the y: 
ecall him here in Brug 


Hemp. How? A Marchant 


1 
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I thought, V andunke, you had underſtood me better | 
And my Neice too, {6 truſted to you by me, | 
T han t admit of ſuch in name of Suitors, | 4 
Vand. Such? He is ſuch a ſuch, as were ſhe mine 
Td give him thirty thouſand Crowns with her. 
Hem. But the ſame things, Sir, fit not you and me. [Ex. 
Vand. Why, gre '${ome Wine, then; this will ſit us all: 
Here's to you itil, my Captain's Friend: All out: 
And ſtill, wou'd Wolfort were an horieſt Man, 
Under the Roſe I ſpeak it: But this Merchant 
Is a brave Boy: He lives ſo, i' the Town here, 
We know not what to think on him: At ſome times 
Me fear he will be Bankrupt; he do's ſtretcehnh 
Tenter his Credit ſo; embraces all, 
And to't, the Winds have been contrary: 
But then, if he ſhould have all his Returns, | 
We think he would be a King, and are half ſure on't, 
Your Maſter is a Traitor, hes all this, | 
Under the Roſe: Here's to you ; 1 
The 1 from a better Man 
Hub. * „Sir. . 
Where is that! 21. 5 
Vand. Nay, ſoft: And I cbu'd cel You! . 
"Tis ten to one I wou'd not: Here's my Lond, 


4 
Sins hy 


I love not Wolfort: Sit you ſtill, with that: 


Here comes my, Captain again, and his fine Neice, 


Andtherc's my Merchant; view him well: Fill Wine here. | 


Enter Hempskirke, Gertrude, and Goſwin, 
Hemp. You mult not only know me for our Uncle 
Now, but obey me: Lou, go caſt your ſelf 
Away, upon a Dunghil here? A —.— 
A pretty Fellow? _ that makes his Trade 
With Oaths and Perjuries? 
Goſ. What is that you-lay, Sir? 
If it be me you ſpeak of, as your Eye 
Seems to direct, I with you wou'd*{peak to me, Sir. 
Hemp. Sir, 1 do ſay, ſhe is no Merchandve 5 
Will chat ſuffice yu? 
Goſ. Merchandize, good Sir? 


= 


To 


AD ct — 


To uſe me with Contempt: Lever * 

Your Neice above all Price. 

Hemp. And do ſo ſtill, Sir,, e 

1 aſſure you, her rates are more than you are 0 
Goſ. You d6 not know what Gentleman $ dis Sir, 

Nor can you value him | 
Hub. Well ſaid, Merchant.” 

Vand. Nay, ; 

Let him alone, and ply or matter. 
Hemp. A Gentleman 

What, o'the Wool-pack?* Or the Sugat-ebeſt? 

Or liſts of Velvet? A — it, Pound, or Yaud, 

'You vent your Gentry 
Hub. O Hempekirke, 
van Come, do not nd em, an he is noWolfire 

Captain, I adviſe you. 
Hemp. Alas, my pret Man, 

I think't be . y 15 look: Come hither, 

Turn this way, a little: IF it were the Blood | 

Of Charlemaine, ast may, for ought I Rn. .  * 

Be ſome good Botcher's Tue, here in Bruges. © 
Go. How? © 
Hemp. Nay, Tm not certain of that; of this 1: am, 

If it once buy, and ſell, its Gentry is gone. 

Goſ. Ha, ha. 
Hemp. You ave angry, though ye Laſts 

Gif. No, now tis pity 

Of your poor Argument. Do not you, 1 the Lords 

Of Land, if you be any, fell the Grafs, 

The Corn; the Straw, the ads the Cheeſe? 

Vaud. And Butter: 
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Remember Butter; do not leave out Butter. (tor dwith? ' 


G. The Beets and NMuttons that your Grounds are 


dwine, with the very Maſt, beſide the Woods? 

Hemp. No, for thoſe ſordid uſes we have Tenants, 
Or elſe our Bailiffs, ©  - 

Goſ. Have not we, Sir, Chap- men, | 
And Factors, then to anſwer thefe? Your Honour 
Fetch'd from the Heralds' ABC, and ſaid over 
Wich your Court Faces, once am hour, ſhall * 

M2 
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* * 


oh - 
4 Be - y 
4 34 be 
5 4 . * 
1 


644 Beggars Buſs. 
Make me miſtake my ſelf. Do not your Lawyers 
Sell all their Practice, as your Prieſts their Pray 'rs? 


What is not and ſold? The Compa pany 


That you had laſt, what REN you for't, i'fath 
Hemp. You now awcey. 
Gof. Sure I have * 


Still, with my honeſt Liberty, and muſt uſe it. 
Hemp. Upon your Equals then. 
Goſ. Sir, he that will 
"__ _ firſt, doth make himſelf my Equal. 
1 hear? No more. 
this little, I pray you, 
Ant t Ay be afide, then after, as you pleaſe. 
You appear the Uncle, Sir, to her I love 
More than mine Eyes; and IT have heard your Scorns 
With ſo much ſoffing, and ſo much ſhame, 
As each ſtrive which is greater: But, believe me, 
I ſuck'd not in this Patience with my Milk. 
Do not wars becauſe you ſee me young, 
Or caſt deſpights on my Profeſſion, - 
For the cvitey and tameneſs of it. 
A good Man bears a Contumely worſe _. 
Than he would do an Injury. Proceed not 
To my Offence: Wrong is not ſtill ſucceſsful, 
Indeed it is not: I would approach your Kinſwoman 
With all reſpect, due to your ſelf and her. 
Hemp. Away Companion: Handling her? Take that. 
| [ Strikes bim. 
G. Nay, Ido love li Sir, there's exchange. 
He gets Hempskirke's Sword, and cuts Ae Head. 
Hub. Hold, Sir. 
Mar. O murther. | 
Gert. Help 12 Goſwin. 
Mar, Man 
fund. Let em alone; my Life for one. 
G Nay come, | 
It For ou have Will. 
ab. None to offend you, L "Rm 
Goſ. He that had, thank himſelf. Not hand her ? yes di, 


And claſp her, and embrace her; and (would ſhe 


Now 


PA dd Wd Lo&d A &u 


If, 
*. 
E. 
a. 


Beggars Buſb. 645 
Now go with me) bear her thro 8 all her — 
Her Father, Brethren, and her | 
And all their Nephews, though they — a Wood 
Of Pikes, and Wall of Cannon. Kils me e 
Quake not, but kiſs me. 

Vand. Kiſs him, Girl, I bid vou; | 
Hog Merchant Royal; fear no Uncles: Hang * em, | 

all Uncles: Are not we n | 

Under Unger che Roſe here? 
6. In this Circle, Love, 
Thou art as ſafe, as in a — of Braſs; 
Let ſuch as do wrong, fear. 

vand. Ay, that's good, 
Let Wolfort look to . 

Goſ. Sir, here the ſtands, 
Your Neice, and my belor d. One of theſe Title 
She muſt apply too; if unto the laſt, | 
Not all thee nger can be ſent unto her, 
In Frown, or Voice, or other Art, ſhall force hin 
Had Hercsles a Hand in't. Come, my Joy, 
Say thou art mine, aloud Love, and profeſs it. 

Vand. Do; and I drink to it. 

Goſ. Prithee ſay ſo, Love. 

Gert. Twould take away the Honour from my Bluſhes : 
Do not eu lay the Tyrant, Sweet: They rt it. 

Hemp. I thank you, Neice. 

Goſ. Sir, thank her for your Life, 
And fetch your Sword within. 

Hemp. You inſult too much . 
With 5 Fortune, Sir. ¶ Exeum Goſ. and Gert. 
Hub. A brave clear Spirit; TY 

Hempskirke, you were to blame: A civil Habit 
Ott covers a good Man; and you may meet 
In Perſon of a Merchant, with a Soul 
As reſolute, and free, and all ways worthy, 
As elſe in any file of Mankind: Pray you, 
What meant you ſo to ſlight him? 
Hemp. Tis done now, {I 
uk no more of its: I mult ſuffer. | e, 
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Hub. This 
Is ſtill the Puniſhment of Ruhack, Sorrow. 
Well; I muft to the W oeds, for nothing 100 
Will be got out. There, I may chance to learn 
Somewhat to help my W further. 
Vand. Ha? 
A pins ogy = ? 
. How now; brave Burgomaſter ? 
2 and. Ilove no Wolforts, and my Name's Vundunte. 
Hub. Yan-drunk it's rather: Come, go fleep within. 
Vaud. Earl Florez is right Heir; and e WO" 
| Under the Roſe I ſpeak it 
Hub. Very hardly. f 
Vand. Uſurps: And a rank Traitor, as ever breath'd, 
And all that do uphold him. Let me go, 
No Man ſhall hold he, that upholds him; 
7 uphold him? 
ws. De”. 
Vand. Then hold me up. 
Enter Goſwin, and Hempskirke. 
Hemp. Sir, I preſume, you have a Sword of your own, | 
That can ſo handle another's. a 
Goſ. Faith you may, Sir. 5 TR (of you, 
 Hem.Andychavemademehaveſo much betterthoughts 
As I am bound to call you forth. 
Goſ. For what, Sir? 2 
Hemp. To the repairing of mine Honour, and Hurt here. 
Goſ. Expreſs your way. 
Hemp. By fight, and ſpeedily. 5 
Go. You have your Will: Require you any more? 
Hemp. That — be ſecret: And come ſingle. 
Goſ. I will. | 
Hemp. As youare the Gentleman you would be chought: 
Goſ. Without the Comuration: And Fil bring 
Only my Sword, which 1 will fit to yours,” 
I'll take his Jengrh within, 
Hemp. Your Place nowy Sir? 
Gof. By the Sand-hills. 
Hemp. Sir, nearer to the Woods, 
II. N ſo, were fitter. 


rer 


bt . | 
nw - "Oh 
Goſ. There, then. 2 Stig | 
Hemp. Good. Al; e 
Your time ? | | Se 1 
Goſ. *Twixt ſeven and eight. | 
Hemp. You'll give me, Sir. 
Cauſe to report you worthy of my Neice, 
If you come, like your Promiſe. ee. 
Goſ. If Ido not, | af ppt gen 
Let no Man think to call me unworthy firſt, 
III do't my ſelf, and juſtly with to want her. [Exeunt, 


* 1 * 
* S*. WEE > th. — „ 
1 p „ 
= © 


ACT IE: SEE NE I. 
Euer tires or foe Bors. 
I Boor. c Beer, Hoſteſß, Ei Beer by th 
2 Boor. Stark Beer Boy, ſtout and ſtrong Bec : So, fir 


Belly. . Y 
And drink me Upſey-Dutch; k! (down Lads, 
Frolick, and fear not. Foo? 
Enter Higgen like a Sow-gelder, Singing. 
Hig. Have ye anywork for the Sow-gelder, boa, 
My Hom goes ru bigh too low, too high too low, 
Have ye any Pigs, Galves, or Colts, 

Have ye any Lambs in your Hoſts = 4 

To cut for the Stone, + 1 

Here comes a cunning bus. 

Have ye any Braches to ſpade, 

Or &er a fair Maid 

Thqt would be 2 Mun; 

Come kiſt me, *tis done.” 

Hark bow my merry Horm doth. blow,  & .... 

Too high too lum, too high yoo Tow, , 

| N TY. e 3 

HBoor. O excellent! two Pente a piece Boys, two Pence 

Give the Boys ſome drinł there: Piper, het your Whiſtle, 
Canſt tell me a way now howto cut off my.W ife's Con- 
Hig, Ill ſing ye a Song forr. '- (eupiſcence? 

| M4 The 


I 
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| Te SONG. 
Take her, and bug ber, - 
And turn her again Boy, again, 
Then if ſbe mumble, 
Or if her Tail tumble, 
Kiſs ber amain, Boy, amain; 
Do thy endeavour, 
To take off her Feaver, 
Then ber Diſeaſe no Jonger will reign 
| eee, will ſerve ber, 
thus to preſerve ber, 
Swinge her amain, Boy, amain. 
Grove ber cold Fell 
To take up her Bal 1 ö 
ones + A Fong ge ber again. 
F. be ſtand 7 Pains, 
Then knock out ber Brains, 
Her Diſeaſe no longer vill reign. 


1 Booy, More excellent, moreexcellent, ſweet Ion 
2 Boor. Three Pence a piece, three Pence a piece. (der 
Hig. Will you hear a Song how the Devil was gelded? 
3 Boor. Ay, ay, let's hear the Devil * * 


N e 


He ran ar we bY i he pe of r 
And over and over the Som- gelder came; 
' T roſe and ] balter'd him 77 7 the Horn, 
I pluck'd out bis Stones as you'd pick out a Cn. 
Baa, quoth the Devil, 5 — be ſhunk, © 
And lefe u Us 4 Gree of Maron char fink. 


The next time «1 pgs . Mile and a balf. 
Where I heard be did live in diſguiſe of a Calf, 
I bound and I gelt bim, &er he did any 5 
He mes here at his ** but a ut ſucking Deo 
| Maa, yet be cry . ro | 
And this was ſols e, 12 excel ent 2 
III. Some 
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III. 
Some ba „ e in the form of a Þ 
IT met — the Rogue, and be loo d very . 
I catch'd at his Leg, laid bim down on 4 Log, 
E'er a Man could * rwice, I bad made him a Hog. 
Owgh, quoth the Devil, and forth gave a Ferk, 
That a 4 xy Was euere, and eat * the Perk. 


1 Boor. Groats apiece, Groats apiece, Groats apiece, 
There ſweet Sow-Gelder. * 
Enter Prigg and Ferret.“ , 
Prigg. Will ye ſee _ feats of Activity, 
Some light of Hand, Legerdemain? Hcy paſs, 
Preſto, be gone there? 
2 Boor. Sit down, Jugler. 
Prigg. Sirrab, play you your Art well; draw ner Piper: 
Look you, my honeit Friends, you ſee my Hands; 
plain dealing is no Devil: Lend me lome Mony, 
Twelve Pence a piece will ſerve. , 
1, 2 Boor, There, there, | 
Prigg. I thank you, 
Thank ye heartily ; When dall! ye? 
All Boor. Ha, ba, ha, by th M nnen 
Prigg. A merry Night toy: But now III ſhow your 
1 T indeed. (Worſhins 
Hig. Mark him well now, my Maſters. | 
Prige. Here are three Balls, 
Thele Balls ſball be three Bullets, 
One, two, and three: Aſcentibus, malentibus. 
Prefto, be gone: They are vaniſh'd : Fair play „Gentlemen. 
Now che three; like three Bullets, from your three Noſes 
Will I pluck preſently: Fear not, no harm Boys, 
itere, ru faru 6. 
1 Boor. Ob, oh, =: F 
Pri ans ſub jermine fagi. 
1 Now. Ye pull Lat bard; ye pull too vey 
Prigg. Stand fair then: | | 
Silvertram trim- tram. 


3 Boor, Hold, hold, hold. 
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Prigg. Come aloft, Bullets three, with a whi 
Hans ye their Monies 2 b * * 
Hig. Ves, yes. 
1 Boor. G rare Jugler! 
2 Boor. O admirable Jugler! 
Hyigg. One trick more yet; 
Hey, come aloft; ſa, ſa, fim, flum, raralumbic? 
Fait, W cit, N orth „South, now fly like Fack with a bumbi, 
Now all your Mony's gone ; pray ſearch your Pockets, 
x Poor, Humh. 
2 Boor. He. 
bis The Devil a penny 's here! 
This was a rare Trick. 
1 Boor. But twould be a far rarer to reſtore it. 
Prigg. I'll do ye that too; look upon me earneſtly, / 
And move not any ways your Eyes from this Place, 
This Button here? pow, whir, whiſs, ſhake your Pockets, 
' 1 Zoor. By th' Maſs tis here again, Boys. 
Prigg. Reſt ye merry; 
My firſt Trick has paid me. 
All Boor.. Ay, take it, take it, 
And take ſome Drink too. 
Prigg. Not a drop now I thank you; 
Away, we are diſcover'd elſe. [ Exemnt, 


Enter Gerrard like a blind Aqua vitæ Man, oy a 
Boy, ſinging the Song. 


Br ing out your Cony-skins, fair Maids 70 me, 

Aud hold em fair that I may ſee; 
Grey, Black, and Blue : For your falls Shue, 
l give ye Looking-Glaſſes, Pins: 

Aud for your whole Chnys here's ready, ready F100 
Come gentle Jone, do thou begin 
With thy black, black, black Cony-skin. 
And Mary then: and Jane will follow, 
With their Silver bair'd Skins, and their yellow. | 


be white Cony-skin, I will not lay l : 
For though it be faint, "tis fair 10 5 He; | 4 
I be grey, it is warm, but yet for my Mony, 8 an 
Give me the Bonny, bonny black Cony. | 


Come 
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Cine away fair Maids, your Skins will decay - 
Come, and tate Amy, Maids, put your Ware away. 
Cony-skins, Cony-skins, haue ye any Comy-skins, 
I have fine Bracelets, and fine Silver Pins. = 


ham. 


Ger. Buy any Brand Wine, buy any Brand Wine? 
Boy. Have ye any Cony-skins? (Worſhip. 
-2 Boor, My fine Canary Bird, there's a Cake for thy 
1 Boor, Come fill, fill, fill, fill ſuddenly : Let's ſee, Sir, 
What's this? © _.. | 
Ger. A penny, Sir. | 
1 Boor, Fill till't be fix Pence, 
And there's my Pig. 
Boy, This is a Counter, Sir. 
1 Boor. A Counter! ſtay ye, what are theſe then? 
O execrable Jugler ! O damn'd Jugler! 9 
Look in your Hoſe, hoa, this comes of looking forward. 
3 Boor. Devil a Dunkirk! what a Rogue's this Jugler! 
This hey paſs; repaſs, Was repaſt us ſweetly. 
2 Boor. Do ye call theſe Tricks. 
Enter Higgen. 
Hig. Have ye any Ends ot Golfer Silver? (cry Copper. 
2 Boor. This Fellow comes to mock us; Gold or Silver? 
Bor. Ves, my good Friend, eu 
We have een an end of all we have. 
Hig. Tis well, Sir, 
You have the leſs to care for: Gold and Silver. [ Exit. 
Enter Prigg. K 
Prigg. Have ye any old Cloaks to ſell, have ye any old 
Cloaks to ſell? ren 
1 Boor, Cloaks! Look about ye Boys: Mine's gone! 
2 Boor, Am juggle em? 
O they're Preſtoes: Mine's gone too! 
3 Boor. Here's mine yet. "A 
1 Boor. Come, come let's drink then more Brand Wine. 
Boy. Hete, Sir. N (ſtrip him. 
Boor. If &er I catch your Sow- gelder, by this Hand I 
Were ever Fools ſo ferk't? We have two Cloaks yet 
And all our Caps; the Devil take the Flincher. 
All Boor. Yaw, yaw, yaw, yaw. | 
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Enter Hempskirke. 
| Hemp. Good do'n my honeſt Fellows, 
You are merry here I ſee. 
3 Bonr. Lis all we have left, Sir. 
— . What haſt thou? Aqua vita? 
re 
mp. Fill out then; 
Abd 2. theſe honeſt Fellows round. 
wp _ ot __— _ ye. Pp 
Hem y a word in private to ye? 
All 3 Yes, Sir. pri J 
. Hemp. | have a buſineſs for you, honeſt Friends, 
If you dare lend your help, ſhall get you Crowns. 
Ger. Ha! D 
Lead me a little nearer, Boy. 
1 Boor, What is'r, Sir? 
If it be any thing to purchaſe Mony, 
Which is our want, command us. 
Boors. All, all, all Sir. | 
Hemp. Youknow the young ſpruce Merchant in mow” 
2 Boor. Who? Maſter Goſwin ? 
Hemp. That he owes me Mony, 
And here in Town there is no ſtirring of him. 
Ger. Say ye fo? 
Hemp. This day, u * a ſure appointment, 
He meets me a Mile hence, by the Chaſe fide, 
Under the row of Oaks; do you know it? 
All Boor. Yes, Sir. (venture 
Hemp. Give em more Drink: There if you dare but 
When I ſhall give the word to ſeize upon him, 
Here's twenty Pound, | 
2 Beware the Jugſer. 
emp. If he reſiſt, down with him, have no mercy- 
1 Boor. I warrant you, we'll hamper him. "IN 
Hemp. To diſcharge you, 
T Have a Warrant here about me. 
' 3 Boor. Here's our Warrant, 
This carries fire i'th' Tail. 
Hemp. Away with me then, 
The Time draws on, | 
I muſt 
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I muſt remove ſo inſolent a Suitor, . | 
And if he be ſo rich, make him pay Ranſome 

Fer he ſee obs... 1 in. Thus wiſe Men 

Repair the hurts they take by a Diſgrace, 

And plece the Lion's Skin with the Fox's Caſe. © 
Ger. 1 am glad I have heard this ſport yet. (Boys, 
Hemp. There's for thy Drink, come pay the Houſe within 

And loſeno time. 2 | 


Ger. Away with all our haſte too. [ Exenne, 
SCENE IL. 


Enter Goſwin. 


Goſ. No Wind blow fair yet? Noreturn of Monies? 
Letters? Nor any thing to hold my Hopes up? 
Why then 'tis deſtin'd, that I fall, fallmiſcrably ! 
My Credit I was built on, finking with me. | 
Thou boyſtrous North-wind, blowing my Misfortunes, 
And froſting all my hopes to cakes ot Coldneſs; 
Yet ſtay thy Fury; give the gentle South 
et leave to court thoſe Sails that bring me ſafety, 
And you auſpicious Fires, bright Twins in Heav'n, 
Dance on the Shrowds; he blows ſtill ſtubbornly 
And on his boyſtrous Rack rides my fad Ruin; 
There is no help, there can be now no Comfort, 
To Morrow with the Sun-ſet, ſets my Credit. 
Oh Miſery! Thou curſe of Man, thou Plague, 
ln the midſt of all our Strength thou ſtrik'ſt us; | 
My virtuous Love is loſt too: All, what I have been, 
No more hereafter to be ſeen than Shadow; _ 
To Priſon now? Well, yet there's this Hope left me; 
| may fink fairly under this Day's Venture, 45 
And fo to Morrow's croſs d, and all thoſe Curſes: 
Yet manly I'll invite my Fate, baſe Fortune 
Shall never ſay, ſhe has cur my Throat in fear. 
This is the Place his Challenge call'd me to, 
And was a happy one at this time for me, 
For let me fall before my Foe i' th' Field, 
And not at Bar, before my Creditors;. 


us 
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Fas kept his word: Now: Sir,your Sword's Tongue only, 
Loud as you dare; all other Language 
Enter Hemp. 
Hemp. Well Sir, 
Vou ſhall not be lang troubled: Draw. 


| 2 "Tis done Sir, and now have at ye. 
mp. Now. 
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Enter Boors. 
Goſ. Betray'd to Villains! 
Slaves, ye ſhall buy me bravely, 
And thou baſe Coward. | 
Enter Gerrard and Beggars. 
Ger. Now upon em bravely, 
Conjure *em {oundly, Boys. 

Boors. Hold, hold. 

Ger. Lay'on ſtill, ; 

Down with that Gentleman Rogac, Fwinge him to Sirrup 
Retire Sir, and take Breath: ent and take him, 
Take all, tis lawful Prize. 

Boors. 'We yield. 

Ger. Down with *em 
Into the Wood, and rifle em, tew 'em, Fringe" em, : 
Knock me their Brains into their Breeches. {Exe 

Boors. Hold, hold. 

Goſ. What theſe Men are I know not, nor for what cause 
They ſhou'd thus thruſt themſelves into my Laos vo, 
Can I imagine. But ſure Heav'ns Hand was in't! 

Nor why this coward Knave ſhould deal ſo baſely * 
#/ To eat me up with Slaves: But Heav'n 1 thank thee, 
I hope thou haſt referv'd me to an end 
Fit tor thy Creature, and worthy of thine Honour: 
Wou'dall my other Dangers here had ſuffer'd, | 
| With what a joyful Heart ſhou'd I go home then? (renee, 
Where now, Heav'n knows, like him that waits his Sen. 
Or hears his paſſing Bell; but there's my hope ſtill. ; 5 

- Dh Enter Gerrard. * 

er. Bleſſing u ou, Maſter. 

Go. Th * me, | 
For by wy. Troth I rer nothing now to give thee "ad 
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Ger. Indeed I do not ask, Sir, only it grie ves me 
o ſee you look ſo ſadʒ now Goodnels * de Ma, 
From Troublcs' in your Mind. 1b 
Goſ. If I were troubled, 
hat cou'd thy Comfort do? Prithee Clauſe, wen me. 
Ger. Good Maſter be not ma tor ep 
out of true Love to ye. 191 
Goſ. I know thou lov'ſt me, 
Ger. Good Maſter blame that Love then, if I prove 40 : 
To 2 ye why ye are ſad. ( lawey | 
Moſt true, I am ſo, 
And ach a Sadneſs I have got will fink me. 
Ger. Heav'n ſhield it, Sir. | 101 
Goſ. Faith, thou muſt loſe thy Maſter. 
Ger, I had rather loſe my Neck, Sir: Wowd1 . 
Goſ. What wou' d the knowlege do thee good, ſo miſe- 
Thou canſt not help thy ſelf? When Am args: W 
Nor all the Friends [ — 
Ger. You do not know, Sir, 
What I can do: Cures ſometimes, for * Cure, 
Flow, where they leaſt expect em. p46, 5 
Goſ. I know thou wou dſt do, * a 
but farewel Clauſe, and pray for thy poor Maſter. | 
Ger, I will not leave ye. 
Goſ. How? 
Ger. I dare not leave ye, Sir, I muſt not leave ye, 
And till ye beat me dead, I will not leave ye, 
By what ye hold moſt precious, by Heav'ns Goodneſs, 
As your fair Youth may proſper, good Sir, telt:nic: - 
My Mind believes yet ſomething's in "Ib pwr vv 
May caſe you of this Trouble. y 
Goſ. L. will tell thee: _ 
For a hundred thouſand Crowns upon m . 
Taken up of Merchants to ſupply my —_—_— 
The Winds and Weather envying of my Fortune, 
And no Return to help me off, yet ſhewing 
To morrow, Clauſe, to morrow, which muſt come, 
ln Priſon thou ſhalt ſind me poor and broken. 
Ger. I cannot blame your Grief, Sir. 
Goſ. Now, nn 


Ger. 


3 # 


But not for ho 


| "656 * Beggars B06. 


Ger. L ſay you ſhowd not ſhrink, for he that gave ye; 


' Can give you more z his Pow r can bring ye O Sit, 


When Friends and all forſake ye, yet he on. 1 
Goſ. There's all my hope. 
Ger. Hope till, Sir; are you ty'd 


Within the compals of a Day, good Maſter, 


To pay this Mals of Mony? 
Gf: Ev'n to Morrow: | | 
But why do I ſtand mocking of my Miſery? 
Ist not endugh the Floods and Friends forget me? 
Ger. Will no leſs ſerve? 
Goſ, What if it would? 
Ger. Your Patience, 
N e: Tis a great Sum, 
A Sum for mig ghty A 
neſt. Have ye no Friends left ye, 
None that have felt your Bounty! ? Worth this Duty? 
Goſ. Duty? Thou know'ſt it not. 
Ser. It is a Duty, 
And as a Duty, from thoſe Men have felt ye, 
Should be return'd again: I have gain'd by ye, 
A daily Alms theſe ſev'n Years you have ſhowr'd on me, 
be half ſupply your want? 
Why do'it thou fool me? 
Card thou work Miracles? 
Ger. To ſave my Bun 
I can work this. | 
Goſ. Thou wilt makeme angry with the. 
Ger. For doing good af, of 
Goſ. What pore T haſt thou? 
Ger. Enquire no 
So I can doit, to 388 my Maſter jt 
Nay if it be three parts. 
Goſ. O that I had it, 
But Clauſe, talk no more, I feel thy 12 
As thou has felt mine: But alas | 
Ger. Diſtruſt not, 


- *Tis that that — ye: pull up your _ 
Your good, — and your noble Spirit; 
For if the — of ten thouſand People | of 
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Can fave ye, reſt afſur'd. You have forgot, Sir, | 
The good ye did, which was the Pow'r you gave me; 
Ye ſhall now know the King of Beggars Treaſure: 
And let the Winds blow as they liſt, the Seas roar, _ 
Yet, here to morrow you ſhall find your Harbour. 
Here fail me not, for if I live Ill fit ye. | 
Goſ. How fain I wou'd believe thee! 
Ger. If I lye, Maſter, 
Believe no Man hereafter, | 
Goſ. 1 will try thee, 
But he knows, that knows all. 
Ger. Know me to morrow, 
And if I know not how to cure ye, kill me; I FE 
So pals in Peace, my beſt, my worthieſt Maſter: [Exeant* 


SCENE III. 
Euter Hubert, like a Huniſman. 


Hub. Thus have I ſtoln away diſguis'dfrom Hempskirk® 
To try theſe People, for my Heart = tells me | 
Some of theſe Beggars are the Men I look for: 
Appearing like my ſelf, they have no Reaſon, 

Though my Intent is fair, my main End honeſt, © © 
But to avoid me narrowly ;z that Face too, | 
That Womans Face, how near it is! O may it 7 
But prove the ſame, and Fortune how [11 bleſs thee! 
Thus, ſure they cannot know me, or ſuſpect me, 
t to my Habit I but change my Nature; 
As I muſt do; this is the Wood they live in, 
A Place fit for concealment : W here, till Fortune 
Crown me with that I ſeek, I'll live amongſt em. ¶ Exit. 

Enter Higgen, Prigg, Ferret, Ginks and 

the reſt with the Bourse. 

Hig. Come bring em out, for here we ſit in juſtice: 
Give to each one a Cudgel, a good Cudgel: 
and now attend your Sentence. That you are Rogues, 
and miſchievous baſe Raſcals, there's the point now, 


* 


take it, is confeſs'd. 


Prigg. Deny it if you dare, Knaves. 1 | 
N 6:2 Boors. 
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22 are Rogues, Sir. 5 pf | Fo 
g. Lo amplify the matter then, Rogues as ye are, 
And Tamb's 2 5 be e' er we leave ny 
Boors, Yes, Sir. | 
Hig. And to the open handling of our Juſtice, | 
Why did ye this upon the proper Perſon 
Of our good Maſter? Were you drunk when you did it? 
Boors. Yes indeed were we. | 
Prigg. You ſhall be beaten ſober. 
Hig. Was it for Want you undertook it? 
Boors. Yes, Sir. | | 
Hig. You ſhallbe ſwing'd abundantly. 
Prigg. And yet for all that, 
You ſhall be poor Rogues till. 
- Hig. Has not the Gentleman, 
Pray mark this point, Brother Pr:gg, that noble Gentlemar 
Reliey'd ye often, found ye means to live by, 
By imploying ſome at Sea, ſome here, ſome there; 
According to your Callings ? 
Boors. Tis moſt true, Sir. - 


Hig. Is not the Man an honeſt Man ? 

Boors. Ves truly. 5 45 

Hig. A liberal Gentleman? And as ye are true Raſcal 
Tell me but this, have ye not been drunk, and often, 
At his _ | 


Boors. Often, often. 
Hig. There's the point then, 

They have caſt themſelves, Brother Pregg. 

Prigg. A ſhrewd'point, Brother. 
Hig. Brother, proceed you now; the Cauſe is open, 

J am ſomewhat weary. 

Prigg. Can you do theſe things? 

You moſt abominable ſtinking Raſcals, 

You Turnip-eating Rogues. ; | 
Boors. We are truly ſorry. (ly 
Prigg. Knock at your hard Hearts, Rogues, and preſent- 

Give us a ſign you feel Compunction, 

Every Man up with's Cudgel, and on his Neighbour 

Beſtow ſuch Alms, *till we ſhall ſay ſufficient, 

For there your Sentence hes without Partiality ; Cither 
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Either of Head, or Hide, Rogues, without { 
Or we ſhall take the pains to beat you dead elſe : 
You ſhall know your Doom. | 
Hig: One, two, and three, about it. , 
Price. That Fellow in the blue has true Compunction, 
[ Boors beat one another. 
He beats his Fellows bravely, oh, wellſtruck Boys. 
| Enter Gerrard. 
Hig. Up wich that blue Breech, now pla be theDevil. 
So get ye home, Drink ſmall Beer, and be honeſt; 
Call in the Gentleman. 
Ger. Do, bring him preſently, 
His Cauſe I'll hear my felt. 
Enter Hempskirke. 
Hig. Prigg. With all due un a N 
We do reſign, Sir. ei | 
Ger. Now, huffing Sir, what's your Name? 3 
Hemp. What's that to you, Sir? | 
Ger, It ſhall be, cer we part. 
Hemp. My Name is Hempskirke, 
follow the Earl, which you ſhall feel. 
Ger, No threatnin 
For weſhall cool you why didſt thou baſely 
Attempt the Murder of the Merchant Goſwrn 
Hemp. What pow'r haſt thou to ask me? 
Ger. ] will know it, 
Or flay thee till thy Pain diſcover it. 
Hemp. He did me wrong, baſe wrong: 
Ger. That cannot ſave xe. 
Who ſent you hither? And what further Villanies 
5 you in Handꝰ x 
NN Why wou dſt chou r ? What profit, 
[I bad any private Way, cou'd riſe 
Out of my Knowlegez to do thee n 
beſorry for what thou haſt done, and make amends, Fool, 
Ill talk no further to thee, nor theſe Raſcals. - | 
Ger, Tye him to that Tree. | 
Hemp. 1 have told you whom 1 follow. 
Ger. The Devil you ſhou'd do, by your Villanies, - Ba © 
Now he that has the W wring it from him. — 
| ig. 
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Hig. I undertake it: Turn him to the Sun, Boys; 
Give me a fine ſharp Ruſh ;- will ye confeſs yet? (me; 

Hemp. Y ou have robb'd me already, now you'll murder 

Hig. Murder your Noe a little: Does your Head purge, 


To it again, 'twill do ye good. (Sir; 7 
Hemp. Oh, w 
I cannot tell you any thing. 
Ger. Proceed then. (Sir 


Hig. There's Maggots in your Noſe, I'll fetch 'em ou 
Hemp. O my Head breaks. 
Hig. The beſt thing for the Rheum, Sir, 
That falls into your W orſhip's Eyes. 
Hemp. Hold, hold. 
Ger. Speak then, 
Hemp. I know not what. 
Hig. It lies in's Brain yet, 
In lumps it lies, I'll fetch it out the fineſt; 
What pretty Faces the Fool makes? Heigh! 
Hemp. Hold, | 
Hold, and 111 tell ye all; look in my Doublet, 
And there, within the lining in a Paper, 
You ſhall find gl 
Ger. Go fetch that Paper hither, 
And let him looſe for this time. = 
| | Enter Hubert. | 
Hub. Good Ev'n my honeſt Friends. 
, Ger. Good Ev'n good Fellow. 
Hub. May a poor Huntſman, with a merry Heart, 
A Voice ſhall make the Foreſt ring about him, 
Get leaveto live amongſt ye? True as Steel, Boys? 


And with my Quarter-ſtaff, though the Devil bid ſtand, 
Deal ſuchan Alms, ſhall make him roar again? (walks, 
Prick ye the fearful Hare through croſs ways, ſheep- 
And force the crafty Reynard climb the Quickſets 3 
Rouſe ye the lofty Stag, and with my Bell-horn 
Ring him a knell, that all the Wcods ſhall mourn him, 
Till in his Funeral Tears, he fall before me? 

The Polcat, Marterne, and the rich skin'd Lucerne 

I know to Chaſe, the Roc, the Wind —— n 
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[{zrin himſelf, in all his bloody Anger | 
] can beat from the Bay, and the wild Sounder 
Single, and with my arm'd Staff, turn the Boar, 
Spight of his foamy Tuſnes, and thus ſtrike him; 
Till he fall down my Feaſt. 
Ger. A goodly Fellow. 
Hub. What mak'ſt thee here, ba? [ Afde- 
Ger. We accept thy Fellowſhip, | 
Hub. Hempskirke, thou art not right I fear, I fear oY 
Aſide. 
Euter Ferret, with a Letter. 
Fer. Here is the Paper: And as he ſaid we found it. 
Ger. Give me it, I Il make a ſhift yer, old as I am, 
To find your Knavery : Youare ſent here, Sirrah, 
Todiſcover certain Gentlemen, a Spy-knave, 
And if ye find 'em, if not by Perſuaſion 
To bring 'em back, by Poilon to diſpatch em. 
Hub. By Poiſon, ha? 
Ger. Here is another, Hubert; 
What is that Hubert, Sir? 
Hemp. You may perceive there. 
Ger. I may perceivea Villany, and a rank one, 
Was he join' 4 Partner of thy Kinavery ? 


He ahn No honeſt end, wou'd I had had "IP 
Which makes him ſcape ſuch Cut-throats. 
Ger, So it ſeems. 
For here thou art commanded, when that Hubert 
Has done his beſt and worthieſt Service, this way 
To cut his Throat, for here he's ſet down dangerous. 
Hub. This is moſt impious. | 
Ger, Jam glad we have found ye, 
ls not this true? 
Hemp. Ves; what are you the better? 
Ger. You ſhall perceive, Sir, e er you get your Freedom: 
Take him aſide, and, Friend, we take thee to us, 
Into our 0 all G8 "thou dar'ſt be true unto us? 
18. and Obedient too ? | 
As you had bred me. 1 
N 3 Ger. 


1 . 
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Ger.. Then take our Hand : Thou art now a Servant to 
Welcome him all. | (us, 
Hig. Stand off, ſtand off: I'll do it, 
We bid ye welcome three ways; firſt for your Perſon, 
Which is a promiſing Perſon; next for your Quality, 
Which is a decent, and a gentle Quality; 
Laſt for the frequent means you have to feed us, 
You can ſteal *tis to be preſum'd. * 
Hub. Ves, Veniſon, and if you want — 
Hig. Tis well you underſtand right, 
And ſhall practiſe daily: You can drink too? 
Hub. Soundly. 3 edek: 
Hig. And ye dare know a Woman from a Weather- 
Hub. If IJ handle her. 8 
Ger. Now ſwear him. = 
- Hig. I crown thy nab, with a gag of Benbouſe, 
And ſtall thee by the Salmon into the Clows, 
To mand on the Pad, and ſtrike all the hat; 
To Mill from the Ruffmans, and Commiſion and Slates, 
Twang dell's, i' the ſtiromel, and let the ow Gain: 
And Herman Beck ſtrine, and trine to the Richin. | 
Ger. Now interpret this unto him 
Hig. 1 pour on thy Pate a pot of good Ale, 
And by the Rogues o' th' a Rogue thee Inſtal: 
To beg on the way, to rob all thou meets; 
To ſteal from the Hedge, both the Shirt and the Sheets: 
And lie with thy Wench in the Straw till ſhe twang, 
Let the Conſtable, Juſtice, and Devil go hang. 
Hig. You are welcome, Brother. | 
All. Welcome, welcome, welcome; but who ſhall have 
Of this Fellow? (the keeping 
Hub. Sir, if you dare but truſt me.; 
For if I have kept wild Dogs and Beaſts for wonder, 
And made em tame too: Give into my Cuſtody 
Ibis roaring Raſcal, I ſhall hamper him, 
With all his Knacks and Knaverics, and ] fear me 
Diſcover yet a further Villany in him; wn 
O he ſmells rank o'th' Raſcal. © © 
Ser. Take him to thee, 
But if he ſcape 
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Hub. Let me be ev'n hang'd for him, 
Come Sir, I'll tye ye to the leaſh. 

Hemp. Away, Raſcal. | 

Hub. Be not ſo ſtubborn: I ſhall ſwinge ye ſoundly, 
And ye play tricks with me. 

Ger. So, now come in, : 

But ever have an eye, Sir, to your Priſoner. (me. 
Hub. He muſt blind both mine Eyes, if he get from 
Ger. Go get ſome Victuals, and ſome Drink, ſome good 

For this day we'll keep holy to good Fortune, (Drink; 

Come, and be frolick with us. . N 
Hig. You are a Stranger, Brother, I pray lead. 

You muſt, you muſt, Brother. | Treu. 


SCENE IV. 
Enter Goſwin and Gertrude. 


Gert. Indeed you're welcome: I have heard your ſcape, 
And therefore give her leave, that only loves you, 
Truly and dearly loves you, give her Joy leave 
To bid you welcome : What is't makes you ſad, Man? 
Why do you look fo wild? Igt I offend you? 
Beſhrew my Heart, not willingly: 
Goſ. No, Gertrude. 6: | 
Gert. Is't the delay ſof that you long have look'd for, 
A happy Marriage? Now I come to urge it. f 
Now when you pleaſe to finiſh it? 
Goſ. No News yet? 
Cert. Do you hear, Sir? 
Goſ. Yes. 
Gert. Do you love me? 
Gof. Have I liv'd | n 
In all the happineſs Fortune could ſeat me, 
In all Mens fair Opinions? 
Gert. I have provided 
APrieſt, that's ready for us. 
Goſ. And can the Devil, 
In one ten Days, that Devil Chance devour me? 
Gert. We'll fly to what Place you pleaſe. 
| N 
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Goſ. No Star proſperous ! 
All at a ſwoop? 
Gert. You do not love me, Goſwin ? 
You will not look upon me? 
Goſ. Can Mens Prayers, | 
Shot up to Heav'n with ſuch a Zeal as mine are, 
Fall back like lazy Miſts, and never proſper ? 
Jives I muſt wear, and cold muſt be my Comfort; 
Darkneſs, and want of Meat; alas ſhe weeps too, 
Which is the top of all my Sorrows, Gertrude. 
Gert. No, no, you will not know me; my poor Beauty, 
Which has been worth your Eyes. 
Gaſ. The Time grows on ſtill; 
And like a tumbling Wave, I ſce my Ruin 
Come rowling over me. 
Gert. Vet will ye know me? 
Goſ. For a hundred thquſand Crowns. 
Gert. Yet will ye love me? 
Tell me but how | have deſerv'd your ſlighting? 
Goſ. For a hundred thouſand Crowns? 
Gert. Farewel Diſſembler. (me! 
Goſ. Of which I have ſcarce ten: O how it {tarts 
Gert. And may the next you love, hearing my Ruin, 
G.. Thad forgot my ſelf, O my beſt Gertrude, 
Crown of my Joys and Comforts. 
Gert. Sweet, what ails ye? 
thought you had been vext with me. 
Goſ. My Mind, Wench, 
My Mind o'erflow'd with Sorrow, ſunk my. Memory, 
Gert. Am I not worthy of the Knowlege of it? 
And cannot I as well affect your Sorrows, : 
As your Delights? You love no other Woman? 
Goſ. No, I proteſt, 
Cert. You have no Ships loſt lately? 
G. None, that I know of. 
Cert. I hope you have ſpilt no Blood, whoſe Innocence 
May lay this on your Conſcience. 
Goſ. Clear, by Heav'n. 
Gert. Why ſhould you be thus then? 
G9. Good Gertrude ask not. 1 
"sf CIS v'n 
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Ev'n by the Love you bear me. 
Gert. J am obedient. 
Goſ. Go in, my fair, I will not be long from ye, 

Nor long | fear me with thee. At my Return 

Diſpoſe me as you pleaſe. 
Gert. The good Gods guide ye. [ Exit, 
Goſ. Now for my ſelf, which is the leaſt I hope for, 

And when that fails, for Mans worſt Fortune, Pity. [Exie. 


— TY — 
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ACT. HN. SGCENE IL 


Enter Goſwin, and fur Merchants. 


G0, WHY Gentlemen, tis but a Week more, I in- 
treat you 

But ſeven ſhort Days, I am not running from ye; 

Nor, if you give me Patience, is it poſſible 

All my Adventures fail; you have Ships abroad 

Endure the beating both of Wind and Weather: 

I am ſure *rwould vex your Hearts, to be proteſted; 

Ye are all fair Merchants. | | 
1 Mer, Yes, and muſt have fair play, 

There is no living here elſe; one hour's failing 

Fails us of all our Friends, of all our Credits: 

For my part, I would ſtay, but my wants tell me, 

| muſt wrong others in't. | | 

Goſ. No mercy in ye! „ 

2 Mer. "Tis fooliſh to depend on others Mercy: 
Keep your ſelf right, and even cut your Cloth, Sir, 
According to your calling ; you have liv'd here 
In Lord-like Prodigality, high, and open, 

And now ye find what *tis: The lib'ral ſpending 

The Summer of your Youth, which you ſhou'd glean in, 
And like the labouring Ant, make uſe and gain of, 
Has brought this bitter, ſtormy Winter on ye, 
And now you cry. | 

3 Mer. Alas, before your Poverty, 

We were no Men, of no Mark, no Endeavour; 


6 


You 
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You ſtood alone, took up all Trade, all Buſineſs 
Running through your Hands, ſcarce a Sail at Sea, 
But loaden with your Goods: We poor weak Pedlers ; 
When by your leave, and much intreaty to it, 
We cou'd have ſtowage for a little Cloth, | 
Or a few Wines, put off, and thank your Worſhip. 
Lord, how the World's chang'd with ye? Now hope, 
We ſhall have Sea-room. in 
Go.. Is my Miſery 
Become my Scorn too! Have ye no Humanity? 
No part of Men left? Are all the Bounties in me 
To you, and to the Town, turn'd my Reproaches ? 
4 Mer. Well, get your Monies ready: *Tis but two 
We ſhall proteſt ye elſe, and ſuddenly. (hours; 
Su. But two Days. 2 
1 Mer. Not an Hour, ye know the hazard. [| Exenn!, 
Go. How ſoon my light's put out! Hard-hearted Bruze:! 
Withinthy Walls may never honeſt Merchant 
Venture his Fortunes more: O my poor Wench too. 
| Enter Gerrard. 
Ger. Good Fortune, Maſter. 
Goſ. Thou miſtak'ſt me, Clavſe, 
am not worth thy Bleſſing. 
Ger. Still a ſad Man! 
Enter Higgen and Prigg, lik: Porters. 
No belicf, gentle Maſter ? Come bring it in then, 
And now believe your Beadſman. © 
Goſ. Is this certain? 5 
Or doſt thou work upon my troubled Senſe? 
Ger. Tis Gold, Sir, 
Take it and try it. 
60. Certainly 'tis Treaſure; 
Can there be yet this Bleſſing? 
Ger. Ceaſe your wonder, | 
You ſhall not ſink for ne'er a ſowſt Flap-dragon, 
For ne'cr a pickl'd Pilcher of em all, Sir. 
Tis there, your full Sum, a hundred thouſand Crowns: 
And good {ſweet Maſter, now be merry; pay em, 
Pay the poor pelting Knaves, that know no Goodnels: 


And chear your Heart up handſomely. ay o 
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Goſ. Good Clauſe, 7.4 At 
How cam'ſt thou by this mighty Sum? if naughtily,  . . 
| muſt not take it of thee, twill undo me. moth 
Ger. Fear not, you have it by as honeſt means 
As though your Father gave it. Sir, you know not 
To what a Maſs, the little we get daily, 
Mounts in ſeven Vears; we beg it for Heav nd Chaiity, 
And to the ſame good we are bound to render it. 
Goſ. What great Security? 
Ger. Away with that, Sir, 5 
Were not ye more than all the Men in Bruges ; 
And all the Mony in my Thoughts 
Goſ. But good Clauſe, © 


| may dye preſently. 
Ger. Then this dies with ye: | 
Pay when you can, Maſter, T1! no Parchments, 


Only this Charity I ſhall entreat you, 
Leave me this Ring. 
Goſ. Alas, it is too poor, Clauſe. 
Ger. *Tis all I ask, and this withal, that when 
I ſhall deliver this back, you ſhall grant me 
Freely one poor Petition. | | 1 
Goſ. There, I confirm it, Gives the Ring.” 
And may my Faith forſake me when I ſhun it. 
Ger. Away, your Time draws on. Take up the Mony, 
And follow this young Gentleman, 
Goſ. Farewel Clauſe: | 
And may thy honeſt Memory live tor ever. ww 
Ger. Heav*n bleſs you, and ftill keep you; fargwel, - 


7 


Maſter. | [| Exeunt. 
S SN E II.. a 
Euter Hubert. A... 
Hub. Thavelock'd my Youthup cloſe enough for gad- 
In an old Tree, and ſer watch over him. (ding 
Enter Jaculin. 


Now for my Love for fure this Wench muſt be ſle, 
dhe follows me; Come hither, pretty inc be. 
Fac. No, no, you'll kils. | E 
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Hub. So I will. 
Fac, Y'ded law? 
How will ye kiſs me, pray you ? ; 
Hub. Thus, ſoft as my Love's Lips. 
Fac. Oh! | 
Hub. What's your Father's Name? 
Fac. He's gone to Heav'n. 
Hub. Is it not Gerrard, Sweet? 
Fac. Vl ſtay no longer; 
My Mother's an old Woman, and my Brother 
Was drown'd at Sea, with catching Cockles. O Love! 
O how my Heart melts in me: How thou fir'ſt me! 
Hub. I is certain ſhe pray let me ſee your Hand, Sweet? 
Fac. No, no, you'll bite it. | 
Hub. Sure I ſhould know that Gymmal / 
Fac, *Tis certain he : I had forgot my Ring too. 
O Hubert! Hubert! | 
Hub. Ha! methought ſhe nam'd me 
Do you know me, Chick? | 
Fac. No indeed, I never ſaw ye; 
But methinks you kiſs finely. p 1 
Hub. Kiſs again then. 
By Heav'n tis ſhe. 
Fac. O what a Joy he brings me! 
Hub. You are not Minche? 
Fac. Yes, pretty Gentleman, | 
And I muſt be marry'd to morrow to a Capper. 
Hub. Muſt ye, my Sweet, and does the Capper love ye? 
Fac. Les, yes, he'll give me Pie, and look in mine Eyes 
*Tis he: Tis my dear Love: O bleſt Fortune. (thus. 
Hub. How fain ſhe would conceal her ſelf, yet ſhew it! 
Will you love me, and leave that Man? I'll ſerve. 
Fac. O I ſhall loſe my ſelf! 
Hub. I'll wait upon you, 
And make you dainty Noſegays. 
Fac. And where will you ſtick 'em? 
Hub. Here in thy Boſom, Sweet, and make a Crown of 
For your fair Head. We lies 
Fac. And will you love me deed-law ? i 
Hub. With all my Heart. 5 
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Fac, Call me to morrow then, 
And we'll have brave cheer, and go to Church together: 
Give you good Ey'n, Sir. | 

Hub. But one word, fair Minc be. 

Fac, I muſt be gone a Milking. 

Hub. Ye ſhall preſently, 
Did you never hear of a young Maid called Faculin? 

Fac, I am diſcover'd ; hark in your Ear, I'll tell ye: 
You muſt not know me, kiſs and be conſtant ever. 

Hub. Heav'n curſe me elſe tis ſhe, and now Iam certain 
They are all here. Now for my other Project. [ Excuur. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Goſwin, four Merchants, Higgen, and Prigg, 


1 Mer. Nay, if *twould do you courteſic. 

Goſ. None at all, Sir : 
Take it, 'tis yours, there's your ten thouſand for ye, 
Give in my Bills. Your ſixteen. ö 

3 Mer. Pray be pleas'd, Sir, | 
To make a further uſe. 

Goſ. No. 

3 Mer. What I have, Sir, be. 

You may command; pray let me be your Servant. 

Goſ. Put your Hats on: Icare not tor your courteſies, 
They are moſt untimely done, and no truth in em. 

2 Mer. I have a fraught of Pepper. 

Goſ. Rot your Pepper, 

Shall I truſt you again? There's your ſeven thouſand. 
4 Mer. Or if you want fine Sugar, tis bur ſending. 
G. No, I can ſend to Barbary, thoſe People 

That never yet new Faith, have nobler freedoms: 

Theſe carry to Yanlock, and take my Bills in, 

To Peter Zuten theſe: Bring back my Jewcls. 

Why are theſe Pieces? 

Enter Sailor. 

Sail. Health to the noble Merchant, 

The Suſan is return lc. 

Geſ. Well? 
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Sail. Well, and rich, Sir, 
And now put in. 
Go. Heav'n, thou haſt heard wy Pray'rs. 
Sail. The brave Releccab too, bound from the Seraits, 
With the next Tide is ready to put after. | 
Goſ. What News o'th' bly-boat? 
Sail. If this Wind hold till Midni 
She will be here, and wealthy, 'ſcap' Fi fairly. 
Goſ. How, prithee, Sailor? 
Sayl. Thus, Sir; ſhe had fight, - 
Sevin hours together, with fix Turkiſh Gallies, | 
And ſhe fought bravely ; but at length was boarded 
And overlaid with Strength: When preſently 
Comes boring up the wind Captain Yammoke, 
That yaliant Gentleman you redeem'd from Priſon; 
He knew the Boat, ſet in, and fought it bravely: 
| Beat all the Gallies off, ſunk” three, redeem'd her, 
And as a Service to ye ſent her home, Sir. 
Gof. An honeſt noble Captain, and a thankful; (Sailor: 
There's for thy News: Godrink the Merchant? s Health, 
Sail. I thank your Bounty, and I'll do it to a Doit, Sir, 
Exit Sailor. 
1 Mer. What Miracles are pour'd upon this Fellow! 
Goſ. This here, hope, my Friends, Lihall [cape Priſon, 
For all your cares to catch me. 
2 Mer. You may pleaſe, Sir, 
To think of your poor Servants in Diſpleaſure, 
| Whoſe all they have, Goods, Monies, are at your Service 
Goſ. ] thank you, 
When 1 have need of you 1 ſhall forget you: 
You are paid, 1 hope. | 
Al. We joy in your good Fortunes. 
Enter Vandunck. ( home 
Vand. Come; Sir, come take your eaſe, you mult go 
With me, yonder is one weers and how'ls. 
G0. Alas how does ſhe? . 
Land. She will be better ſoon, 1 hope. 238 
Goſ. Why ſoon; Sir? (Night 
Vand. Why when you have her 1 in your Aris, this 
My Boy, ſhe is thy Wife. 07 
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G0. With all my Heart I take her. | 
Vand. We have Sacre, þ all thy Friends will be there, 
And all my Rooms ſhall ſmoak to ſee the Revel ; 
Thou haſt been wrong'd, and no more ſhall my Service 
Wait on the Knave ber Uncle. I have heard all, 
All his Baits for my Boy, but thou ſhalt have her; 
Haſt thou diſpatch d thy Buſineſs? 
Goſ. Moſt. 
Vand. By the Maſs, Boy, 
Thou cumbleſt now 1n Wealth, and I Joy in it, 
Thou art the beſt Boy that Bruges ever nouriſh'd. 
Thou haſt been ſad, I'll cheer thee up with Sack, 
And when thou art luſty P11 fling thee to = Miſtreſs 
She'll hug thee, Sirrah. 
G. 1 long to ſee it, | 
| had forgot you: There's for you, my Friends: 
You had but heavy burthens; commend my Love 
To my beſt Love, all the Love I have | 
To honeſt Clauſe, ſhortly I will thank him better. [Exit. 
Hig. By the Maſs a Royal Merchant, 
Gold by the handful, here will be ſport ſoon, Prigg. | 
Prigg, It partly ſeems ſo, and here will 1 ay in a trice. 
— apace, we are look'd for- bt | 
Prigg. Oh theſe bak'd Meats, Pts 1 5. 
Methinks I ſmell them hither. 


Hig. Thy Mouth Waters. 31 [Exeun. 
SCEN E IV. Bi 
Enter Hubert and Hemskirk. _ 


ED | muſt not. Pro? 
Hemp. Why? tis in n thy power to do it, and i in mine 
To reward thee to thy Wiſhes. 

Hub, I dare not, nor I will not. 

Hemp. Gentle-Huntſman, | 
Though thou haſt kept me hard: Med in thy Duty, 
Which is requir d to do it, th aſt us d me 3 
can forgive thee freely. 


Hub. You the Earl's Serrant? 5 1 a 
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Hemp. I ſwear Tam near as his own Thoughts to him; 


Able to do thee —— 

Hub. Come, come, leave your prating. 

Hemp. If thou dar'ſt but try. 8 

Hub. I thank you heartily, you will be 
The firſt Man that will hang me, a ſweet Recompence; 
I cou'd do, but I do not ſay Iwill, 
To any honeſt Fellow that wou'd think ont, 
And be a Benefactor. 

Hemp. If it be not recompenc'd, and as thy own deſires, 
If within theſe ten days 1 do not make thee * 

Jn What, a falſe Knave ! 

Prithee, prithee conceive me rightly, an thin 

Of Profi or of Place that may 3 ; , x | 

Hub. Why what a Gooſecap wou'dſt thou make 10 | 
Do not I know that Men in Miſery will promiſe 
Any thing, more than their Lives can reach at? "I 

Hemp. Believe me, Huntſman, [ 
There ſhall not one ſhort Syllable l 
That comes from me, paſs Fltiazat $3.56 
Without its full Performance. | hi 

Hub. Say you ſo; Sir? | 
Have ye e'cr a good Place for my Quality? 

Hemp. A thouſand Chaſes, Foreſts, Parks: Tun tene 
Chief Ranger over all the Games. 

Hub. When? 10 

Hemp. Preſently. ta ( too. 

Hub. This may provoke me: And yet to prove a Knave 

Hemp. Tis to prove honeſt: Tis to do good Service, 
Service for him thou art ſworn to, for thy Prince, 
Then for thy ſelf that good; what Fool would live here, 
Poor, and in Miſery, ſubject to all Dangers, | | 
Law, and lewd People, can inflict, when bravely 
And to himſelf he may be Law and Credit? 

Hub. Shall I believe thee? 

Hemp. As that thou holdſt moſt holy. 

Hub. Ve may play Tricks. 

Hemp. Then let me never live more. 

Hub. Then you ſhall ſee, Sir, 1 will 9 5 Service 


That ſhall deſerve indee. 
( A. 
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I; Hemp. Tis well ſaid, Huntſman, 
And thou ſhalt be well thought of (meer nothing, 
Hub. Iwill do it: Tis not your ſetting free, for that's 
But ſuch a Service, if the Earl be noble, 8 
He ſhall for ever love me. f ww.) 
Hemp. What is't, Huntſman? 8% 1 4 
Hub. Do you know any of theſe People live here? 
Hemp. No. 54 N 
Hub. You are a Fool then: Here be thoſe, to have dem, 
; WH | know the Earl fo well, would make him caper. 
Hemp. Any of the old Lords that rebel'd ? 
Hub. Peace, all, 4 
| Wl know 'em ev'ry one, and can betray em. 
Hemp. But wilt thou do this Service? 
Hub. If you'll keep vie | 
Your Faith, and free word to me. 
Hemp. Wilt thou ſwear me? MATTE 
Hub. No, no, I will believe ye: More than that too, 
Here's the right Heir. 2 . 
Hemp. O honeſt, honeſt Huntſman! dei 
Hub. Now, how to get theſe Gallants, there's the mat- 
You will be conſtant, tis no work for me elſe, 
Hemp. Will the Sun ſhine again? | 
Hub. The way to get em. 
Hemp. Propound it, and-it ſhall be done. 
Hub. No Slights : - _ ' 
For they are deviliſh crafty, it concerns em: | 
Nor Reconcilement, for they dare not truſt neither, 
Muſt do this trick. | To TRY 
Hemp. By Force? 
Hub. Ay, that muſt do it. YO 1 
lud with the Perſon of the Earl himſelf, _ 
Authority, and mighty, muſt come on em: 
Or elſe in vain: And thus I would have ye do it. Cem, 
To Morrow Night be here: A hundred Men will bear 
(50 he be there, for he's both wiſe and valiant, | 
And with his Terror will ftrike dead their Forces) 
The hour be Twelve a Clock, now for a Guide 
To draw ye without danger on theſe Perſons, 
The Woods being thick, and hard to hit, my ſelf 
Vor. II. wht + FLY With 
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With ſome few with me, made unto our purpoſe, 
Beyond the Wood, upon the Plain, will wir ye 
By the great Oak. | 
Hemp. 1 know it: Keep thy Faith, Hundinany | | 
And ſuch a ſhow'r of Wealth oY 
Hub. I warrant | _— 
Miſs nothing that Re Fork gg 0 
Hemp. No. * 
Hub. Farewel; 00 
You have your Liberty, now uſe it wiſely: 2 
And keep your hour, go loſer about the Wood ther 


* 
* % 4 


* 
If 


For fear the 41 * you. 
Hemp. 2 a 
Hub. And bing no noiſe with ye. 


Hemp. All ſhall be done to th purpoſe: Farewel Hive 
may.” - + - [ Exem, 
Enter Gerrard ,Higgen, Pri Pri g, Ginks, Sniip, ind Fore. 
Ger. Now, what's the News in 'Town ian? 
Ginks, No News, but joy, Sir; 

Every Man wooing of the noble Merchant, ) 4a" 

Who has his h Commendations to ye. | 
Fer. Ves this is News, this Night he's ro be martied 
Ginks, By th' Maſs that's true, he marrics Þ remain 

The 2 black-cy'd Bell. {Dayghic, 

Hig. 1 would my Clapper + 

Hung in his Baldrick, ah what a Peal could ] ring? 
Ger. Marry'd? 

Ginks. Tis very true, Sir, 0 the Pies, 

The piping-hot Mincepies ! 
Prigg. O the Plum-pottage ! (Limb, Boys, 
Hig. For one Leg of a Gooſe now would I venture 4 

I love a fat Gooſe, as I love Allegiance, *' 

And — upon the Boors, too well * know ity 

And therefore ſtarve their Poultry. 

Ger. To be married 

To Vandunt᷑ u Daughter? 

His. O this precious Merchant: 

What ſport he will have? But hark you, Brocher b. 

Shall we do nothing in the foreſaid Wedding? 

There's Mony to be got, and Meat, I rake it, 


What think ye of a Moriſe? xt. 
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Prig. No, by no means, ' n 
That goes no further than the Street, there leaves us, 
Now we muſt think of ſomething that muſt draw us 
Into the Bowels of it, into th Butter, 

Into the Kitchin, into the Cellar, ſomethi 

That that old drunken Burgo- maſter loves, 

What think ye of a Waſſel of We: | 

Hig. I think worthily. * 

Prig. And very fit it ſhould be, thou, and Ferrer, 
And Ginte to ſing the Song: I for the Structure, 
Which is the BWI. 

Hig. Which muſt be up- ſey Engliſh, © © 
Strong, luſty London Beer; Lev unk more of it. 

Ger. He muſt not marry. 2 

| | Enter Hubert. 
Hub. By your leave in private, n 
One bald; Sir, with ye; Gerrard: Do not ſtart me; 
now ye, and he knows ye, that beſt loves 4 ; 
Hubert (peaks to ye, and you muſt be Gerrard. 

The time invites you to it. 

Ger. Make no ſhow then, 
am glad to ſee ye, Sir; and I am Gerrard. 
How ftand Affairs? e | 

Hub. Fair, if ye dare now follow. 
Hempskirke 1 have let go, and theſe my cauſes, © 
Ill tell ye privately, and how I have wrought him, 
* = to prove me honeſt to my mY 7 n 
ook upon theſe Directions, you have ſeen his. 

Hig. Then will I ſpeak a Speech, and a brave Speech 
5s praiſe of Merchants; where's the Ape? 

4 Prig. - Take him, E | 
A gowty Bear- ward ſtole him the other Day. 
Hig. May his Bears worry him, that Ape had paid it, 
What dainty tricks? . O that burſen Bear-ward: 
lnhis French Doublet, with his bliſter'd Bullions, 
Ina long ſtock ty'd up; O how daintily 
| Wou'd I have made him wait, and ſhifta Trencher, 
* Cary a Cup.of Wine? ten thouſand Stinks 
at on thy mangy hide, thou lowzy Bear- ward, . 
Ger. 'Tis paſſing well, 1 — joy 2 
2 An 


g 
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And will be ready: Keep you here the mean while, 
And keep in, I muſt a while forſake ye. | 
Upon mine Anger no Man ſtir, this two hours. 

Hig. Not to the Wedding, Sir? 

Ger. Not any whither. 

Hig.The Wedding muſt be ſeen, Sir; we want Meat too. 
We are horrible out of Meat. 

Prig. Shall it be ſpoken, 
Fat Capons ſhak'd their Tails at's in Defiance ? 
And Turkey Tombs ſuch honourable Monuments, 


Shall Piggs, Sir, that the Parſon's ſelf would envy, 
And dainty Ducks 


Ger. Not a word more, obey me. [Exit Ger. 


Hig. W hy then come doleful Death, this is flat Tyranny, 
And by this Hand 

Hub. What? 0 

Hig. I'll: go ſleep upon't. Exit Hig, 

Prig. Nay, and there be a Wedding, and we wanting, 
Fare wel our happy Days: We do obey, Sir, | Exeum. 


7 


Enter two young Merchants. 


1 Mer. Well met, Sir, you are for this luſty Wedding, 
2 Mer. I am ſo, fo are you, I take it. 
1 Mer. Yes, | | 
And it much glads me, that to do him ſervice 
Whois the honour of our Trade, and Luſtre, 
We meet thus happily. 
2 Mer. He's a noble Fellow, | 
And well becomes a Bride of ſuch a Beauty. + 
1 Mer. She is paſſing flir indeed; long may their Loves 
Continue like their Youths, in ſpring of Sweetnels, 
All the young Merchants will be here 
No doubt on't, 1 
For he that comes not to attend this Wedding, 
The curſe of a moſt blind one fall upon him, 
A loud Wife, and a lazy. Here's Vanlocł. 
Euter Vanlock and Frances. 
Van. Well overtaken Gentlemen: Save ye. 


1 Mer. 
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1 Mer. The ſame to you, Sir; ſave ye fair Miſtreſs Frances, 
[ would this happy Night might make you bluſh too. 

Vanl. She dreams apace. 

Fran. That's but a drowſie Fortune. 

2 Mer. Nay take us with ye too; we come to that end, 
am ſure ye are for the Wedding. 

Vanl. Hand and Heart, Man: 

And what their Feet can do, I cou d have tript it 
Before this worſon Gout. 
Enter Clauſe. 

Cla. Bleſs ye Maſters. (Mafter, 
Yanl. Clauſe ? how now Clauſe? thou art come to ſee thy 
And a good Maſter he is to all poor People, | 
In all his Joy, tis honeſtly done of thee. 

da. Long may he live, Sir, but my buſineſs now is 
Hyou wou'd pleaſe to do it, and to him too. 
| Enter Goſwin. 

5 Vanl. He's here himſelf. 
4 Grſ. Stand at the Door, my Friends? 
| pray walk in: Welcome fair Miſtreſs France, 
Sc what the Houſe affords, there's a young Lady 
Will bid you welcome. 
Yanl. We joy your Happineſs. [Exeunt. 
Goſ. I hope it will be 25 Clauſe, nobly welcome, 
„ us bene, ih my beſt Friend, I have been careful 
To ſee thy Monies 
Ca. Sir, that brought not me, 
Do you know this Rin 4 
Goſ. Thou hadſt it of me. 
Ca. And do you well remember yet, the boon you 
Upon the oy of this? | (gave me 
Y I c it, 
"Wi 1 it will: 5k what thou canſt, PU do it; 
Within my powr. | 

Cla. Ye are not married yet? 

da. Faith I ſhall ask you that that will difturb ye, 
But I muſt put ye to your Promiſe. 

G0/. Do, a 


And if faint and flinch int | 
O 3 Ca 
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Cla. Well ſaid Maſter, 
And Gf it prieves me too: And yet it muſt be: 


Prethee diftruſtme rior. 
You muſt not marry, 
That s part of the peut r you gave me; which to makeyy, 
"oy _ preſently d 4 15 and follow me. 
Not marry, Clauſe * 
Ol. Not if you keep * Promiſe, 
And give me pow'r to as 
Goſ. Pre'thee think better, 
I will obey, by Heav'n. | 
Cla. T have thought the beſt, Sir. 

Goſ. Give me th Real, do'lt thou fear her Honeſty? 
82. Chaſte as 2 lee, for any thing I know, Sir. 
G.. Why ſhould'ſt thou light on that then? to what 
Cla, 1 muſt not now diſcover. - (purpole? 
Goſ. Muſt not marry ? 

Shall I break now when my poor Heart is pawn'd? 
When all the Preparation? 
Cla. Now or never. (fright me. 
Goſ.. Come, tis not that thou wouldft: ny, '{tbu 
Cla. Upon my Soul it is, Sir, and I bind ye. 
Gl Clauſe, can'it thou be ſo cruel? 
You may break, Sir, 
But never more in my Thoughts appear honeſt. 
Goſ. Didſt ever ſee her? 
2 No. 5 
She is ſuch a thing, 
O 2 auſe, ſhe is ſuch a Wonder, ſuch a Mi irror, 
For Beauty, and fair Virtue, Europe has not. 
Why haft thou made me happy, to undo me? 
But look upon her; then if thy Heart relent not, 
I'll quit I preſently ; Who waits there? 
Ser. [within] Sir. 
Goſ. Bid my fair Lovecome hither and the Compayſ: WI p. 


Prethee be good unto me; take a Man's Heart [] 

And look upon her truly: Take a Friend's Heart 

And feel w at Miſery muſt follow this, 2 
Cla. Take you a noble Heart and keep your Promiſe; WW 1 

I forſopk all I bad, to make you happy. 


ute 
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Enter Gertrude, Vandunk, 4nd tbe Merchants. 
an that thing, call'd a Woman, ſtop your Goodneſs? 
Goſ. Look there ſhe is, deal with meas thou wilt now, 
Did'it ever ſee a fairer? 1 

Ca. She is molt goodly. 

Goſ. Pray ye ſtand ſtill. 

Gert. W hat ails my Love ? 

G Didft thou ever, 
By the fair light of Heav'n, behold a ſweerer ? 
O that thou knew'ſt but Love, or ever felt him, 
Look well, look narrowly upon her Beauties. | 
1 Mer. Sure h'as ſome ſtrange deſign in hand, he ſtarts ſo. 


(> up, 


 % 


ty? 2 Aer. This Beggar has a ſtrong Pow r over his Pleaſure. 
| G'ſ. View all her Body. 

that Ca. Tis exact and excellent. | | 

le? Go.. Is ſhe a thing then to be loft thus lightly ? 


Her Mind is ten times ſweeter, ten times nobler, 
And but to hear her ſpeak, a Paradiſe 5; 
And ſuch a Love ſhe bears to me, a chaſte Loe, 
A virtuous, fair, and fruitful Love : *Tis now tog 
bu WF lam ready to enjoy it; the Prieſt ready, Cauſe, 
| To ſay the Holy Words ſhall make us happy; 
This is a Cruelty beyond Man's Study, 
All theſe are ready, all our 7 oys are rcady, 
And all the Expectation of our Friends, ; 
will be her Death to do it. | 
da. Let her dye then. | 
Goſ. Thou canſt not: Tis impoſſible, IN 
Ca. It muſt be. (Clauſe, 
Gg, Twill kill me too, *twill murder me; by Heav'n, 
I give thee half I have; come thou ſhalt fave me.  . 
Ca. Then you muſtgo with me; I can ſtay no longer, 
If ye be true and noble. | 
T 3 fe __ Heart, I'll _ 4 = | 
| ray ye all goin again, and pray be merry, - 
have a ve baſineß, . Cloak there, 
Enter Servant, with a Cloak. 
WH Concerns my Life and State, (make no Enquiry) 
This preſent hour befaln me: With the ſooneſt | 


; mall be here again: Nay . wk Ys is Aud 
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And take them with you, tis but a Night loſt, Gentemen. 
and. Come, come in, we will not loſe our Meat yet, 
Nor our good Mirth, he cannot ſtay long from her, 
I am ſure of that. 4. * n 
Goſ. 1 will not ſtay; believe, Sir. ak 
Gertrude, a word with you. | 
Gert. Why is this ſtop, Sir? 
Goſ. I have no more time left me, but to kiſs thee, 
And tell thee this, Iam ever thine : Farewel Wench. | Ex. 
Gert. And is that all your Ceremony?{ls this a Wedding? 
Are al Imy Hopes and Prayers turn'd to nothing? | 
Well, I will ay no more, nor ſigh, nor ſorrow 
Till to thy Face I prove thee falſe. Ah me ! ¶ Ext. 


ACT! v. SEEN. EI 
| Enter Gertrude, and a Boor. (make 


Gert. I Ead, if thou thinkſt we are right: why doſt thou 
Theſe often ſtands? thou ſaidſt thou knewſt the 
Way. | (ward. 
Boor. Fear nothing, I do know it: Would twere home- 
Gert. Wrought * me by a Beggar? at the time 
That moſt ſhou'd tye him? *tis ſome other Love 
That hath a more command on his Affections, 
And he that fetcht him, a diſguiſed Agent, 
Not what he perſonated; for his Faſhion 
Was more familiar with him, and more pow'rful 
Than one that ask'd an Alms: I muſt find out 
One, if not both: Kind Darkneſs be my ſhrowd, 
And cover Love's too curious ſearch in me, 
For yet, Suſpicion, I wou'd not name thee. 
Boor. Miſtreſs, it grows ſome what pretty and dark. 
Gert. What then? eee, 
Boor. Nay, nothing; do not think I am afraid, 
Although perhaps you are. Fe 
Ger?, I am not: Forward. 4 : 
Boor. Sure but you are? give me your Hand, fear nothing: 
There's one Leg in the Wood, do not pull me backward: 
What a ſweat one ons are in, you or I? 


Pray God it do not prove the Plague; yet ſure | i | 


— 


en. 


et, 


5 ©” CD fo Ob 
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t runs out at my Knees, X 

Gert. What ails the Fellow? _. 9 

Boor. Hark, hark, I beſeech you, 

Do you hear nothing? 

Gert. No. 

Boor. Liſt: A wild Hog, 
He grunts: now 'tis a Bear: this Wood is full of em, 
And now, a Wolf, Miſtreſs, a Wolf, a Wolf, 
t is the howling of a Wolf. 

Gert. The braying of an Ass, is it not? 

Boor, Oh, now one has me; 

Oh my left Haunch, farewel. 

Gert. Look to your Shanks, | 
Your Breech is ſafe enough, the Wolf's a Fern- brake. 

Boor. But ſee, ſee, ſee, there is a Serpent in it; 

It has Eyes as broad as Platrers z it ſpits Fire; | 
Now it creeps towards us, help me to ſay my Prayers: 
It hath ſwallow'd me almoſt, my Breath is ſtopt 

| cannot ſpeak: Do I ſpeak, Miſtreſs? tell me. 

Gert, Why, thou ſtrange timorous Sot, canſt thou per- 
Any thing ith' Buſh but a poor Glo- worm? (ceive 
Boor. It may be 'tis but a Glo- worm now, but twill 

Grow to a Fire- drake preſently. 

Gert. Come thou from it: 
| have a precious Guide of you, and a courteous, 
That gives me leave to lead my ſelf the way thus. 

Boor. It thunders, you hear that now? 

Gert. I hear one hollow. 

Boor. Tis Thunder, Thunder: 
dee, a Flaſh of Lightning: | 
Are you not blaſted, Miſtreſs? pull your Mask off, 
lr has plaid the Barber with me here: I have loſt 
My Beard, my Beard, pray God you be not ſhaven, 
Iwill ſpoil your Marriage, Miſtrels, 

Gert, What ſtrange Wonders 
Fear fancies in a Coward / 

Boor. Now the Earth opens. 

Gert. Prethee hold thy peace. 


Boor. Will you on then? a 
or. Will you on Gn. 
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Gert. Both Love and Jealouſir * made me ag 

Where my Fate leads me, I muſt go. 

Zoor. God be with you then. 
ow wages Hemp Ke, and PRs JUAN 
emp. It was the Fellow ſure, he that ſhould. dude 

The 3 that did hollow us. 2 
Vol. Beſt make a ſtand, 8 

And liſten to his next: Ha! 

Hemp. Who goes there! 

Boor. Miſtreſs, I am taken. 

Hemp. Miſtreſs? Look forth Soldiers. 
Mol. What are you, Sirrah ? | 

Boor. Truly all is left 

Of a poor Boor, by Day-light, by Night no Body; 

You might have ſpar'd your Drum, and Guns, and Pikes 

For I am none that will ſtand out Sir, I. x ( too 

You may take me in with a walking Stick, 

Ev'n.when you pleaſe, and hold me with a Packthread. 
Hemp. What Woman was't you call'd to? 
Boor. Woman! None, Sir. 

ol. None! Did you not name Miſtreſs? 
Baar. Ves, but ſhe's 

No Woman yet: She hou'd ove been this N ht, 

But that a Beggar ſtole away her Bridegroom, 

Whom we were going to make Hue and Cry aſter; 

] tell you true Sir, ſhe ou d hx been married to Day; 

And was the Bride and all; but in came Clauſe, 

The old lame Beggar, and whips up Mr. Goſwin | 

Under his Arm; away with him as a Kite, | 

Or an old Fox would {woop away a Goſling, 

Hemp. Tis ſhe, tis ſhe, tis ſhe: Neice : 
Gert. Ha! 
Hemp. She Sir, 

This was a noble entrance to your Fortune, 

That being on the Point thus to be married, 

Upon her Venture here, you ſhould ſurpriſe her. 
Wol. I begin, Hempskirke, to believe eds Fate 

Works to my Ends. 

Hemp. Yes Sir, and this adds Truft 


Unto the Fellow our Guides who aſſur d me * | : 
| ay 


Liv'd in ſome Merchants ſhape, as Gerrard did 
Þ the old Beggars, and that he would uſe 
Him for the Train, to call the other torth; (ai 
All which we find is done——That's he again Holla 
Vol. Good, we ſent out to meet him. | 
Hemp. Here's the Oak. M 
Gert. I am miſcrably loſt, thus faln 
Into my Uncle's Hands from all my Hopes, 
Can I not think away my ſelf and dye? 
Euer Hubert, Higgen, Prigg, Ferret, Snap andGinks, 
like Boors. | 
Hub. I like your Habits well: They are ſafe, ſtand cloſe. 
Hig. But what's the Action we are for now? Ha! 
Robbing a Ripper of his Fiſh. | 
Prigg. Or taking | 
A Poulterer Priloner, without Ranſom, Bullies? 
Hig. Or cutting off a Convoy. of Butter? 
Fer. Or ſurprizinga Boor's ken, for granting Cheats! 
Prigg. Or Cackling Chcats? "OT, | 
Hig. Or Margery-praters, Rogers, 
And Tibs o' th' Buttery ? wo 
Frizz, O] cou'd drive a Regiment 
Of Geeſe afore me, ſuch a Night as this, 
Ten Leagues with my Hat and Staff, and not a Hiſs 
Heard, nor a wing of my Troops difordered. 
Hig. Tell us, 
If it be-milling of a lag of Duds, a 
The fetching of a back of Cloaths or ſoz 
We arc horribly out of, Linnen. | 
Hub. No ſuch marter. 
Hig. Let mealone with the Farmer's Dog, | 
If you have a mind to the Cheeſe-loft; tis but thus, 
And he is a ſilencd Maſtiff, during Pleaſure. 
Hub, Would it would pleaſe you to be ſuent. 
His. Mum. Wol. Who's there? 
Hub. A Friend, the Huntſ-man. | 
Hemp. O tis he. wy [ 
Hub.I have kept touch, Sir, which is the Earlof theſe ? 
Will he know a Man now? _ V5 
Hemp. This my Lord's the Friend, 


Hath 
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Hath undertook the Service. 
Hub. If't be worth 

His Lordſhips Thanks anon, when *tis done, 
Lording, I'll look for't, a rude Wood-man, 
I know how to pitch my Toils, drive in my Game: 
And I have don't, both Florez and his Father 
Old Gerrard, with Lord Arnold of Benthuiſen, 
Cozen, and Faculin, young Florez's Siſter: 
I have 'em all. 
Mol. Thou ſpeak'ſt too much, too happy, 
To carry Faith with it. 

Hub. I can bring you 
Where you ſhall ſee, and find em. 

Wol. We will double 
What ever \Hempskirke then hath promis'd thee. | 

Hub. And I'll deſerve it treble: What Horſe ha' you? 

Wol. A hundred. That's well: Ready to take 
Upon ſurprize of em. 

Hemp. Yes. Hub. Divide then 

| Your force into five Squadrons; for there are 
So many out- lets, ways through the Wood 
That iſſue from the place where they are lodg'd: 
Five ſeveral ways, of all which Paſſages 
We muſt poſſeſs, our ſelves, to round em in; 
For by one ſtarting Hole they'll all eſcape elſe : 
I and four Boors here tome will be Guides, 
The Squadron where you are, my ſelf will lead: 
And that they may be more ſecure, I'll uſe 
My wonted W hoops, and Hollows, asI were 
A hunting for em; which will make them reſt 
Care leſs of any. Noiſe, and be a Direction 
To the other Guides, how we approach em ſtill. 

Mol. Tis order'd well, and reliſheth the Soldier; 
Make the Diviſion, Hempskirke; you are my Charge, 
Fair One, I'll look to you. nor fs 

Bovr. Shall no body need 5 | 
To look to me? I'll look unto my ſelf, 

Hub. Tis but this, remember. E. 

Hig.- Say, tis done, Boy. ; eunt, 

TOM 1 80 EN E 


( 
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' Enter Gerrard and Florez. N 


Ger. By this time, Sir, I hope you want no Reaſons 
Why I broke off your Marriage; for though 1 
Shou'd as a Subject ſtudy you my Prince 
In things indifferent, it will not therefore 
Diſcredit you, to acknowlege me your Father, 
By harkning to my neceſſary Counſels. 
Flo. Acknowlege youmy Father? Sir Ido, 
And may Impiety, conſpiring with » | 
My other Sins, fink me, and ſuddenly, 

hen I forget to pay you a Son's Duty 
In my Obedience, and that help'd forth 
With all the cheerfulneſs. 

Ger. I pray you riſe, rg | 
And may thoſe Pow rs that ſee and love this in you, 
Reward you for it: Taught by your Example, 
Having receiv'd the Rights due to a Father, 
| tender you the Allegiance of a Subject: 

Which as my Prince accept of. 

Fl, Kneel to me? | 
May Mountains firſt fall dowry beneath their Valleys, 
And Fire no more mount upwards, when I ſuffer 
An act in Nature ſo prepoſterous 
| muſt o ercome in this, in all things elſe 
The victory be yours: Cou'd you here read me, 

You ſhou'd perceive how all my Faculties 

Triumph in my bleſt Fate, to be found yours; 

| am your Son, your Son, Sir, and am prouder 

To be ſo, to the Father to ſuch Goodneſs, 

Which Heav'n be pleas'd I may inherit from you, 
Than I ſhall ever of thoſe ſpecious Titles 
That plead for my Succeſſion in the Earldom 
(Did I poſſeſs it now) left by my Mother. 

Ger. I do believe it: Bu. * 
| Flo. O my lov'd Father, 

Before I knew you were ſo, by Inſtinct, 


Nature 
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Nature had tanght me, to look on your wants, 
Not as a Stranger's: And. I know not how, 
What you call'd Charity, I thought the Payment 
Of ſome Religious Debt, Nature ftood hound for; 
And laſt of all, when your magnificent Bounty 
In my low ebb of Fortune, had brought i in 


A flood of Bleſſings, though my threatning Wants , 


And frar of their Effects, ſtill kept me ſtupid, 

J ſoon found out, it was no common Pity 
That led you to it. | 

Ger. Think of this hereafter, 
When we with joy may call it to Remembrance; 
There will be a time, more opportune than now, 
To end our Story, with all Circumſtances, - | 
1 add this only: When we fled from }olfarr 
I ſent you into England, and there plac'd you 
With a brave Flanders Merchant, call d rich n 
A Man ſupplied by me unto that purpoſe, 


As bound by Oath never to diſcover you 
Who dying, left his Name and Wealth unto Jou 


As his reputed Son, and yet receiv'd fo ; 


But now, as Plorex, and a Prince, remember 2 


The Countries, and the Subjects general Good 
Muſt challenge the firſt 3 i — Affection: 
The fair Maid, whom you bott 
Being ſo far beneath you, that your Love 
Mutt grant ſne's not your Equal. 

Flo. In Deſcent «1 
Or borrow'd Glories from dead 8 
But for her Beauty, Chaſtity, and all Virtues 
Ever remembred in the beſt of Women, 
A Monarch might receive from her, not give, 


Though ſhe were his Crown's — in this only 


Be an indulgent Father: In all elle . 
Uſe your Authority. 
Enter Hibety, Hempskirke, Wolfort, Bertha, 
and Soldiers. 
Hub. Sir, Wer ba two of em, 
The Father and the Son; the reſt you ſhall have 
As faſt as I can roue them. N 


— 


© to be your Wife, 


Ger. 


TA 
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Ger. Who's this? Wolfore ?: I . 

ol. Ay Cripple, your ſeigned Gehabe will elp 
Nor patch'd Diſguiſe that hath ſo long <onceal'd Jeu. 
It's now no halting: I mult here find Sr, 


And in this Merchanes Habit one 6Fd Le > 21 F 
Who would be an Earh,- 0 0 9 0 $ 
Ger. And it, er ee iba. ic bach ai tag 
Ho. Is this ther Tfairor erk aH a cue aul 
Are chey that are . Hempekinke, A 


Ber. My Goſwin | "2D 
Turn'd Prince? Olam poorer by this Greatneſs; . 
Than all my former Jextoukes or Misfoftunes. 

Flo. Gertrude? Werl 

ol. Stay Sir, you were to day 00 n her, . 
You muſt no more aim at thoſe eaſie geeeſſes 
Leſt you can do't in Airy\wichout u Head, V at T 
Which ſhall be ſuddenly try'd; L 04's UDO! 41.7% 80 

Ber. O take my Heart, firſtt. 

And ſince I cannot hope now to enfoy him, 
Let me but alla part of bis glad Nastem. a) 22.04 

Mol. Vou know not your own dea that enrrat ALL 

Ger. So proud a Fiend as E on 7 

Mol. For fo loſt 1 5 91 
A thing as Florex. | „ee 13% TS 

Flo. And that wou'd be ſo, 0 Conant 10 4 . | 
Rather than ſhe ſhould ſtoop again to hee; 7,4 
Thereis no Death, bur's ſweeter than all Life, W . 
WhenWolfort is to give it. O my Gertrude, & 
It is not that, nor Princedom that 1 go from, NIE, 
It is from thee, that loſs includeth all. + + (ay ſo, 

Wol. Ay, if my young Prince knew his loſs, he wol'd 
Which that he yet may chew on, I will tell "hit 41 
Ibis is no Gertrude, nor no Hempekirke's' Neice, 
Nor YVaudunk's Daughter: This is Bertha, Bertha, 

The Heir of — ſhe that caus d the War, 

Whom did ſteal, during my ny es 

In your Minority, to raile my ſelf; 
| then fore-ſeeing 'rwou'd beget a 


That, a neceſſity of my Employment, 


The 


* 
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Next Gerrard's, then his Daughter Faculin's, 


Ir you have done this ſervice? 


The ſame Employment, make-me Maſter of Strength, En 
That Strength, the Lord of Flanders, fo of Brabant, 
By marrying her: Which had not been to do, Sir, 
She come of Years, but that the Ex ion 
Firſt of her Father's Death, retarded it, 
And ſince the ſtanding out of Bruges, where 
Hempskirke had hid her, till ſhe was near loſt: | 
Burt Sir, we have recover'd her: Your Merchantſhip 
May break, for this was one of your beſt Bottoms, 
I rhink. 12 

Ger. Inſolent Devil! 

Enter Hubert, with Jaculin, Ginks, and Coſtin. 
Wol. Who are theſe, ire? TIS 
More, more, Sir. 1 27. 

Flo. How they triumph in their Treachery! | 
Lord Arnold of Benthyim, this Lord Coftin, 
This Jaculin the Siſter unto Flores. (Royal, 
All found? Why here's brave Game, this was Sport 
And puts me in thought of a new kind of Death for em. 
Huntſ- man, your Horn: Firſt wind me Florez Fall, 


Thoſe Raſcals, they ſhall die without their Rights: 
Hang em Hempskirke on theſe Trees; I'll take 
The Aſſay of theſe my ſelf. 
Hub. Not here, my Lord, 
Let em be broken up upon a Scaffold, | 
"Twill ſhew the better when their Arbour's made. 
Ger. Wretch, art thou not content thou haſt betray d 
But mock us too? | | (us, 
Genks. Falſe Hubert, this is monſtrous. | 
Mol. Hubert? Hemp. Who, this? 
Ger. Yes this is Hubert, Wolfort, 
I hope he has helpt himſelf to a Tree. 
ol. The firſt, ' 
The firſt of any, and moſt glad I haye you, Sir: 
I let you go before, but for a Train; 


Hub. As your Huntſ-man 3 _ 
But now as Hubert; ſave your ſelves, I will, 
The Wolf's afoot, let ſlip; kill, kill, kill, kill. Ke 
| | 110 
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| Enter with 4 Drum Vandunk; Merchants, Higgen, 5 
a Prigg, Ferret, end[Snap. . ay 
Wol. Betray'd? | 
Hub. No, but well catch d: And 1 the Huntſman - & 
Yand. How do you Wolfart? Raſcal, good Knave Vl. 
] ſpeak it now without theRoſe; and Hempekirke, ( (fort, 
ogue Hempskirke, you that bare no N eice, this Lady * 
Was ſtoln by you, and ta en by you, and now 
Reſign d by me, to the right Owner here: | 4 
T ake her, my Prince. 34 
Flo. Can this be poſſible, _ 
Welcom myLove,my ſweet, my worthy Love. (and thank 
Vand. Tha' giv'nyou her twice: now keep her better, 
Lord Hubert, that came to me in Gerrard's name, _ 
And got me out, with my brave Boys, to march” 
Like Ceſar, when he bre . r N 
So h to breed my Chronic came forth f 
Ceſar V. andunk, & Vent, vids, Vici. 
Ge me my Bottle, and fet down the Drum; 
boa had your tricks, Sir, had you! * We 5 tricks to, 1 
You tole. the Lady ? hl 
Hyg. And we led your Squadrons, © 1 (bet, 
Where they ha ſcratch'dtheir] Fa. r. with Bram 
If not their Faces. 
Prigg. Ves, and run their . 
Againſt Trees. * 
Hig. Tis Ca aptain Prize, 28, „Sir. doch 
Prigg. And Colonel Higgen. 
Hig, We have fill'd a Pit with your People, ſome with 
e dome with Arms broken, and a N eck or two * "0" 
[think be looſe. | 
Prigg. Tbe reſt to6, that eſcap'd, 
Are not yet out o'the Briars. 
Hig. And your Horſes, Sir, ? 
* well ſet up in Bruges all by this time: Cs js ] 
You look as you were not. well, Sir, and you q be 2 
Shortly let Blo od; do you want a 
Vand. A Halter. 
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Ger. Twas like your ſelf, n a roble Hubett.. 
Canſt thou behold theſe. Mirrors all to 1 : 
5 Vor. U. | P | 
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Of thy long, eule, and bloody VUfurpition' ; 

Thy cyrannous Proſcription, and treth Treaſon z _ 
And not ſo ſee thy ſelf, as to fall down _ _ 

And ſinking, force a Grave, with thine own Guift, 
As deep as Jell, to cover thee and it? (me; 

Wol. No, ear ſtand, and praiſe the Toyles that took 
And lau rhing in them dye; they were brave Snares. 

Flo. "I were truer Valour, if thou durſt repent 
The Wrongs th' haſt done, and live. 

Wol. 8 repent? en 
And ſay I am ſorry? yes, tis the Fool's Language 
And not for Wo. A hl 

van. Wolfort, thbo art a Devil, 

And ſpeakft his Language; oh that 1 had my longing, 
Under this row of Trees now would I hang him. 

Flo. No, let him live, until he can repent, 

Pur baniſh'd from our State, that is thy doom. (int 

Vand. Then hang his worthy Captain * N 
For proſit of th Example. 

Pl. No jet hin 5 
Enjoy his ſname too, with his conſcious Life; 

To ſhew how much our Innocence contemns 
All practice from the guiltieſt, to moleſt us. 
Vand. A noble . | 


Ger. Sir, you muſt help to join | 
A pair of Hands, as they have done of Hear ber 
And to their Loves with Joy. 
Flo. As to. mine own, 
My g racious Siſter, worthieſt Brother. 
Feud I'1l go afore, and have the Bon- fire Sts 
. My Fire-works, and Flap-dragons, and good Backrack, 
With a peck of little Fiſhes, to drink down 
In healths to this Day. 
Hig. Slight, here be changes, | 
The Bells ha” not fo many, nora dance, Pig g 
Prigg. Our Company's grown horrible thin by it. 
What think you, Ferret? 
Fer. Marr I do think, % 
That we mi obealtbe Lordi now, bee e for | 
Hg. Nor if they ſhould offer it: PN Aillodge fr Ne 
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Remove che Buſh to another Climate. 
Ger. Sir, you muſt thank this worthy Burgomaſter. 


Here be Friends ask to be look d on too, 
nd thank'd, who though their Trade and ng on Life 
Be not ſo perfect, but it may be better d, 
ve yet us d me with Courteſy, and been true A 
Subjects unto me, while I was their King, a 
\ Place know not well hoy to re ; 
Nor unto whom: But this I will entreat | * 
our Grace, command them follow you to nge = 
Where I will take the care on me, to 
Some manly, and more profitable 9 5 
o fit them, ky ome N 
Flo. Do you hear, Sirs ? 1 
Hi. Thanks to your 8 
| Prigg. To your good Lordſhip. 
ee Wi Fr. May you both hve:l ng. - Call but Reggar. 
"Wh Ger. Attend me at Vanda 5, the Borg de Sa Ex. 
Hig. Yes, tobeat Hem . whipt twice a Week, 
r turn the Wheel, for rab the Rope- maker: 
Ur learn to go along with him, his courſe; . . 
hat's a fine courſe now, i the Com mon. wealth, bree, 
hat ſay you to it? | 
Prigg. It is the hackward'ſt courſe, | 
know i'the World. ; 
Hy. Then, Higgen will ſcarce fare by ity :, 
Lou do 2 hard] *? 
Prigg. Faith ly, very V. 
Hg. Troth I am party of 3 UT Mind, Prince Prigg. 
nd therefore farewel Flanders, H. W ſeek = 
dome ſafer Shelter, in ſome other S | 
ith this his tatter d Colony: Let me ſee 
mp, Ferret, Prigg, and Hagen, all are left | 
00 the true Blood: What? ſhall we into Engla and? 
Prigz. Agreed, 
Hz. Then bear up brayely with 12 Ln Brute, my Lads, 
* 1 en the Prancers in 
d ſold 855 enny-Worths; we have a ene 
Che Spiric gf Boprom, is grown. leſs. 
Hrg. I'll "ll aand.no.moTe, (por cant · 
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Hig. Ves, your Sixpentiy-wotth' © 17 

In private, Brother; is ence is a Sum 

PII ſteall you any Man's Dog for. 

Prigg. For 32222 

You'll tell the Owner where he is. 
„ 

Higgen muſt practiſe, ſo muſt Prigg to eat; . 

And write the Letter: And gr the Word. But now 

No more, as either of theſe. * MORW | 
Nigg. But as true Beggars, 

c anne 
Hig. We ſtand here, for an Epilogue; 

Ladies, your Bounties firſt; the reſt will follow; 

For Womens Favours are a leading Alms, 

If you be pleas'd look cheerly, throw your Eyes 

„„ FTTH 25 THT 

-* Prigg. And let your Beauties ſparkle.” © + 
Hig. So may you ne er want dreflings, Jewels, Gow! 
SY : 99007 TT: 
Frigg. Nor the Men you love, 

Wealth nor Diſcourſe to' pleaſe you. 
Hig. May you, Gentlemen, þ 

Never want good freſh Suits nor Liberty. 

Prigg. May every Merchant here ſee ſafe his Venture 
Hig. And every honeſt Citizen his Debts in. 

. Prigg. The Lawyers again good Clyents. | 
Hig. And the Clyents good Counſel, _ 
Prigg. All the Gameſters here good Fortune. 

- Hig. The Drunkards too good Wine. 
Prigg. The Eaters Meat 

Fit for their Taſtes-and Palates. 5 
Hig. The good Wives kind Husbands. + 

Prigg. The young Maids choice of Sutors. 
| Hig. The Midwives merry Hearts. 
| _ Prigg. And all good Cheer. 
' Hig. As you are kind unto us and our Buſh 
| We are the Beggars and your daily Beadſmen, 
And have your Mony, but the Alms we aK 
= And live by, is your Grace; give that, and then 
| We'll boldly ſay our Word is, @me again. 
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P R OLOGUE. 


Ou'd ſome Man wou'd inſtruct me what to ſay : 
For Fes ſame Prologue, uſual to a or ſo 
Is tied to ſuch an old form of Petition; 
Men muſt ſay nothing now beyond Commiſſion : 
The Cloaks we wear, the Legs we make, the Placg 
We ſtand in, muſt be ons; and one the Face. 
Nor alter'd nor exceeded; if it be, 
A general Hiſs hangs on our Levi 
We have a Play, a new Play 1 
And thus LY 7” our Play's behalf we bow z 
We bow to beg your Suffrage, and kind Ear 
If it were naught, or that it might afpear 
A thing buoy'd up by Prayer, Gentlemen, 
Believe my "Fair „ you ſhou'd not ſee me then. 
Let them deal then have power to flop @ Storm : 
I never lov'd to feel a Houſe ſo warm : 
But for the Play, if you dare credit me, 
I think it well: All new things you ſhall > 
And theſe diſpos'd to all the 2 2 that may 
And ſhort enough, we hape: And fuch a pla 
lou were wont to lite: Sit nobly K. and ſee : 
If it miſcarry, pray look not for me. 
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5 M E N. 


Ning Antigonus, an old Man with young Defwes. 
Demetrius, Son to Antigonus, in live with Celia. 


Seleucus, Three Kings, equal Sharers with Antigonus 
Ly fimachus, & of what Alexander had, with united 
Ptolomie, Powers opptfing Antigonus. 


Leontius, 4 brave old merry Soldier, Aſftant to Demt» WW © 
trius. N ö | 
Timon, | | 
Charinthus, ge to Antigonus, and bis Vices. 
Menippus, | mne 
The Humorous Lieutenant. | 
Gentlemen, Friends and Followers of Demetrius, ' 
Three Embaſſadors, from the three Kings. 
Gn . 
Grooms. 1 | 
Itizens. e 
Pbyſiciant. ae 
Herald. ä 4 
AA ic ians 
9 ay 


. n 
WOMEN. ä 


© Celia, alias Evanthe, Daughter ro Seleucus, Mitreſi in 


Demetrius. An 
Leucippe, @ Bawd, Agent for the King's Luſt. Ma 
Ladies. | S | Th 
Citizens Wroes. ; | ; ] 
Governeſs to Celia. 4 I 

- A*Country-Woman. N. | 
Phebe, her Daug bter. The 
Tivo Servants of the Game. An 
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ACT 4 SCENE L V 
Enter two Uſbers and Grooms with rene, 


— 


1 USHER. | 
und, round, perfume it round, dart ook 
= e # £93 « ( cheſt 


P Dil gently the State be right; are theſe the 
Cuſhions? Fie, fie, who waits FO War- 
8 drobe? 

2 Uſb. But pray tell me, ds you think for 


certain 
Theſe Embaſſadors ſhall have this Morning Audience? 
1 Ub. They ſhall have it: Lord that you live at Court 
And adderiand not! I tell you they mult have it. 
2 Uh. Upon what. neceflny? - © (Place, 
1 Up. Sth you are 6ut of the trick of Court, ſell your 
Enter Ladies and Gentlemen. | 
And ſow your Grounds, you are not for this Tillage. 
Madams, the beſt way is the upper Lodgings, © 


There you may ſee at caſe. | = 
Ladies. We thank you, Sir. [Ex. Ladies — 


HD. Wou'd you have all theſe en Who ſhould 
| report then, | 
The Embaſſadors were handſome Men? His Beard 
Aneat one? The fire of his Eyes quicker than 3 
And vrhen it breaks, as blaſting? His Le though litt 


by. moyers of a Maſs of Underſtanding? * 
0 
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Who ſhall commend their Cloaths? Who ſhall take no- 
Of the moſt wile behaviour of their Feathers? (tice 


Ye live a raw Man here. | 
2 Uſb. I think I do ſo. 4” A 


Euter twoCitizens, and Wives Ci 
1 Up. Why, whither wou'd ye all prefs? | 
1 Cit. Good Maſter Uſher. (here, WF} DE 
201. My Wife, and ſome few of my honeſt Neighbours - 


1 Ch. Prithce be gone thou and thy honeſt Neighbours, r 
Thou look ſt like an Aſs; why, whither wou'd you fiſh 


.. 2 Cit. If I might have (Face? 
But the Honour to ſee you at my poor Houſe, Sir, x 
A Capon bridled and ſadled, I'll aſſure your Worthip, C 
A Shoulder of Mutton and a Pottle of Wine, Sir, 
I know your Brother, he was as like ye, _ þ 
And ſhot the beſt at Butts—— — | B 


1 Up. A upon thee. 12 5 
2 Gir. Some Muſick I'll aſſure you too; 
My Toy, Sir, can play o'th' Virginals, 
1 Uſb. Prithee Toy, 14 
Take away thy Shoulder of Mutton, it is flie- blown, 
And Shoulder take thy Flap Jong, here's no place for ye; 
| Nay then you had beſt be knock'd, | [E. Git. 
| fm 5 Euter Celia. 
Cel. I wou'd fain ſee him, 5 8 
The Glory of this place makes me remember, 
Bur dye thoſe Thoughts, dye all but my Defares, 
Even thoſe to Death are ſick too; he's not here, 
Nor how my Eyes may guide me— | 
1 Uh. What's your buſineſs? 
M ho keeps the out ward Door there? Hereꝭs fine ſhuffling, 
2 You W aſtcoateer you mult go back, 
Cel. There is not, 
There cannot be, ſix days and never ſee me? 
There mult not be deſire : Sir, do you think 
That if you had a Miſtreſs —— OT 
1 Uk. Death, ſhe is mad. Nane 
Cel. And were your ſelf an honeſt Man? It cannot 
1b. What a Devil haſt thou to do with me or my hor 
Will you be jogging, good nimble Tongue, , 


ko 
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My Fellow Door-keeper. een u 
2 U. Prithee let her alone. 
F 1 Ub. The King is coming, 
And ſhall we have an Agent n he Suburbs 
Come to crave Sons __ 

Cel. Before I thou 
To — — Gong! rang of Gentry 4 [ 
But now | take ye rs. J 
Withour the help of any PerſpeRtive, 
For that ye cannot alter. | 


| 1 Ub. What's that? | 1 
Gol An Aſs, Sir, you bray as like one, 1 
And by my troth, methinks as ye ſtand now, * 


Conſidering who to kick next, pear to me 

Juſt 2 kind of Gravity, — Wiſdom; 

Your Place may bear the name of Gentleman, 

But if ever any of that Butter 1 ru Bread 
2 Uh. You muſt be modefter. 
Cel. Let him uſe me nobler, : | 

And wear good Cloaths to do good Offices; 

They hang upon a Fellow of his virtue, 

As though they hung on Gibbets. 
2 Uſh. A pexillous Wench. © | 
1 Ub. Thruſt her into a corner, Il no more on Oe 

2 Uh. You have enough, go pretty Maid, ſtand'cloſe, 

And uſe that little Tongue, with a little more T A r 
Cel. I thank ye, Sir. 

2 Up. Wben the Show's paſt, 

1 have ye into the Cellar, there we'll dine. 
very Wench, a witty Rogue, 

And chord wt be as merry ; — be merry? 


Cel. O very know. 
2 Ub. Only ou al) ode very this churliſh Fellow ſhall 14 
Cel. By no means. | 
2 U. And can you love a little? 
Cel. Love exceedingly : 
T have cauſe to love you, dear Sir. 


2 Ub. Then I'll ca 
 Piſhures, a and he Hangibges, 


And ſhew you all th 72 
ThcLodgings, Gardens;andthe Walks: And then, ſweet, 


| vou 
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You ſhall tell me where you lye. 12 1 2 


Cel. Yes marry. will I. 


295 (Pa 
2 U. And't ſhall go hard but I'll ſend ye a Venice 


And bring a Bottle of Wane along. 
1 UD. Make room there. | comi 


( ng, | 
2 Uſb. Room there afore, ſtand claſs, the Train is 
Enter King Antigonus, Timon, Charinthus, Menippus. | 


Cel. Have I yet left a Beauty to catch Fools? 
Vet, yet, I ſee him not. O what a miſc 
Is Love, expected long, deluded longer! 
Ant. Conduct in the E mbaſſadors. 8 
1 Uſb. Make room ther. | 
Ant. They ſhall not wait long Anſwer — Alan 
Cel. Yet = comes not. 
Enter three Buber. 8 
Why are Eyes ſet on theſe, and Multitudes 


Follow to make theſe wonders? O good Gods 4.7 


What would theſe look like if my Love were here? 
But I am fond, forgetful. 

Ant. Now your Grievance, 
Speak ſhort, and have as ſhort diſpatch. 

1 Emb. Then thus, Sir: 
In all our Royal Maſters Names, We tell you, | 
Ye have done Injuſtice, broke the Bonds of Concord, 
And from their equal Shares, from Alexander: 
Parted, and ſo olle d, not like a Brother, 
But as an open Enemy, ye have hedged in e 
Whole Provinces; man'd and maintain'd theſe Injuries; 


And daily with your — though they ſtill honour ye, 


Make bloody Inroads, take Towns, and ruin Caſtles, 
And {til} their ſufferance feels the weight. (Friendibi 
2 Erb. Think of that Love, great Sir, that honour 
our ſelf held with our Maſters, think of that Strength 

hen you were all one Body, all one Mind; 


When all your Swords ſtruck one way, when your Arigers, 
Like ſo many Brother Billows: roſe, together, 
And curling up your foaming Creſts, deſidd 
Even mighty Kings, and in their Falls entomb d em; 
O think of theſe; and you that have been Conqu Tors 
1 ever led your Fortunes Hagen ey d. * 50 5 
ain 
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Chain'd faſt by anden you that Fame courted, | 
Now ye want Enemies and Men to match ye, | 
Let not your own Swords ſeek your ends to ſhame 7 
Enter Demetrius with a Favelin, and Gentlemen.”/ 


3 Emb. Chuſe which you will, or Hoo or War, 
We come prepar'd for either.. 


1 Ub. Room for the Prince there (bled! 1 


Cel. Was it the Prince they ſaid? How my Heart trem- 
"Tis he indeed; what a ſweet: noble Fierceneſs | 
Dwells in his Eyes! Young Meleager like, 
When he return'd from ſlaughter of the Boar, © + 
Crown'd with the Loves and Honours of the People, 
With all the — Youth of Greece,” he looks now : 
Who could deny him Love? 
Dem. Hail Royal Father... (this Genie 
Ant. Ve are welcome from your ſport, Sir; do you ſee 
You that bring Thunders in your Mouths, and Earthquakes 
To ſhake and totter my deſigns? Can you imagine, 
You Men of poor and common Apprehenſions, 
While I admit this Man, my Son, this Nature 
That in one look carries more fire, and — | 
Than all your Maſters in their lives; dare I admit him, 
Admit him thus, even to my Side, my Boſom, 
When he is fit to Rule, when all Men cry him, 
And all hopes hang about his Head; thus place him, 
His Weapon hatch'd in Blood, all theſe attending 
When he ſhall, make their F ortunes, all as adden 4; 
In any Expedition he ſhall point 'em, 
As Arrows from a Tartar's Bow, and ſpeeding, 
Dare I do this, and fear an Enemy? YT 
Fear your great Maſter? yours? or yours? = 
Dem. O Hercules! l 
Who ſays you — Sir? Is — thi 
In theſs* Faces, or their Maſters AR 
Able to work — Wonders 5 * 
Cel. Now he ſpeaks: 1170 | 
O I could dwell upon that Tongue for ever. Gies, 
Dem. You call em they never worethoſe Royal 
Nor in the progreſs of their Lives arriv'd yet 
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And pow'rfal Godlike Actions, fit for Princes, Inde 
They can no more put on, and make em ſit ri G 
Than I can with this mortal Hand hold Heav'n: Now 
Poor petty Men, nor have yet forgot | 8 
The chiefeſt Honours Time and Merit gave em: 
Liſimachus your Maſter, at the beſt, , 3 
His higheſt and his hopeful'ſt Dignities | 
Was but Grand-maſter of the Elephants; a 
Seleuc bus of the Treaſure ; and for Prolomey, 1 
A thing not thought on then, ſcarce heard of yet, 4 | 
Some Maſter of Ammunition: And muſt theſe Men-----« My 
.Cel. What a brave Confidence flows from his Spirit! 4 
O ſweet young Man Pot 
Dem. Muſt theſe hold pace with us, | U 1 
And on the fame file hang their Memories? 0 i 
Muſt theſe examine what the Wills of Kings are? * 
— to their Deſigns, and chain their Actions N. 
To their reſtrainis ? be Friends and Foes when they pleaſe? = 
Send out their Thunders, and their Menaces, | 1 
As if the Fate of mortal things were theirs? | a 
Go home goad Men, and tell your Maſters from us, Dot 
We do em too much'honour to force:from 'em Me 
Their barren Countries, ruin their vaſt Cities, 1 K 5 
And tell em out of Love, we mean to leave em, 1 
Since they will needs be Kings, no more to tread on, 5 
Than they have able Wits and Pow'rs to manage, by 
And ſo we: ſhall b friend em. Ha! what does ſhe there? And 
Emb. This is your Anſwer, King? 4 
Ant. Tis like to prove ſo. | Con 
Dem. Fic, Sweet, what makes you here? | D 
Cel. Pray ye do not chide me. „5 
— * You do wp ſelf I wrong and me. We 
ory my ahi #9 which — was committed * 
Through my * Love to you: I have not ſcen ye, 
And how can I live then? I have not ſpoke to ye You 
Dem. lkaowthis Werk ye have not; I willredecm all. g 
Nou are ſo tender now ; think where you are, Swaet· Pity 
Cel. What other light have I loft ? 15 4 
Dem. Prethee, Celis, | 


Indeed 


The Humorous Lieutenant. 
Indeed I'll ee you preſently. 

Col. 1 have . Sir: 
You will not mils? 

Dem. By this, and this, L will nog, 15 1 

Cel. *Tis in your will, and I muſt be . 

Dem. No more of theſe Aſſemblies. 

Cel. I am Commanded. | 

1 Ub. Room for the Lady there: Madam my ſervice---- 

Gent. My Coach, an't pleaſe you, Lady. | 

2 Uh. Room before there. | 

2 Gent. The Honour, Madam, ee 
My Servants and my State. 

Cel. Lord, how they flock now ? | 
Before J was afraid they wou'd have beat me; 
How theſe Flies play i'th' Sunſhine ? pray ye no ſervices, 
Or if ye needs muſt play the Hobbychorſes, 
deck out ſome Beauty that affects em: Farewel, 

Nay pray ye ſpare, Gentlemen, I am old 
To go alone at theſe Years, without Crutches. ¶Exir. 
2b. Well I could curſe now: But that will not help me. 
Imade as ſure account of this Wench now, immediately, 
Do but conſider how the Devil has croſt me, 
Meat for my Maſter ſhe cries,” well 
3 Emb. Once more; Sir, 
We ask your Reſolutions: Peace or War yet? 

Dem. War, War, my noble Father. 

1 Emb. Thus I fli 
And fair ey'd Peace, 2 

Ant. Vou have your anſwer; 

Conduct out the Ambaſſadors, and give em Convoys 

Dem. 'Tell your hi oh-hearted they ſhall. or 
Nor cool i'th' Field i — Expectation of us, (ſeek us, 
We'll eaſe your Men thoſe Marches: In their engt, 
And full Abilities of Mind and Courage 
We'll find 'em out, and at their heſt trim buckle with em. 

3 Emb, You will find ſo hot a 2 $ . — 
Your favour ſhall not freeze. 

2 Emb. A forward Gentleman, : 

Pity the Wars ſhould bruiſe ſuch 25 —— 
* Conduct em }. (Ei Emb. 
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Now, for this Preparation: Where's Lemtins? ? 
Call him inpreſently: For I mean in Perſon, Gentlemen, 
My ſelf, with my old Fortune ita Me 
Den. (r,, 
Thus low I beg this Honour: Fame already 
Hath every where rais d Trophies to your Glory, 
And Conqueſt now grown old, and weak with following 
The weary Marches and the bloody Shocks | 
You daily ſet her in: Tis now ſcarce Honour 
For you, that never knew to fight, but conquer, 
To ſparkle ſuch poor People: The Royal Eagle, 
When ſhe hath try'd her young ones gainſt the Sun, 
And found em right next teacheth em to prey, 
How to command on wing, and check below her 
Ev'n Birds of noble Plume; I am your own, Sir, 
Vou have found my Spirit, try it now, and teach it 
To ſtoop whole Kingdoms: Leave a little for me: 
Let not your Glory be ſo greedy, Sir, 
To eat up all my hopes; Jou gave me Life, 
If to that Life you add not what's more laſting, 
A noble Name, for Man, you have made a Shadow. 
Bleſs me this Day: Bid me go on, and lead, "oF 
Bid me go on, no leſs fear'd than Antigonus, \ 
And to my maiden Sword tie faſt your Fortune: 
I know 'twill fight it felf then. Dear Sir, honour me: 
Never fair Virgin long' d ſo. 5 
Ant. Riſe, and command then, 
And be as fortunate as I expect ye: 
I love that noble Will; your young Companions, 
Bred up and foſter'd with ye, I hope, Demerrius, 
You'will make Soldiers too; they muſt not leave ye. 
u a Enter Leontius. | 
2 Gem. Never till Life leave us, Sir. 
Ant. O Leontiu x. | 
Here's Work for you in hand. 
Leon. Lam ev'n right glad, Sir. wad 
For by my troth, I am now grown old with Idlenels; 
I hear we ſhall abroad, Sir. n Nh 
Ant. Yes, and preſently : | | 
But who think you Commands now ? ' 


© 


o 
* 
— —  —_ ——_—_— 


- — 


ui F 


Leon. Who Commands, Sir? 


Methinks mine Eye ſhould 


our Armies, 
rave Demetrius? 


oF 1 » 


guide me: Can there 8 
If you your ſelf will ſpare him ſo much Honour, „ 
Any found out to lead before yo 2 
80 full of Faith, and Fire, as 
King Philip's Son, at his — was an old Soldier, 


Tis time his Fortune be o wing, high time, re 


80 many idle hours, as here he Joyters, 
$0 many ever-living Names he loſes: 


| hope tis he. 


Ant. Tis he indeed, and nobly 


x 


He ſhall ſet forward: Draw you all thoſe dai 


Upon the Frontiers as you paſs: To thoſe 


Join theſe in pay at home, our ancient Soldiers, 


And as you go 


preſs all che Provinces. 
Leon. We ſhall not needs” 


gelieye, this hopeful Gentleman 
Can want tio Swords, nor honeſt Hearts to fallow him, 
We ſhall be full, no fear, Sir. 
Ant. Lou Leontius, 


Becauſe you are an old and faithful 8 
And know the Wars, with all his Vantages, 
Be near to his Inſtructions, leſt his Yout 


Loſe Valour's beſt Companion, ſtaid Diſcretion, 
Shew were to lead, to lodge, to charge with taſety. 17 


But with a 


And with the: proudeſt 
Exchange for Blood, and bravely : Take his Gounſel: 
Leon. Yaur Grace hath: madè me young again, and 


Aut. She: muſt be known and tuddenly : 

Do + know het? 
Gent. Char, No, believe, Sir. 

Vol. II. 


In Execution not to break, nor ſcatter, 
provident follow,nobly : © | 

Not covetous of Blood, and Death, but = feat a 
be ever near his Watches; cheer his Labours, - | 
And where his Hope ſtands fair, provoke his Valour; 
Love him, and think it no Aileen, my Demetrius, 
To wear this Jewel near thee he is a try'd one, 
And one that ev'n in ſpight of time, that ſunk him, 
And froſted up his Stren 


h, will 


yet ſtand by ther, 
thine Mes 


(wanton. 


1 rer ppus. 
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- 


Ant. Did you obſerve her, Timon ? 
Tm. I look'd on her, 4 R181 
But what the is -- LEAR 1 vs At nf 


Ant. Im ſt have that fund; þ 
Come in and take your leave. 


Tim. And ſome few Prayers along. ind 
Dem. | know my Duty, [Exit Au Lie 
You ſhall be half my Father. - Let 


Leon All your Servant: Lie 
Come Gentlemen, you are reſolv'd I am ſure am 
To ſec theſe Wars. : They 

Gent. We dare not leave his Fortunes, Led 
Though moſt afſur'd Death hung round about us. ere 

Leon. I hat Barga n's yet to make t we 
Be not too baſty, when ye face the Enemy, bie 
Nor too ambitious to get Honour inſtantly, Vhet 
But charge within your Bounds, and keep cloſe Bodic, r w 
And ycu ſhall ſee what ſport we'll make theſe Mad- ber 
You ſhall have Game enough, I warrant ye,' bor 
Every Man's Cock ſha'l fight, | nd v 

Dem. | muſt go ſce, Sir: nd e 
Brave Sir, as ſoon as I have taken leave, | dan 
I'll meet you in the Park; e ro 
Draw the Men thither, tit 
Wait you upon Leontius. | pe ha 

Gent. We'll attend, Sir. Ind t 


Leon. But I beſeech your Grace, with ſpeed ; the ſoon bare 


We are i'th' Field ——— | Gen: 
Dem. Y ou-cou'd not pleaſe me better. Eri. Len 
Leon. You never ſaw the Wars yet? W 
Gent. Not yet, Colonel. | Lien 


Leon. Theſe fooliſh Miſtreſſes do ſo hang about ye» I Cen 
So whimper, and ſo hug, I know it Gentlemen, 
And ſo intice ye, now ye are 1'th' bud 
And that ſweet tilting War, with Eyes and Kiſſes, Lien 
Th'alarms of ſoft Vows, and Sighs, and fiddle faddles, WM Gen: 
Spoils all our Trade: You muſt 27 theſe knick knachi Lien 
A Woman at ſome time of year, nt ye N 
She is neceſſary, but make no buſineſs of her. P 


How now Lieutenant? 9 * 


\. 
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Enter Lieutenant, 
Lieu. Oh, Sir, as ill as ever; 
e ſhall have Wars they ſay; they are Muſtring yonder : 
ou'd we were at it once: Fie, how it plagues me. 
Leon. Here's one has ſerv'd now under Captain Cupid, 
ind cracktaPikein's Youth: You ſee what's come on't. 
Lieu. No, my Diſeaſe will never prove ſo honourable. 
Leon. Why ſure, thou haſt the beſt Pox. 
Lieu. If 1 have em, 
am ſure I got em in the beſt Company; 
[hey are = of thirty Coats. 

Leon. Thou haſt mewed em finely : 

ere's a ſtrange Fellow now, and a Ln Fellow, 
t we may ſay fo of a pocky Fellow, 

hich 1 believe we may, this poor Lieutenant; 
Vhether he have the Scratches, or the Scabs, 
Dr what a Devil it be, I'Il ſay this for him, 
There fights no braver Soldier under Sun, Gentlemen; 
dhow him an Enemy, his Pain's forgot ſtraight; 

nd where other Men by Beds and Bathes have caſe, 
nd eaſie Rules of Phyſick; ſer him in a danger, 
danger, that's a fearful one indeed, 
e rock him, and he will ſo play about ye, 
t it be ten to one he ne er comes off again, 
Ye have his Heart: And then he works it bravely, 
Ind throughly bravely : Not a pang remembred : 
have ſeen him do ſuch things, lief would ſhrink at. 
bent. Tis ſtrange heſhou'd do all this, and diſcas'd ſo. 
Leon. T am ſure tis true: Lieutenant, canſt thou drink 

well? (feel this. 
Lien. Wou'd I were drunk, Dog drunk, I might not 
Cent. I wou'd take Phyſick. | 
Lien. But I wou'd know my Diſeaſe firſt. (backward ? 
Leon. Why? it may bethe Cholique: canſt thou blow 
Lien. There's never a Bag-pipe in the Kingdom better. 
Cent. Is't not a Pleureſis? | 
Lieu, Tis any thing 
hat has the Devil, and Death in't: Will ye march, 
he Prince has taken leave. (Gentlemen ? 


Leon. How know ye that? 
* Q 2 | Lieu. 


Ant 


icy 
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ne 


xt; 
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Lieu. Iſaw him leave the Court, diſpatch his Followen, And tl 
And met him after in a By-ſtreert: I think Txtrea 
He his ſome Wench, or ſuch a Toy, to lick « oyer 
Fefore he go: $u'd 1 had ſuch another 
To draw this fooliſh Pain down. 

Leon. Let's away Gentlemen, bY 
For ſure the Prince will ſtay on us. 

Gent. We'll attend, Sir. I Ereu 


SCENE II. 
Enter Demetrius, and Celia. 


Cel. Muſt ye needs go? | 
Dem. Or ſtay with all Diſhonour. 
Cel. Are there not Men enough to fight? | 
Dem. Fic Celia. 
This ill becomes the noble Love you bear me; 
Would you have your Love a Coward? 
Cel. No; believe, Sir, 

1 wou'd haye him fight, but not ſo * off from me. 
Dem. Wou'dſt — it thus? or thus? - 
Cel. If that be fighting 
Dem. Ye wanton Fool: When come home again 

I'll fight with thee, at thine own Weapon, Celia, 

And conquer thee too. 

Cel. That you have done already, 
You need no other Arms to me, but theſe, Sir 4 | 
But will you fight your ſelf, Sir? 

Dem. Thus deep in Blood, Wench, 
And through the thickeſt ranks of Pikes. 

Cel. Spur bravely | 
Your — Courſer, beat che 3 * ye, 
And cram the Mouth of Death with Executions. 


Dem. 1 wou d do more than theſe, But prerhee tell * ( 
Tell me, my fair, where got'ſt thou this male Spirit! An 
I wonder at thy Mind. | 
* Cab W.ere;la Man then, - 
You would wonder more. HSE FL . 

Dem. Sure thou wouldſt proye a Soldiery al jw" | 


And-ſome great Leader, 
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Cel. Sure I ſhould do ſomewhat ; 


rs, and the firſt thing I did, I ſhou'd 3 A 
Fxtreamly envious of your Youth, and Honour. 


AT 


L 


Dem. And fight a againſt me? + ah + \ 
Cel. Ten to one, | ſhould do it. EN 
Dem. Thou wou'dſt not hurt me? 1 


Cl. In this Mind I am in Ain 
| think I ſhould be hardly brought to rike ye, mel 
Unleſs *twere thus; but i in my Man's Migd — 
Dem. What? N A 
Cel. I ſhou'd be Friends with you too, 8 
Now I think better. 
Dem. Ve are a tall Soldier: 
Here, take theſe, and theſe; ...; 
This 'Gold to furniſh Je, and keep this Bracelet; 
Why do you weep now? 
You a Maſculine Spirit 4 
Cel, No, I confeſs, I am a Fool, a Woman: 
And ever when I part with you 
Dem. You thall not, 
Theſe Tears are like prodigious Signs, my tert one, 


| ſhall come back, loaden with Fame, to honour thee. 
Cel. J hope you ſhall; 


in but then, my dear Demetrius, 
When you ſtand Conqueror, and at your Mercy 
All People bow, and all things wait your Sentence; 
Say then your Eye, ſurveying all your Conqueſt, 
Find out a Beauty, even in Sorrow excellent, 
Aconſtant Face, that in the midſt of Ruin 
With a forc'd Smile, both ſcorns at Fate, and Fortune: 
Say you find ſuch a one, ſo nobly fortified, 
And in her Figure all the ſweets of Nature ? : 
Dem. Prethee, 
No more of this, I cannot find 8 
me Cel. That ſhews as far beyond my wither'd Beauty; 
And will run mad to love ye too. 
1 Do you mo dus Nice, this B 
d do. you think, beſides t e, this eauty, | 
This Heart, where all my hopes are lock V 


el. I | | 
__ are not: Ws No 


Mt, 


i 
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No ſure, I think ye honeſt; wondrous honeſt. 
Pray do not frown, I'll ſwear ye are. | 

Dem. Ye may chuſe. 

Cel. But how long will ye be away ? 

28 cen e not. 11 

. I know you are angry now: pray look upon me: 

Il ask no ms ſuch Quettions EIA a 

Dem. The Drums beat, 


7 


I can no longer ſtay. | m 
Cel. They do but call yet: C 
How fain you wou'd leave my Company ? F 1 


Dem. I wou'd not, 
Unleſs a greater Pow'r than Love commanded, 
Commands my I ife, mine Honour. | 5 

Cel. But a little. f E pou 

Dem. Prethee farewel, and be not doubtful of me. 
Cl. I wou'dnot have ye hurt: And ye are ſo ventrou- 
But good ſweet Prince 33 your ſelf, fight nobly, 
But do not thruſt this Body, tis not yours now, 
Tis mine, *tis only mine: Do not ſeek Wounds, Sir, 
For every drop of Blood you bleed 

Dem. I will, Celia, 
I will be careful. 

Cel. My Heart, that loves ye dearly. 

Dem. Prethee no more, we muſt part: 

[Drums beat a Marth. p 


Hark, they march now. " B77 
Cel. Pox on theſe bawling Drums: I am ſure you'll ki A, 
But one Kiſs? what a parting's this? WL FW | 


Dem, Here take me, 
And do what thou wilt with me, ſmother me; 
But ſtil] remember, if your fooling with me 
Make me forgot the Truſt —- 

Cel., I have done: Farewel, Sir, 
Never look back, you ſhall not ſtay, not a minute. 

Dem. I muſt have one Farewel more. 

Cel. No, the Drums beat; 
1 dare not ſlack your Honour; not a hand more, 
Only this Look? the Gods preſerve, and fave 7 


AC 
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AC T II. SCENE 1. 
Euter Antigonus, Charinthus, and Timon. 


15 2 have ye found her out? | 
Char. We have hearkned attcr her. 

Ant. What's that to my deſire ? 

Char. Your Grace mult give us time, 

id a little Means. 

Tim. She is ſure a Stranger, 

f ſhe were bred or known here 
Ant. Your dull Endeavours 

ln "hf Enter Menippus. | 

Should never be employ'd. Welcome, Meniftrs. 
Men. I have found her, Sir, 

mean the Place ſhe is lodg'd in; her Name is Clia, 

ind much ado I had to purchaſe that too. 
Ant. Doſt think Demetrius loves her ? 
Men. Much ! fear it, | 

But nothing that way yet can win for certain; 

I' tell your Grace within this Hour. tel 
Aut. A Stranger? * 
Men. Without all doubt. | 
Ant. But how-ſhou'd he come to her? 
Men, There lies the Marrow of the Matter hid yet. 
Ant. Haſt thou been with thy Wife? 

Mey. No, Sir, Lam going to her. ICS 
Ant. Go and Uiſpatch, and meet me in the Garden, 
And get all out ye can. [Ext. 

Men, 1'll do my beſt, Sir. [e. 
Tim. Bleſt be thy Wife, thou wert an arrant Als elſe. 
Char. Ay, ſhe is a ſtirring Woman indeed: 

There's a Brain, Brother. | 
Tim. There's not a handſom Wench of any mettle 

Within a hundred Miles, but her Intelligence 

Reaches her, and out · reaches her, and brings her 

As confidently to Court, as to a Sanctuary. 

What had his mouldy Brains ever arriv'd at, 

Had not ſhe beaten it ont o'th' Flint to faſten him? 

WS 'They 


kis 
Dez 
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They ſay ſhe keeps an Office of Concealments: 
There is no young Wench, let her be a Saint, 
Unleſs ſhe live i'th*.Center, but ſhe finds her, 
And every way prepares Addreffes to her:: . 
If my Wife wou d have followed her Courſe, Charintha;, 
Her lucky Courſe, I had the day before him: 

O what might I have been by this time, Brother? 
But ſhe, forſooth, when I put theſe things to het, 
Theſe things of honeſt Thrift, groans, O my Conlciencs, 
The load upon my Conſcience, when to make ns Cuckolds, 
They haveno more burthen than a Brood-goolſe, Brother; 
But let's do what we can, though this Wench fail us, 
Another of a new way will be lookt at: IT 
Come, let's abroad, and beat our Brains, time may, 
For all his Wiſdom, yet give us a Day [Exe 
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Drum within, Alarm, Enter Demetrius and Leohtius. 


Dem. 1 will not ſee em fall thus, give me way, Sir, 

I ſhall forget you love me elſe. + . 
Leon. Will ye loſe all? | 

For me to be forgotten, to be hated,” 15 

Nay never to have been à Man, is nothing,” 

So you, and thoſe we have preſerv'd from Slaughter 

Come ſafely off. Dem. I have loſt my ſelf. 
Leon. You are cozend. di -0 | 
Dem. And am moſt miſerable. | 
Leon. There's no Man fo, but he that makes himſelf fo- 
Dem. I will go on. 2 n d fe 6 
Leon. You muſt not: I ſnall tell you then, 

And tell you true, that Man's unfit to govern, 

That cannot guide himſelf: Vou lead an Army? 

That have not ſo much manly Suff rance left ye, 

To bear a loſs? ©: 1: 15% rtf ebe 
Dem. Charge but once more, Leontins, © © 

My Friends and my Companions are engag'd all. 
Leon. Nay give 'em loft, I ſaw em off their Horſes, 

And the Enemy Maſter of their Arms; nor cou'd then 


17 


7 


The 


+ i-v 


2 


To bury in an Hour hit Age of 1 , 
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The Policy nor Strength of Man redeem em. 
Dem. And ſhall I know this, and ſtand fooling? 
Leon. wy ro yan Soul you ſtir not, Sir, 

Or if you do, you make throughme firſt, | 
pra Thou art a Canin: : + 2. 
Leon. To a Madman. N 

None but your Father's Son durſt call me ſo, * 

Death if he did Muſt l be fecandaFd yy 
That hbedg d in AI the helps I had to fave ye? 

That, where there was a valiant Weapon ſtirring 8 


| Both ſearch d it out and fing dit, unedg dit, oy 


For fear it — yous am Ia Coward? + io HA 
Goz get ye tell em ye are the Kin So 
Hang > your Lady dy's favours on your Cre” Bo 
And? let them fight their ſhares; ſpur to a 
Vou cannot _— the way: Be bravely deſperate, '* * 
And your young Friends before ye, that loft this Barrel, 
Your honourable Friends, that knew no Oe, 6 
Cry out, Antigomat, the old Antigonus, "29.1 4 
The wiſe and fortunate Antigm r 
The great, the valiant, and the ſeard nan 
Has ſent a deſperate Son, without Diſcretion,' * n 


- o Jn; 
2 * - 
PR 4 , 
* * * — wo — * 


Dem. I am aſham d. $67 1A, e 

Leon. Tis ten to one, Lidiewich yer Sz micro 
The Coward will not long be aſter x 
I ſcorn to ſay I faw you fall, ſigh for ye, , 
And tell a whining Tale, ſome ten years wy A erg. 
To Boys and Girls in an old Chimney Corneerr 
Of what a Prince we had, how bravely Spiritedy' © 
How young and fair he fell: We'll all go with ye,” 
And ye ſhall ſee us all, like Sacrifices "on A 
In our beſt trim, fill up the Mouth of Ruin, 
Will this Faith fatisfie your Folly? Can this ſhow ye, 


Tis not to die we fear, {new ar”. "ul $ID 
To fall, forgotten, in a Multitude? wr A nnd 
If you will needs tempt Fortune nom the his 2 © * 
Held 5e from ſiak ing Up. 8 yon Þ £ I -— 4 


Dem. Pray do not kill me, 1 v0 
Theſe Words pierce deeper than che Wounds! we, 
1 


\ 
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The ſmarting Wounds of loſs. 

Leon. Ve are too tender; 
Fortune has Hours of Loſs, and Hours of Hons, 
And the moſt valiant fee! them both; Take comfort, 
The next is ours, I have a Soul deſcries it: | 
The angry Bull never goes back for Breath, 

But when he means to arm his Fury double. 

Let this Day ſet, but not the Memory, 

And we ſhall find a time. How now Lieutenant? 
Enter Lieutenant. 

Liew. Iknow not: I am mall'd: Ay bean 
All our young Gallants loſt. 

Leon. Thou art hurt. Lien. lam pep er'd, 

I was i'th' midſt of all: And bang'd of = 
They made an Anvile of my Head, it rings yet; 
Neverſothreſh'd: Do you call this Fame?1 * dit; 
I have got immortal Fame, but I'll no more on't; 

111 no ſuch ſcratching Saint to ſerve hereafter; 

O' my Conſcience I was kill'd above twenty times, 
And yet I know not what a Devil's in't, 

I crawl'd away, and liv'd again ſtill; I am hurt plaguily 
But now I have nothing near ſo much pain, Colonel, 
They have ſliced me for that Malady. 

Dem. All the young Men loſt? _ ' (Sir, 

Lieu. Iam glad you are here: But they are alli th pound, 
They'll never ride oer other Mens Corn again, I take 1 it 
Such frisking, and ſuch flaunting with their Feathers, ' 
And ſuch careering-with their Miſtreſs's Favours; 

And here muſt hoy pricking out for Honour, 

And there got he a Knock, and down goes Pilgarlick, 
Commends his Soul to his ſhe-faint, and Exit. 
Another ſpurs in there, cries, Make room Villains, 

I am a Lord; ſcarce ſpoken, but with Reverence 

A Raſcal takes him o'er the Face, and fclls him; 
There lies the Lord, the Lord be with him. 

| Leon. Now Sir, 

Do you find this truth ? 

Dem. I wou'd not. Lieu. Pox upon it, 

They have ſuch tender Bodies too; ſuch Culiſſes, 
Phas one good handſom Blow breaks cm in aw 
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Lenn. How ſtands the Enemy? erh 
Lieu. Ev'n cool enough too: 

For to ſay truth he has been ſhrewd! 

The Gentleman no doubt will fall to rs Jewlipe. - 

Leun. He marches not i” th* Tail ons. 

Lieu. No, Plague take him, 

He'll kiſs our Tails as ſoon; he looks upon us, 

As if he wou d ſay, if ye will turn again, n 

We will belabour you a little better, 

And beat a little more care into your Coxcombs. 

Now ſhall we have damnable Ballads out againſt us, 

Moſt wicked Madrigals: And ten to one, Colonel, 

Sung to ſuch lowſie, lamentable Tunes. 
Leon. Thou art merry, 

How e' er the Game goes: Good Sir be not troubled, 

A better Day will draw this back again. 

Pray go, and cheer thoſe left, and lead em off, 

They are hot, and w 
Dem. I'll do any ching. 

Leon. Lieutenant, {end one preſently away 

To th ' King, and let him know our State: And bark he, 

Be ſure the Meſſenger adviſe his Majeſty 

To comfort up the Prince: He's full of ſadneſs. 
Lieu. W hen ſhall I get aChirurgeon? This hot Weather, 

Unleſs I be well pepper'd, I ſhall ſtink, 3 70 
Leon. Go, I'll prepare thee one. 

Lieu. If ye catch me then, I 4 

Fighting again, Ill eat Hay with a Horſe. „ 


SCENE III. 


Buer Leue ppe, Reading, and two Maid: at a Tabla 
* riting. 


Len. Have ye written to Merione? 
1 Maid. Yes, Madam. | 
Leu, And — her 2 the hopes ſne bas, 

If ſhe come ſpeedily | 
1 Maid. All thele are ſpecified. 
Leu. And of the Chain is ſent her, 


And the rich ſtuff to make her ſhew more Handſom here? 
I Maid. 
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I Maid. All this is done, Madam. 
Leu. What have you diſpatch'd there? 
2 Maid. A Letter to the Country Maid, and tpleaoye, 
Leu. A pretty Girl, but peeviſh, plaguy pee 
Have ye bought the embroidered Gloves, oh chat Purſe 
And the new Curl? (for her, 
2 Maid. They are ready pack d up, Madam. 
Leu. Her Maiden -head will yield me; let me {ee now; 
She is not fifteen they fay: For her COMpIeION more 
Cloe, Clos, Cloe, here, I have her, 
Coe, the Daughter of a Country Gentleman; 
Her Age upon n fifteen 3 Now her Complexion, -, 
A lovely brown; here tis; Eyes black and rolling, | 
The Body neatly built; ſhe ſtrikes a Lute well, 
Sings maſt inticingly;' theſe helps conſider d, Fob! 
Her Maiden-head will amount to ſome three hundred, 
Or three hundred and fifty Crowns, twill bear it hand 
Her Father's poor, ſome little ſhare deducted,  (ſomly. 
To buy him a hunting Nag; Ay, twill be pretty. 
Who takes care of the Merchant's Wife? _ 
1 Maid. I have-wrought her. 
Leu. You know for whom the is? 
1 Maid. Very well, Madam, 
Though very mich ado I. had to wake ber 
Apprehend that Happineſs. 
Leu. Theſe Kind' are ſubtile; 5 
D: d ſhe not cry and blubber when you yrg'd her? 
1 Maid. O moſt extreamly, and iwore the wou d rather 
Len. Good ſigns, very good l1gns, 0 perith. 
Symptons of eaſie Nature. 6 
Had ſhe the Plate? 
t Maid. She look'd upon't, and left it, 
And turn'd again, and viewꝰ'd it. 
Lev. Very well ſtill. 
1 Maid. At length ſhe was content 10 ler? it. he the 
Till I call'd for 1 . 
Leu. She will come? 7 
1 Maid. Do you take me + 
"Lon: ſuch a Fool, I wau'd part per that Frome? 
En. The Chambers next the Park 75 14 
1 Mai 


7 
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1 Maid. The Widow, Madam, * 
vou ban ns look upon. ‚ | 
Leu. Hang her, the is muſty: YI, 
She is no May s Meat ; belides, ſhe's poor and flattth : - | 
Where lies old Thisbe now, you are fo long now * 
2 Maid. Thisbe, Thisbe, Thisbe, Agent Thisbe, O Ihave 
Shelyes now in Nzcopolzs. . | * (her, 
Leu. Diſpatch a Packet, 2 
And tell her, her Superior here commands her 
The next Month not to fail, but ſee deliver d 
Here to our Uſe, fore twenty young and handf 
As alſo able Maids, for the Court Service, 
As ſhe will anſwer it: We are out of Beauty, 
Utterly out, and rub the time away here 
With ſuch blown ſtuff, 1 am aſham d to ſend it. | 
| | [Knock wirbin. 
Who's that? Look cut, to your bufineſs, Maid. 
There's nothing got by Idleneſs: There is a Lady, 
Which if I can but buckle with, Altea, 
A, A, A, A, Altea, young, and married, 
And a great Lover of her Husband, well, or 
Not to be brought to Court? Say ye ſo? Tammforry, (is't? 
The Court ſhail be brought to you then; hownow, who 
Maid. An ancient Woman, with a Maid attending, 
A pretty Girl, but out of Cloaths; for a little Mony, 
It ſeems ſhe would put her to your bringing up, Madam. 
Hiiter Woman and Phebe. | F 
Len. Let her come in. Would you ought with us, good 
pray be ſhort, we are full of buſineſs. (Woman? 


Mom. Lhave a tender Girl here, an't pleaſe your Honour. 
Leu. Very well. | | 0 
Mom. That hath a great deſire toſerve your Worſhip. 
Leu. It may be ſo; I am full of Maids. 2 
Wom. She is young forſoot . 3 
And for her truth; and as they ſay her bearing. Pulſe 
Leu. Yeſay well; come ye hither Maid, let me feel your 
Tis ſomewhat weak,” but Nature will grow ſtronger, 


Let me ſee your Leg, ſhe treads but low i'th* Paſterns. | | 
Wm. A cork Heel, Madam. | | | | 
leu. We know what will do itt, fa? | 

Without your aim, good Woman; what do you pitch her l 


3 She's 
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She's but a ſlight Toy cannot hold out long. 

Wom. Ev'n what you think i is meet. 

Leu. Give her ten Crowns, we are full of Buſineſs, 
She is a poor Woman, ler her take a Cheeſe Lens. 
Enter the Wench i' th' Office. | Ex. Mom. and 1 Maid, 

2 Maid. What's your Name, Siſter ? | 

Phe. Phebe, forſooth. 

Leu. A pretty Name; twill do well: 

Go in, and let the other Maid inſtruct you, Phebe. (Ex Phe. 
Let my old Velvet Skirt be made fit for her. 
T'll put her into action for a Waſt- coat; 

A fer have rigg'd her up once, this ſmall Pinnace 
7 [ Knock within. 
Shall fail for Gold, and good ftore too; who's there? 
Lord, ſhall we never have any caſe in this World? | 
Still troubled! Still moleſted! What wou'd you have? 

Enter Menippe. 

I cannot furniſh you faſter than I am able, 

And ye were my Husband athouſand times, I cannot doit. 
At leaſt a dozen Poſts are gone this Morning 

For (cyeral parts of the Kingdom: I can do no more 
But pay em, and inſtruct em. 

= Prithee, good ſweer Heart, 192 8010 
I come not to diſturb thee, nor diſcourage thee, 


I know thou labour ſt truly: Hark in thine Ear. 


Leu. Ha! 
What do you make 6 dainty on't? Look there 
I am an Afs, I can do nothing. | 
Men. Celia? 
Ay, this is ſhe; a Stranger Born. 
Leu. What would you give for more now ? 
Men. Prithee, my belt Leucippe, there's much hangs on't, 
Lodg'd at the end of Maris Street? That's true too; 
At the ſack of ſuch a Town, by ſuch a Soldier 
Preſer vd a Priſoner; and by Prince Demetrius 
Bought from that Man again, maintain'd and favour'd: 
How came you by this Knowledge? 
Leu. Poor, weak Man, 
I havea thouſand Eyes, when thou art ſleeping, -: 
Abroad, and full of buſineſs. 


* 


Men. 
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Men. You never try'd her | 
Leu. No, ſhe is beyond my level; fo hedg'd in | 
By the Prince's infinite Love and Favour to her 
| Men. She is a handſom Wench. 
4. Leu. A delicate, and knows it; 
And out of that proof arms her ſelf. 
Men. Come 22 3 oy 0 
| have a great de om the King to you, 
And cone ws like Wax — . 
Leu. Onthis Lady ? 
Men. On this, and all your Wits call home. 
Leu. J have done 21 { 
Toys in my time of ſome Note; old as I am, 
I think my Brains will work without Barm; 
Take up the Books. | X 
Men. As we go in, III tell ye. | [ Excunt. 


SCENE IV. 
Enter Antigonus, Timon, Lords and a Soldier. 


Ant. No Face of Sorrow for this loſs, twill choak him, 
Nor no Man miſs a Friend, I know his Nature 
So deep impreſt with Grief, for what he has ſuffer d, 
That the leaſt adding to it adds to his Ruin; 
His loſs is not ſo infinite, I hope, Soldier. | 
Sol. Faith neither great, nor out of Indiſcretion. 
The young Men out of heat. 
Euter Demetrius, Leontius, and 
Ant. I gueſs the manner. 
Lord. The Prince and't like your Grace — 8s. 
Ant. You are welcome home, Sir: 
Come, no more Sorrow, I have heard your Fortune, 
And I my ſelf have try'd the like: Clear up Man, 
| will not have ye take it thus; it I doubted, | 
Your fear had loſt, and that you hadturn'd yourback to 
Baſely beſought their Mercies— Cem, 
Leon. No, no, by this Hand, Sir, 
We fought like honeſt and tall Men. 
Aut. I know't, Leoutius: Or if I thought 


Lieutenant. - 


Neg- 
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Neglect of Rule, having his Counſelwith ye, 
Or too wain-glorious A e of Fame, 
Your Men forgot and ſcatter C6. 

Leon. None of theſe, Sir, 

He thew'd himſelf a noble Gentleman, 
Every way apt to Rule. 1 
ee. Theſe being granted; 

8 Why ſhould you ch have done an 20005 hainous, 
= 'Thar nought but Diſcontent dwells round: about ye? 
I haveloſt a Battel. 

ht it ard too. 


Leon. Ay, and fo 
Ant. With as much means as Man 
Leon, Or Devilcou'd:orpe it. - 
Ant. Twenty to unt of dur fade: now. 

Leon. Turn Tables, e 

Beaten Hike Dogs again, like Owls; you take it 

To Heart for 09 in A a Mile . em; 

And to ſay the * twas no flight neither, Sir, 
*T'was but a walk, a "handſome walk, 
 Thavetyumbl'd with-this old Body, beaten like a Stock-fih 
And ſtuck with Arrows, like an arming Quiver, 
Blooded'and'bang'd almoſt a Day before em, 
= glad I have got off then. Here's a mad Shaver, 

Gehts hisſhare Fam'ſure, when &'er he comes-to't; 
| havedeen him 'rrip-it'tithly too, 

And cry the Devil take the hindmoſt ever. 

Lieu. J learnt it of my Betters. 
Leon. Boudge at this? 
Ant. Has Fortune but one Face? 
Lieu. In her beſt Vizard 
Methinks ſhe looks but lowzily. | 
Ant. Chance, though ſhe faint now, 
And'fink/below.our Expettations, 
Is there no hope left ſtrong enough to booybert 
Dem. Tis not, this day I fled re the Enemy, 

And toſt'my People, left mine Honour murder d, 

My Maiden Honour, never to be Ranſom'd, 

Which to a noble Soul is too too ſenſible, 

Afflicts me with this Sadneſs; moſt of theſe, 


Time may turn ſtraight again, Experience perſec, * 
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And new Swords cut new Ways to nobler Fortunes” 
O I have loſt— | : 
Ant. As you are mine, forget it: 1 1 
do not think it loſs. 
Dem. O Sir, ive 
[have loſt my Friends, thoſe 5 Souls bred as me, 
I have loſt my ſelf, they were the pieces of me: 
| have loſt all Arts, my Schools are taken from 0, 
Honour and Arms, no Emulation left me: 
[ liv'd to ſee theſe Men loſt, look d upon it; (rues z 
Theſe Men that twin'd their Loves to mine, their V Vir- 
O ſhame of ſhames! I ſaw and cou'dnot fave *em'; 
This carries Sulphur in't, this burns, and boils we, 
And like a fatal Tomb, beſtrides my Memory. 
Aut. This was hard Fortune, but if alive, and taken, 
They ſhallbe ranſom'd: Let it be at Millions, 
Dem. They are dead, they are dead. | 
Lieu. When wou'd he weep for me thus? | 
I may be dead and powder'd. 297TH 
Leon. Good Prince, ve not: A. 
We are not certain of their Deaths: The Enemy, . 
Though he be hot, and keen, yet holds good * 
What Noiſe is this? 
Great Shout within : Enter Gentlemen 
Lieu. He does not follow us? 
Give = a Steeple top. 
2 Ht hve, they how, Sir. 
your manly Face. 
Yew live, 8 here, Son. 
Dem. Theſe are the Men. 
1 Gent. They are, and live to honour ye. 
Dem. How '{cap'dye, noble Friends? Methough om 
Even in the Jaws of Death. a (ye - 
2 Gent. Thanks to our Folly, 
That ſpur'd us on; we were indeed hedg'd round int; 
And ev*n beyond the hand of Succour, beaten, | 
Labem diſarm'd: And what we lockt for then, Sir, 
Let ſuch r dean eary Souls that hear the Bell Knoll, 
And ſee t B dl tell. 5 
Vo I. II. — Dem. 


Said ye not ſo? 


Better I had loſt em all: My ſelf had periſh, 
And all my Father's hopes. S 


| 
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Dem. Fot Heav'ns fake br 


Delude mine Eyes no longer! How came pe off? | Ne. 
1 Gent. Againſt all expectation; the brave Selentu, Nei 
I think this Day enamour'd on your Virtue, Th: 
When, through the Troops, heſawye ſhoot like Ligh . 
And at your manly Courage all took Fire; (ning; 7 
And after that, the Miſery we fell to, 7 
The never- certain Fate of War, conſid' rin 7 
As we ſtood all before him, Fortune's Ruins, | Bea 
Nothing but Death expecting, a ſhort time 7 
He made a ſtand upon our Vouths and Fortunes. 7 
Then with an eye of Mercyinform'd his Ju 7 
How yet unripe we were, unblown, unharden'd, | 7 
Unfitted for ſuch fatal Ends; he cry'd out to us, 7 
Go Gentlemen, commend me to your:Maſter, Th 
To the moſt High, and Hopeful Prince; Demetrius; 1 
Tell him the Vabour that he ſhow'd againſt me 7 
This day, the Virgin Valour, and true Fire, f 
Deſerves ev'n from an Enemy this Courtefiez ; F 
Your Lives, and Arms freely I'll en em: Thank him, At 
And thus we are return'd, I4 En | Ar 
Leon. Faith, twas well done; He 
* was bravely done; was't not a owe” part, Sir? An 
Lieu. Had I been there, up had * ib on't; Ar 
Theſe noble tricks I never durſt | Ar 
Leon. Let me not live, and” — a a Honeſty; 


It takes me ſuch a tickling way: Now. wou'd with, 
But ev'n the Happineſs, ev'n that poor Bleſſing (Heaven, 
For all the ſharp Afflictions thou haſt At ſent me, 
But ev'n i'thꝰ head o'th* Field, to take Selencss. 
T ſhould do ſomething memorable: Fie, fad ſtill? - 
1 Gent. Do you grieve, we are come off? | k 
Dem. Unranſom'd, was it? | 
2 Gent, It was, Sir. | 
Dem. And with ſack a Fame to me? 


Leon. Ye have heard it. 
Dem. O Leontius! 
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N Lon. Mercy upon you 
I Wöbat ails you, Sir? Death, oe 3 Fools on', 
Ke, Neither go to Church, nor tarry at Home? oF # 
That's a fine Horn- pipe. | 
Ant. What's now your Grief, Demetriu? 
Dem. Did he not beat us ewice? 
Leon. He beat, a Pudding; beat us but once. 
Dem. Has beat SLICE, and beat me to a cuir. 
Beat me to nothing | 
Lieu. Is not the Devil in him? 
Leon. I pray it be no worſe. 
Dem. Twice conquer'd me; 
Leon. Bear witneſs all the orld, Lama Dunce here, 
— With Valour firſt he ſtruck me, then with Honour, 
That Stroak Leontius, that Stroak, doſt thou not feel it? 
Lom. Whereabouts was it? For remember nothing yet. 
Dem. All theſe Gentlemen that were his Priſoners —— 
Leon. Ves, he ſet em free, Sir, with Arms and Honour. 
Dem. There, there, now thou haſt it; * 
1. At mine own Weapon, Courteſie, Was beaten me. 
At that I was held a Maſter in, he has cow d me, 
Hotter than all the dint o th Fight he has charg d me: 
. Am I not now a wretched Fellow? Think on' t; 
© WH And when thou haſt examin'd all ways. honourable, - 
And find'ſt no Door left open to requite this, 
y Conclude I am a Wretch, and was twice beaten, - 7 ., 
Ant. 1 have obſerv'd your way, and underſtand i it. 
> WH And equal love it as Demerrius, N 
My noble Child thou ſhalt not fall in Virtue, 
| and my Pow'r will fink firſt: You Leontins, 7 
Wait for a new Commiſſion, ye ſhall out 
And inſtantly: You ſhall not lodge this Night here, 
Not ſee a Friend, nor take a Bleſſing with ye, | 
Before ye be it F ield: The Enemy is up ftill, 
And All; in fulldeſign: Charge him again, Son, 
And either bring home that again thou haſt loſt ths, 
Or leave thy Body by hin. 
Dem, Ye raiſe me, 724% ; 
And now I dare look up p again »  Leontins. 25 
Leon. Ay, ay, Sir, I am R who we belle 
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To make all ſtraight; and who we ſhall pew thi mo 


What fay*{t thou now, Lieutenant? ers 
Lieu. 1 ſay nothing. ö | 
Lord what ail I, that I have no mind to how) now? 
I find my Conſtitution mightily alter'd © 
vince I — — home: I hate all Noiſes too, 
Eſpecially the Noiſe of Drums; I am now as well 
As any living Man; why not as valiant?” 
To fight now, is a kind of vomit to me, 
It goes againſt my Stomach. ' W 
em. Good Sir, preſentlyy ß 
You cannot do your Son ſo fair a Favour. f 
An. Tis my Intent: Il ſee ye march away too. 
Come, get 5 Men together preſently, x een 
And preſs where pleaſe you, as you march. . 
Leon. We go, Sir. 
Ant. Wait you on me, Tl] bring ye to your Comman 
And then to Fortune give you up. 


dy 


Dem. Ve love me. 4 (Eur 


Leon. Go, get the Drums, beat round, Lieutenant. 

Lien. Hark ye, Sir, 
I have a fooliſh bufinck they call may. 

Leon. After the Wars are done. | 

Lieu. The Party — 1 — Ho | 
I have giv*n the Prieſt his Mony too: Amy Friend di, 
My Father, and my Mother. 2 

Leon. Will you go forward? © 

Lieu. She brings a pretty matter with her. 

Leon. Half a dozen Baſtards, 

Lieu. Some forty, Sir. 70 

Leon. A goodly competency. 24 

Lien. I mean Sir, Pounds a Year; 1n Aiſparth the mat- 

*Tis but a Night or two; 3 I'll overtake ye Sir. (quarter: er! 

Leon. The two old Legions, yes: WheteliestheHorſe- 
Lis And if it be a Boy, I'll ev'n make bold, Sir. 
Away with your Whore, 
A 8 o your Whore, you damn'd Rogue, 
Now ye are cur'd and well; muſt ye be clicketing? 
Lien. I have broke my Mind to my 1 in my 


He's a ſufficient Gentleman. (abſ 1 


8 S 2 


I. 


* 
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Leon. Get forward. Ie „en Hi 
Lieu. Only receive her Portion. act nl 
Leon. Get ye forward, 957 14 COS Nt v3. 

Elſe I'll bang ye forward. Was, 53-46 D800 un: . 
Lieu. Strange, Sin, ſr 
A Gentleman and an Officer-c cannot have the livery 
To do the Office of a Man. 
Leon. Shame light on thee, . diam? 51 
How came this W hore into thy Head? S770 


Lies This Whore, Sir? i £2200 whe 1 
"- a a poor Whore. | wil 
Z Leo. Do not anſwer me, WE! 
roop, Troop away; do not name this Whore agin, 
Or think there 1s 7 Whore. F:. © 


Lieu. That's very hard, Sir. 
Leon. For if thou doſt, look to't, P11 hevis cheeGelded, 
Ill walk ye out before me: Not a word more. eve 


SCENE V. 


Enter Leucippe, and Governeſs. 


Leu. Ye are the Miſtreſs of the Houle, ye 85 
Where this young Lady lies. 
Gov. For want of a better. 3 
Leu. Vou may be good enough for ſuch a p rpoſe. - 
When was the Prince with her? - Anſwer me directly. 
Gov. Not ſince he went a TER: 
Leu. Very well then: | 
What carnal | Copulation are you privy to 
Between theſe two? Be not afraid, we are Women, 


And may talk thus amongſt our lues, no harm in't. 


Gov. No ſure, there's no harm in't, I conceive that; 
But truly, that 1 eyer knew the Gentlewoman 
Otherwiſe giv'n, than a hopeful Gentlewoman ——— 
Leu. You'll grant me the Prince loves her? 
Gov, There 1 am with ye: xd, 
And the Gods bleſs her, promiſes her aig, \ 
Lew. Stay there a while. And gives her Gi 
Gov. Extreamly; | 
R 3 And 
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And truly makes a very Saint of her. 
co "> wow think now, 4 7 
oman let. me have your judgement with me 
I ſee 'tis none of the worſt: Come fit down by me) 
That theſe two cannot love ſo tenderly,  / 
Gov. Being ſo young as they are too. 
| Len. You ſay well—— | 
But that methinks ſome further Promiſes — ® 
Gov. Les, yes, 3 
have heard the Prince ſwear he wou'd marry her. 
Leu. Very well ſtill: They do not uſe to fall out? 
Gov. The tendereſt Chickens to one another, 
They cannot live an hour aſunder. 
Ten. I have done then; 
And be you gone; you know your Charge, and do it. 
You know whoſewill it is; if you tranſgreſs it— 
That is, if any have acceſs, or ſee her, 
Before the King's will be fulfill!d — 
Gov. Not the Prince, Madam ? 
Leu. You'll be hang'd if you do it, that I'll aſſure ye. 
Gov, But ne'ertheleſs, I'll make bolg to obey ye. 
Len. Away, and to your buſineſs then. 
Gov. Tis done, Madam. [ Exeun, 


ACT III. SCENE I 
Enter Antigonus, and Menippus. 


—_ — 


Ant. T Hou haſt taken wondrous pains; but yet Menipps: 
I You underſtand not of what Blood and Country. 
Men. I labour'd that, but cannot come to know it. 

A Greek I am ſure ſhe is, ſhe ſpeaks this Lan 

Ant. Is ſhe fo excellent handſom ? — | 

Men. Moſt inticing. 

Ant. Sold for a Priſoner ? 

Men. Yes Sir, ſome poor Creature. 

Ant. And he loves tenderly ? | 


4 
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Men. They ſay extreamlyp. 9701. 
Ant. Tis well prevented then: Yes, I perceiv'd it: 
When he took leave now, he made a hundred ftops, 
Deſir d an Hour, but half an Hour, a Minute, 
Which I with Anger croſs'd; I knew his buſineſs, 
| knew 'twas ſhe he hunted on; this Journey, Man, 
beat out ſuddenly for her cauſe intended, th 
And wou'd not give him time to breath. When comes ſhe? 
Men. This Morning, Sir. , 
Ant. Lodge her to all Delight then: 
For I would have her try'd to th' reſt: I know, 
She muſt be ſome crackt Coin, not fit his Traffick/ 
Which when we have found, the ſhame will make him 
Or we ſhall work à nearer way: I'llbury him, (leave her, 
And with him-all the hopes I have caſt upon him, 
Eer he ſhall dig his own Grave in that Wome: 
You know which way to bring her: I'll ſtand cloſe there, 
To view her as ſhe paſſes: And do you hear Menippres, 
Obſerve her with all Sweetneſs ; humour her, 
'Twill make her lie more careleſs to our 
Away, and take what helps you pleaſe. 


Men. I am gone, Sir. 
SCENE U. 
Enter Celia, and Governels. 


Cel. Governeſs, from was this Gown ſent me? 
Prethee be ſerious true; I will not wear't elſe; 
Tis a handſom one. x 

Gov. As though you know not? 

Cel. No Faith: | | 
But I believe, for certain too, yet I wonder, 
Becauſe it was his Caution, this poor way, 

Still to preſerve me from the curious ſearchin 

Of greedy Eyes, | F 
Gov. You have it: Does it pleaſe you? | 
Cel. Tis very rich, methinks too, prethee teil me? 


- 


Gov, From one that likes you well, never look co, Lady; | 
Theſs are no Gifts, to be 3 off with pow dings. 5 


- 


[ Exenunt, 
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Cel. Powtings, and Gifts? Is it from any Stranger? 

Gov. You are ſo curious, menen 
What if it be I, pray ye? 

Cel. Looms good Governeſs, 

Quick, qui 

Gov. rm y What s the matter? 

Cel. Quick, good Governeſs: Vit: 
Fic on't, how beallly it becomes me? Poorly? if 
A trick put in upon — Well ſaid Governeſs:  - 

1 vow I wou'd not wear it out, it ſmells muſty. 
Are theſe your tricks? Now I begin to ſmell it, 
Abend muſty; will you help me? 
The Prince will come — 

_ Gov. You are not mad ſure? 

Cl. As Ilive Pl cut it off: A pox upon it; || (ries? 
For ſure it was made for that uſe; do youbring me Lie 
Stales to catch Kites? Doſt thou laugh too, thou bale 

Gov. I cannot chuſe, if I ſhould be unde (Woman 

Cel. Abuſe me/, 

And then laugh at me too ? 

Gov. I do not abuſe ye: | 
Is it abuſe, to give him Drink that's thirſty? 8 * 
You want Cloaths; is it ſuch a hainous Sinl beſeech ye 
To ſee you ftor'd ? Y 

Cel. There is no greater wickedneſs than this way. 

Gov. What wa oh 

cel. I ſhall curſe thee fearfully, 

If thou provok'ſt me further: And take heed, ads, 
My Curſes never miſs, - 

Gov. Curſe him that ſent it. 

Cel. Tell but his Name— * 

Gov. You dare not curſe him. | 

Cel. Dare not? By this fair Light--=--- ©. 

Gov. You are ſo full of Paſſion —— | 

Cel. Dare not be good? Be honeſt? Dare not curſe him? 

Gov. I think you dare not: 1 believe ſo. 

Oo: eak him. 

p with your yalour then, up with i it bravely, 
Ad rake 1 full charge. 


Cel. If Ido not, * me, tell but his Name. To | 
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7 Gov. *T'was Prince ll him r E it: 1800 
Now, now, give him i'th' ye row Lady. 
Gel. Is he — home? 175 
Gov. It ſeems ſo; but your Curſe now. 1 % bit 
Cel. You do not lie, I hope. = 
Gov. You dare not curſe him: bon. 
Cel. Prethee do not abuſe me: Is he come ho indeed? 
fror I wou'd now with all my Heart believe thee. - 
Gov. Nay, you may chuſe: — I deal for 8 
That ſend ye ſcurvy muſty Gowns, ſtale LIVER: 
| have my tricks. 
Cel. Tis a good Gown, » handſome ones 
I did but jeſt; where is he? 
Gwv, He that ſent it 115 
g? Cel. How? He that ſent it? —_ tcome tothat again; 
Thou canſt not be ſo fooliſh : Prethes ſpeak out, 
e I may miſtake thee. * 
n? Gov. I faid he that ſent it. 
cal. Curſe o my Life: Why doſt then nee 
Iknow thou meaneſt Demetrius, doſt thou not? 
charge thee ſpeak truth: If it be any other, 
Thou knoyeſt the char -— tart he gave thee, and N 
e His Anger will inflict, if e er he know ey 
As know he ſhall, he ſhall, thou ſpig hiful W 
Thou beaſtly Woman; and thou — lee, 
And feel too ſenſible, I am no Ward, 5 
No Sale- ſtuff for your Mony-Merchants that ae Sg -- 
n; Who dare ſend me, or how durſt thou, OS. 
Gov. What you pleaſe : 25 
For this is ever the reward of Service. 9 
The Prince ſhall bring the next himſelf. {728 
Cel. Tis ftrange 
That you ſhould deal ſo peeviſhly: Beſhrew ye. 
Lou have put me in a heat. 
? O. I am ſure ye have killd me: th | 
leer receiv'd ſuch I can but wait ene Je, 


2 ew our Drudge; keep a poor Life to ſerve ye. 

ou know my Nature is too eaſie, Governeſs, 
And: you now know, I 1 too: How does he? 

2 x 
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Cel. Prethee be well, and tell me, 90 
Did he ſpeak of me, ſince he came? Nay bee * N 
If thou wilt leave this Tyranny? Good ſweet Governeſ, 
Did he but name his Cælia? Look upon me, 

Upon my Faith I meant no harm: Here take this, 
And buy thy ſelf ſome trifles: Did he, good Weack? 

Gov. He loves ye but too dear. 

Cel. That's my good Governeſs,” | 

Gov, There's more Cleaths og for ye. 

Cel. More Cloaths ? - 150 

Gov. More: 

Richer and * I un tell ye that News; 
And twenty glorious 

Cel. To what uſe, GPs (W rerches 

Gov. Ve are too good for our Houſe now: We poor 
Shall loſe the comfort 1 ye. 5 

Cel. No, I hope no : 

Gov. For ever loſe 4 Lady. 

Cel. Loſe me? Wherefore? 1 bas * no ſuch thing, 
So. *Tis ſure it muſt be ſo; + 11 6 

You muſt ſhine now at Court: Such preparation, 
Such hurry, and ſuch hangi ging Rooms----= _ -- 
Cel. To th* Court, Wench ? Was it nn Courtth 

Gov. You'll find it ſo. . (ſaidſt 

Cel. Stay, 0 — Nerd at! 

Gov. I ſay it muſt be: Adu 
l hope to find e ſtill the ſame Lady. (Wench 

Cel. Toth' *. Count This ſt es me: Art ſure 2 
This preparation is? ot, e 24 

Gov. She is perilous z 
1 fear too honeſt for us all too. Am L Fee, I lat. 

Czl.To th Court? This cannot down: What fhou' d! e 
Why ſhould he ona ſudden change his Mind thus, (there 
And not make me acquainted? Sure he loves me 
His Vow was made againſt it, and mine with him: 

A leaſt while this King liv'd. He n. come licher, 
| n | | 

Gov. u'd ſome wiſe Woman 
Had . in working, That I think he will not, 
1 5 he means with all j joy there to meet 2 


. 


—_\ 
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Ye ſhall hear more within this Hour. 
What may that meaning be? 800 he will ſee me 
If he be come, he muſt: Hark ye, good Governels, | 
What Age is the King of? d 

Gov. He's an old Man, and full of bufineG.: 

cel. 1 fear too full indeed: What Ladies are chere? 
I wou'd be loth to want good Company.. | 

Gov. Delicate young Ladies, as you wou'd defirez 
And when you are acquainted, the beſt Company. 

Cel. Tis very well: Prithee go in, let's talk more. 
For though I fear a trick, Il RP try It. 

Gov. I fee he muſt be cunning, | ' ' 
Knocks this Doe dow un. [̃é8Excunt. 


SCENE II. 
Enter Lieutenant, and Leontius: Drum: within. 


Leom.Y ou ſhall not have your will Sirrah,are yerunning? 
Have ye gotten a Toy in your Heels? Is this a a Seaſon, 
When Honour pricks ye on, to prick 0% Ears up, 
After your W hore, your Hobby-horſe 

Lieu. Why look ye now: 110 A 
What a ſtrange Man are you? Would you 
At all hours all alike? | 

Leon. Do but fight ſomething; [26 
But half a Blow, and pur thy Stomach mi 
Turn but thy Face, and do make Months at cm. 

Lieu. And have my Teeth knockt out; 1 "thank ank ye 
Ye are my dear Friend. | (b up 

Leon. What a Devil ails thee? - vont. 
Doſt lo 2 to be hang'd? | 

aith, _ 1 make no Suit for't: 


Sn rather thas I would live thus out of Charity 
Continually in brawling | 


Leon. Art thou not he? ? 
| may be cozen'd 
Lieu. 1 ſhall be diſcover'd.” 
Leon. That in the midſt * thy moſt helliſh Pains, 
When thou wert crawling Sick, dan aim at W 
en 


When thou wert mad with Painn 
Lieu. Ye have found the Cauſe out; " 

I had-ne'er been mad to fight elſe : I confeſs Sir 
The daily torture of my Side that vext me, 

Made me as daily careleſs what became of me, 

Till a kind Sword —_ wounded me, and eas d me; 
Twas nothing in my Valour ſo key I am well noy, 

And take ſome p afire in my Life; methinks now, 

It ſhews as mad —_—— me to be you ſcuffle, 

And kill one another fooliſhly for Honour, 

As *twas to you, to ſee me play the — 

Leon. And wilt thou ne'er fight more? 

Lieu. Vth' mind Iam in. 

Teon. Nor never be ſick again? 

Lieu. I hope I ſhall not. 

Leon. Prithee be ſick again; prithee, 1 beſeech Tu 

Be juſt ſo ſick again. 

Loew Pt juſt be 3 | | 

Leon. IF all the Arts t are can make a Choke 
Therefore look to't: Or if Iwpoſthumes, an me, 
As big as Foot- balls 

Lieu. Deliver me. 

Leon. Or Stones of ten Pound weight i ith? Kidnen 
Th r y Diets may —— | 

Tl fee Sir, PII prepare ye, 4 
You cbr 4 unleſs the Devil tear e . 

You ſhall not want Provocations, I'Il ſcratch ye, 

Pl have thee have the Tooth-ach, and the Head-ach. 
Lieu. Good Colonel, PII do ay thing. 
Leon. No, no, nothing : 

Then will I have thee blown witha pair of Smiths Bellom, 
| Becauſe ye ſhall be ſure to have a round Gale with ey. 

Fill'd full with Oyl o' Devil, and Aqua-fortrs, + 
And let thele work, theſe may provoke: | 

Lieu. Good Colonel. 
Leon, A Coward in full Blood; pokes be plain) vibe 

Will roaſting do thee any good? ö 

Lieu. Nor baſting neither, Sir. 


Leon. rr I N mo, 
& 17 N | Enie 
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1 Gent, Where are Colony” 5 | 
he Prince expects ye, Sir: h'as hedg'd the "A ; 
Within a ſtreight, 7 Aa all the hopes and valoutrs 
Of all Men living cannot force abu 4. 744 tes 
e has em noW- | 5 
Leon. I knew all this Pane Sir, | (dere? 
| chalk'd him out his way: But do you Gs that thin ing 
Lieu. Nay good ſweet Colonel, PI fight a little. 
Leon. That thing? 
1 Gent. What ng? I ſee the brave Ii 
Lem. Rogue, what a Name haſt thou loſt: 4 
Lieu. You may y heels 
Yet you may help't: Il do ye any courteſie: 
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hes, I know you love a Wench well. + | 
Enter ſecond Gentleman. writs] 
Leon. Look upon him; * 10 | 
A Do you K . terns; — | 
2 Gent. What ſhow'd-1 look Try ET: ws 


| come to tell ye, the Prince ſtays your Dress, 
We have em now 7th” Coop, Sir. £4 12 4 

Leon. Let em reſt there, codes # 
And chew upon their Miſeries: But Ne 64 

Lien. I cannot fight for all this. 

Leon. Look on this Fellow. | 

2 Gent, I know him; tis the valiant Cal libs: 


ch Leon. Canſt thou N anc play ne Steal 
| Behind me quickly, neatl y do it, (0 "OR 
und ruſh into the thickeſt of the e N 

lowy And if thou kill'ſt but two. 


} 


Lieu. You may excuſe me, 
Tis not my fault: I dare not fight. 040%, 
Leon. Be ruPd yet, ede Heart. 
ll beat thee on; go wink and fight: Ny * * | 

2 Gent, What's all this matter? | 

I Gent. Nay I cannot ſhew ye. N. 

Leon. Here's twenty Pound, go but mel to em. 

Lieu. Alas, Sir, * 

| have taken ſuch a cold I can ſmell nothing 
Leon, I can ſmell a Raſcal, a rank Raſcal: 


h me 


Ent? | 
Fye, 


Fye, how he Rinks, like A Grad Jade. 
2 Gent. What, Sir? | 
Leon. Why, that Sir, do notgou ou ſmell BR FE; 
2 Gent. Smell him? muſt endure. 
Leon. Stinks like a dead Dog, Carrion— 
There's no ſuch damnable ſmell under Heav'n, .. 
As the faint ſweat of a Coward. Will ye fight et? 
Lieu. Nay, now I defie ye; ye have ſpoke the work 
Ot me, and if every Man ſhould rake what you ſay ye cu 
To the Heart — Leon. God ha" any 
God ha' Mercy with all my Heart : here forgive thee; 
And fight, or fight not, but go along with us, 
And keep my Dog. 304 
Lien. | love a good Dog naturally | | 
1 Gent. Whar's all this ſtir, Lieutenant? | | 


3 N 3 Sir, 
But a ſlight Matter of Argument. Leon. Pox take thee 
Sure I 12 love this Ron. he's ſo pretty a Coward. i 
Come Gentlemen, let's up now, and if Fortune 
Dare play the ſlut again, I'll never more Saint her. 


Come Play- fellow, come, prethee come up; come chicken, Sl 
1 have a way ſhall = "gh A tame Knave, > 4 
Come, look u 4 | c 
Lieu. I'll te N * does beſt, Boys. Exam. 15. 
SCENE IV. „ 
Eurer Antigonus, and Menippus, above. co 
Nen. I ſaw her coming out. dun! 1 
Ant. Who waits upon her? | | 0 
Men. Timon, Charinthue, and ſome other Cake pra 
By me 2 | l | c 
here's your Wife? C 
415 She's ready | 3 36:50 T 
To entertain her here, Sir; and ſome Ladies Her 
Fit for her Lodgings. 0 7 
Ant. How ſhews ſhe in her Trim now? MI mood / 


Men. O moſt divinely ſweet. 
Ant. Prethee ſpeak ſoftly. 
How does ſhe take her coming? |; Fat 


en, 


And how ſhe views the Place? She is very young fare: 
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Mex. She bears it brave a 1 
But whatſhe thinks For au nike, Sir, preerrome= 
If the Prince chance to find this. 

Ant. Peace, ye old Fool; 
She thinks to meet him here. 

Men. That's all the Project. 

Ant. Was ſhe hard to bring? 

Men. No, ſhe believ'd it quickly, 
And quickly made her ſelf fir. The Gon 2 Urtle, 
And thoſe new things ſhe has not been acquainted with, 
At leaſt in this place, where ſhe liv'd a Priſoner, 
Troubled and ſtirrd her: Mind. But believe me, Sir, 
She has worn as good, they fir ſo a ed to her 
And ſhe is fo great a Miſtreſs of diſpoſure. © 
Here they come now: But take a full view of her. 

Enter Celia, Timon, Charinthus, — 

Ant. How cheerfully ſhe looks? 1 


* Fo, — 
— . E 
1 0 — 4 
(ow 
. 


That was = e Gn a catchi 
The very Cupid's Bow ſung in it: 
the has 4895. r | the-wor'd . - 
Men. She makes a ſtand, as t wou 
Ant. Be till then. 1 ea 
Cz]. Good Gentlemen, tooubls your ſelves no Grenier 
| had thought ſure to have met a noble Friend here. * 


ng one, | "> 


Tim. Ve may meet many, n 11910903 yra 

Cel. Such as you are age 
[covet few or none, 245 125 tv ho u 

Char, Will you walk this way, M 


And take the ſweets o'th* Garden? Cootand cloſe; Lady. 
** Methinks this open Air's far better, tend ye that 
1 where's the Woman came rows: © NE 

ar. What Woman? 
Cel. The Woman of the Houſe I lay « at. 
Tim. Woman? 
= was none came along — 
J. Sure I am catcht then: 
Pay where $ the Prince? 22 


.' He will not be — — er 
\ Ve ar his humble Sean ” War RAR? 
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Cel. I cou'd laugh now. # 
To ſee how finely I am dozen: Vet iber yy 
For ſure I know a way. to ſcape all 
Tim. Madam, your Lodgings lye- this way: 
Cel. My Lodgings? | 
For Heav'n ſake, Sir, what Office'do bear here? | 
Tim, The great Commander of all Hearts. wh 
Enter Leucippe, and Ladet. Tan 
Cel. Vou have hit it. $547 bal 
I thank Jour ſweet Heart for it. Who ae theſe now? 
Char. Ladies that come to ſerve _ 
Gel, Well conſider d. 
Are you my Servant? | 
Lady. So rene: ee, 1,578 of | 4 
_ "I dare believe ye, but I — KA ye: . et 
Catch d with a trick? Well, I muſt bear it patiently: 
Methinks this Court's a neat Place: n mn cole 
Of 95 _ wo a fiLConmmmnm— 
Ain is no ye n 3. 
Lex. Were it a — vnn, 
And entertain the Sweetnels you ing 4255 — 
Cel. Take breath an kt 8 
You are fat, and many words may melt ye; 
This is three Bawds beaten into one; bleſs me Hen, 
What ſhall become of me? I am F th pitfall-: | (ones 
O' 4 oe der Night this is tlie old Viper, and all theſelittlc 
725 * her Belly; do you hear, plump Ser- 
91905 — my lit e ä ——— — (vant, 
For. of frown you are excellent at Carriage, | 
— to behave my fl for Jam rude Jet: - 
you lp che Prince will orga > Aa. IC 
125 ill flie to ſee du. 
Cel. "F or look you, if a great ue, ay the King no now, 
h ou*d come and viſit — 3 
Men. She names ye. | 
Ant. Peace, Fool. | 
Cel. And offer me a Kindneſs, ack a Kindneſs. 
= AYs 75 a Kindnes. 
rue Lady, ſuch a Kindneſs,” 
| What ſhall _ indneſs be now? * 


4. 


Leu. A witty Lady 
Learn little ones, learn. 


Cel. Say it be all his Favour. 
Leu. And a OR — — Ag 

Cel. And I gr ? 
Leu. You ary —_ be negle&ful. 
Ce]. There's the matter, 


Or a kind handſome Gentleman? | 
Leu. You ſay well. e 
Cel. They'll count us baſely bred. gl 
Leu. Not freely nurtur'd. | 
Cl. I'll take thy Counſel. | 
Lev. 'Tis an excellent Woman. 
ry 1 find a notable Volume here, a Jearn's: one; 
Which way? For I wou'd fain be in my Chamber; 
In truth, ſweet Ladies, I grow weary; * 
How hot the Air beats on me? oe 
Lady. This way, Madam. 
Gl, Now, - ay mine Honour, I grow kd faint too · 
Lev. Your ſweet nenn your Fans. 4 
keel e though Tpay dearfor'. L 
make my fel — ear c · 4 
Men. You ſee now w — —— ly | Sir. 
Aut. Thou art an A6. l 
Men. Is this a fit Love for the Prince? 83 
Ant. A Coxcomb: 
Now by my Crown's dainty Wench, a ſharp Wench, 
And a matchleſs Spirit: How ſhe jeer'd em? 
pow careleſly the ſcoff'd em? Uſe her nobly 
| wou'd I had not ſeen her: Wait anon, 
And then you ſhall have more to trade upon. [Exinn 


SCENE: V. 
Enter Leontius, and the two Gentlemen. 


#3 4.3 


Ny 


Ni 
The Prize will not charge the Enemy till the Morning: 
But for the trick 1 told ye for this Raſcal, 


Th Rogue, that Health and ene 


„ Vor. II. 1 Gent. 
\ 
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There's the main Doctrine now, ad I may min 4. 


Leon. —4 muſt keep a round, and a ſtrong watch to 


A 
& 4 
» 
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1 Leon. Ne'er fear it, the Prince 8 i fon 14 
| And if he let it fall, I muſt not know it; Thi 


He will ſuſpect me preſently: But has two | 
May help the Plough. nd A 
$2 Gon: That he is ſick again. 

Lem. Extreamly fick ; his Diſcaſe grown incurble ; WW Het 
Never yet found, nor touch'd "ITC x] 
; Enter Lieutenant. | 1 EY L 
| 2 Gent. Well, we have it, | | , 
q And here he comes. j 73 11141 
Lon. The Prince has been upon Hinds: - apt Nes 


What a flatten Face he has we 0 Wan believe; it . 
How like a Aſs he looks? | | L 
Lien. I feel no great 17 1 
| At leaſt, I think I do 1 1 Fr Goble. nos 
| * I grow extreamly faint; * l 1 ſweat now l 2 
= Leon. So, ſo, ſo. The 
| Lieu. And now tis ev'n * tris, I feel; a -nrioking L 
A pricking, a ſtrange N How it tingles? 2 
And as it were a Stitch too: The Prince told me, 1 
And every one cry'd out I was à dead Man; 9 L 
1 had thought 1 had been as well 24 I 
Leon. Upon him now Boys, * I. 
And do it —_ demurely. | | Tis 
1 Gent. How now Lieutenant? | 
Lieu. I thank ye, Gentlemen. 20 
1 Gent. Life, how looks this Man? 7 D. 
How doſt thou, good Lieutenant? 2 ( 
2 Gent; I ever told ye © And 
This Man was never cur'd, I ſee it too plain now; But | 
How do you feel your ſelf? you look not perfect; De 
How dull his Eye, hangs? Our 
1 Gent. That may be Diſcontent. How 
2 Gent, Believe me, Friend, I wou'd not ſuffer now L; 
The tith.of thoſe Pains this Man feels; mark his For orehead We 
What a cloud of cold Dew . upon tr; 51 f Le 
Lieu. I have it, De 
Again I have it; how it grows upon mo? 1 © MW And 


Ann e eee e eee e, e 


— 


And that apace too; I ſaw it this Morning in ane 1 
When he, poor Man, I dare ſwear 
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Leon. Ha, ha, ha, Soi at og ail 
A miſerable e Man thou ſhalt be. 4 44 avi 
This is the tameſt Trout I ever tickVd. Ki rant 

Enter two Phyſicians, F 

1 Phy. This way he went, 1 4 55 


2 Phy. Pray Heav'n we find him living, ** 1 
He sa brave Fellow, tis pity. he-ſhould periſh, iS T 
1 Phy. A ſtrong hearted Man, and of a — ſutfezance, 


Lieu. Oh, oh. f N 4.3. kl 

1 Gent. How now? How is it, Man? IC): wk 

Lieu. Oh, Gentlemen, _—_ * 
Never ſo full of Pain. X 


2 Gent. Did I not tell ye? 
Lieu. Never ſo full of Pain, Gentlemen, 

I Phy, He is here; 

How do you, Sir? 

2 Phy. Be of good comfort, Soldier 

The Prince has ſent us to you. | 1 36iP 
Lieu. Do you think I oo. oye, | &r eat 6 
2 Phy. He alters hourly, gely. | * 
1 Phy. Yes, you may live: — — 


Leon. Finely butted, Doctor. SE! 
Gent. Do « not diſcourage bin. yt hah > 
Phy.” He muſt be told Tru tn 

Tis now too late to. trifle, Y 4: 
Enter Demetrius, and Gentlemen. NN 

2 Gent. Here the Prince comes. ft} {3 

Dem. How now, Gentlemen? 1 

2 Gent. Bewailing, Sir, a Soldier, 4 


And one, 1 think, your Grace will groves to Sos with; ; 
But every living thing 


Dem. Tis true, muſt periſh, | "1 27 | 


Our Lives are but our marches to our Graves, 
How doſt thou now, Lieutenant? & ©. 
Lieu, Faith tis true, Sir, | 


We are but Spans, and Canties ends. #7 rig fr 2 > 


Leon. He's finely mortified. 
Dem. Thou art Heart whole yet I ſce;healters irangely, © 8 


72 o 
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Lieu. No believ r, Sir, 
] rever felt it. 
Dem. Here lies the Pain now : How wy is fwell'd? 
. 1 Phy. The Impoſtume 
Fed with a new malignant Humour now, 
Will grow t o ſuch a bignels, tis incredible, 
The compaſs of a Buſnel will not hold it. 


And with ſuch a Hell of Torture it will rife too 


Dem. Can you endure me touch it? 
Lieu. Oh, I befeech you, Sir: | 
I feel you ſenſibly e er you come near nme. 
Dem. He's finely wrought, he muſt be cut; no Curecls 
And ſuddenly, you ſce how fait he blows out. 
Lieu. Good Maſter Doctors, let me be beholding to 
I feel I cannot laſt, Ie 005 
2 Phy. For what, Lieutenant? 
Lieu. But ev'n for half a dozen Cans of good Wine, 
That I may drink my will out: I faint hideouſly. (tlemen, 
Dem. Fetch him ſome Wine; and ſince he muſt 8⁰ Oer 
Why let him take his Journey merrily. 8 
E ney Servant with Wine, 
Lieu. That's ev'n the neareſt way. 
Leon. I cou'd laugh dead now. | . 
Dem. Here, off with that. * 
Lieu. Theſe two | give your Grace, 
A poor Remembrance of a dying Man, Sir, 


And I beſeech you wear em ut. 

Dem. I will, Soldier, 16; It ATR + 

Theſe are fine Fla acies, © Mod! week 
Lie. Among te 8 71 v 


-Ev'n all I have "left 3 | am a poor Man, nakedy. * 
Vet ſomething for Remembrance; fourapiece;Gendewen 
And ſo my Body where you pleaſe. + 
Leon. It will work. e 
Lieu. ] make your Grace my Executor, and I beſeech je 
See my poor Will-fulfill'd: Sure 1 ſhall walk elſe. 
Dem. As full as they can be filld, here's my hand, Solcher 
1 Gem. The Win: will tickle him. 
1 [ wou'd hear a Drum * 
Put to ſce how I eou'd ah it. 


. 


* 
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Dem. Beat a Drum there. Tem within. 
Lieu. Oh Heav'nly Muſick, I wou'd hear one ng to tz 


ing? tis impoſſible. - 
pe Why, then I would drink a Drum full: 
Where lies the. yo 
2 Gent. Why, here cloſe by, 
Len. Now : begins to Mulder. 
Lieu. And dare he fight? 
Is he fight, Gentlemen? 
by. You myſt not cyt him 
* 6 then in a Moment; all rhe hope left, i * 
To work his weakneſs into ſudden Anger, | 
And make him raiſe his Paſſion above Pain, 
And ſo diſp oſe him on the Enemy; 

His Body — being ſtir' d with 8 
Wil purge e it ſelf, and break the Sore : _—= 
Dem, Tis true, Sir. _— 

1 Phy. And then my Life for his. 1 {+ _— 
Lieu. I will not dye thus, | (* 1 _— 
Dem. But he is too weak to do 1 

Lieu. Dye like a Dog? 2 

2 Phy. y, be's — but yet he 5 wu whole, 

Lieu. Hem. | 

Dem. An excellent Sign, 1 N 

2 Hem. "Aa — b t 1 
em. Stro better K 47 

Lien. — ren : ran, tan, tan, tang tan. Le L 

1'Phy. Now he's th way on't- 

Dem, Well go thy ways, thou wilt do ſomething certain. 


Len. And ſame W 0 ar — mine bn be fo: 
He's finely: | 


Te when this Cloud 8 melted j 10 him, 


Dem, 1 hat's for an Aſer-Mirchy na, a, away. 
1 . 1 
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SCENE vl. 


Enter Seleucus, Lyfimachus, Ptolomie, and Soldier: 

Sel. Let no Man fear to dye: We love to ſleep all, 
And Death is but the ſounder Sleep; all Ages, 

And all Hours call us; 'tis ſo common, caſie, 

That little Children tread thoſe Paths before us; 

We are not fick, nor our Souls preſt with Sorrows, + 

Nor go we out with tedious Tales, forgotten; | 

High, high we come, and hearty to our Funerals, 

And as' the Sun that ſets, in Blood let's fall. 

Lys. Tis true, they have us faſt, we cannot ſcape'em, 
Nor keeps the brow of Fortune one Smile for us, 
Diſhonourable Ends we can ſcape though, 

And, worſe than thoſe Captivities, we can die, 

And dying nobly, though we leave behind us; 

\ Theſe clods of Fleſh, that are too mathe Burthens, 

Our living Souls flie crown'd with living Conquefts. 

' Prol. They have begun, fightbravely, and fall bravely; 

And may that Man that feeks to fave his Life now 

By Price, or Promiſe, or by Fear falls from us, - 

Never again be bleſt with name of Soldier. 

Enter a Soldier. 
Se. How now? who charged firſt Iſcek abe Han 
To ſet me off in Death, 

So], We are not charg'd, Sir, 

The Prince lies ſtill. wp 
Sel. How comes this Larum up then? (him, 
Sol. There is one deſperate Fellow, wirh the Devil in 

He never durſt do this elſe, has broke into us, 

And here he bangs ye two or three before him, 

There five or fix; ventures upon whole Companies. | 

Pirol. And is not ? | 

Sl. Not a Man follows. 

Sel. Not cut i Pieces? 

Sol. Their wonder yet has ſaid _ 

Sel. Let's in, and ſee this Mirscle. 


Py: 1 agmur 1 it. 
Lhd 8 ö Ec [ Exeunt- 
158 8 
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Enter Leontius, and Gentlemen.” : « a3 
Leon. Fetch him off, fetch him off; 1 am fare he 3 
Did I not tell you how *twould take? * ( clouted; 3 
1 Gent. Tis admirable. 
= Enter Lieutenant with Clours in bis Hon, porſuing 2 
three or four Soldiers. 


Lieu. Follow that Blow, my Friend, there's at your, 
[ fight to ſaye me from the Surgeons Miſeries. (Coxcombs, 
— How the Knave curries em? | _ 
Lieu. You cannot, Rogues, A SENS £ 
Till you have my Diſeaſes, fly my Fury ll | 
e Bread and Butter Rogues, do ye run tif me?” 
„ And my Side would give me Ive, I would fo hunt 7 
Ye Porridge-· gutted Slaves, ye Veal-broth Boobies, © 
Enter Demetrius, £byſicians, and Gentlemen. 
Leon. Enough, enough, Lieutenant, Ae haſt TY 


Dem. Mirrour of Man. COR 
Lien. There's a Flag for ye, Sir, * 2 
[ took it out o'th* Shop, and never bad ee 1 Mam „ 
l to 'em again, I am not come to th' text yet. - (ire; b 


Dem.No more my Soldier: Beſhrew my Heart 41 hurt . 
Leon. Hang him, he'll lick all thoſe whole: % 9 


1 Ply. Now will wre take him 
| and cure him in a trice. cs Fit e my jel 
d Dem. Be careful of him. e wy GY 2 
. Let me live but eo Teas;, 


Jer what ye will withimep* © 1 _—_ =_ 
| er had but tw hours yet of Happingl . | 
n, Lay ye give me nothing to provoke Er Vitor? ö N | 


in For Tam ev'n as weary of this fi ghting— NES 11 
2 Ph. Ve (hall have Won Bob come to the Prince's Tent”! " 
And there the Surge a preſen ently" mud ſearex 82 f 
hen to your Reſt. wo 1 3 
lin. A fie Nan dee Lirter me ang ElTOIESTDLD). 1374 * 
To lay me in, and I ſhall lleep.” fad ac” 7 3 
Leon. Look to him. nn RGA 2 


Dem. 1 do believe a Horſe — this Fellow, 
He never knew his Strength yet; they are our own. 
Leon. 1 think ſo, 1am'cozen'dalfe; Twould but ſee now 
& way to fetch' theſc : off 15 ſave their Honours. 
& *© 


— 


Dem. 


t- 
af 


bk 
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Dem. Only their Lives. 

Leon. Pray ye take no way ol Peace now, 51 
Unleſs it be with infinite Advantage. | 
Dem. I ſhall be ruld; 

Let the Battels now move forward, 
Our ſelf will give the Signal: 
... . Enter Trumpet and Herald. 
Now Herald, what's Meſſage ? 
Her. From my Mai — 
This . — © „ a Parley 
For half an hour, no more, Sir. 
Dem. Let em come on, 
They have my Princely Word. 

Enter Seleucus, Lyſimachus, ptolomie, * 

and Soldiers. 

Her. They are here toattend ye. 

Dem. Now Princes, your Demands ? 

Sel. Peace, if it may be 
Without the too much tainture of our Honour: 
Peace, and we'll buy it too. 4 | 

Dem. At what price ? 2 

7277 Tribute. ” * 

zol. At all the charge of this War. 
Leon. That will not do. 
Sel. Leontius, you and I have ſerv'd together, 
And run through many a Fortune with our Swords, 
Brothers in Wounds and Health; one Meat has fed us; 
One Tent a thouſand times from cold Night cover'd us: 
Our Loves have been but one; and had we died then, 
One Monument had held our Names, and Actions: 
Why do you ſet upon your Friends ſuch prices? 

And leeres to 42 77 hance ſuch Trophies? 
Have we forgot to dye? or are our Virtues 
Leſs in Afflictions conſtant, than our Fortunes; 
Ye are deceiv'd, old Soldier. P 

Lem. 1 know your Worths, _ 

And thus low bow in reverence to your Virrues: ö 
Were theſe my Wars, or led my Pow'r in chief os. 
I knew then how to meet your Memories: 


They are my King's Imploymenis; this. Man fights now, | 


To whom I owe all Duty, Fajth, and Service; 


* 
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This Man that — call back that, 

That bloody Day again, call that Diſgrace home, 

And then an eaſie Peace may ſnheath our Swords up. 

am not greedy of your Lives and Fortunes, 

Nor do I gape ungratefully to ſwallow ye. 

Honour, the ſpur of all illuſtrious Natures, 

That made you famous Soldiers, and next Kings, 

And not ambitious Envy, ſtrikes me forward. 

Will ye unarm, and yield your ſelves his Priſoners ? - 

H.. We never knew what that Sound meant: No Gyves 
Shall ever bind this Body, but Embraces; | 
Nor weight of Sorrow here, till Earth fall on me. 

Leon. Expect our Charge then. . 

Lyi. Tis the nobler Courteſie: 

And fo we leave the Hand of Heav'n to bleſs us. 
Dem. Stay, have you any hope ? fl 
l. We have none left us, Ad þ 

Bur that one Comfort of our Deaths together; 

Give us but rcom to fight. | 
Leon. Win it, and wear it. | A 
Pro/. Call from the Hills thoſe Companies hang o'er us, 

Like burſting Clouds; and then break in, and take us. 
Dem. Find ſuch a Soldier will forſake Advantage, 

And we'll draw off, To ſhew I dare be noble, 

And hang a Light out to ye in this Darkneſs, 

The light of Peace; give up thoſe Cities, Forts, 

And all thoſe Frontier Countries to our uſes. 

Sl. Is this the Peace, Traitors to thoſe that feed us, 
Our Gods and Prople? Give our Countries from us? 

Lyi. Begin the Knell, it ſounds a great deal ſweeter. 

Ptol. Let looſe your Servant, Death. <A ins, 

Sel. Fall Fate upon us, | 
Our Memories ſhall never ſtink behind us. 

Dem. Seleucus, great Seleucus. | 

N. The Prince calls, Sir. | | 

Dem. Thou ftock of Nobleneſs, and Courteſie, 
Thou Father of the War | 

Leon. What means the Prince now ? 

Dem. Give me my Standard here. 
Hl. His Anger's melted. 


—— — 
- 
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Dem. You Gentlemen that were his Priſonem, 
And felt the Bounty of that noble Nature, 
Lay all your Hands, and bear theſe Colours tailing; 
The Standard of the Kingdom; take it, n 

Prol. What will this mean? 

Dem. Thou haſt won it, bear it off, | 
And draw thy Men home whilſt we wait upon thee. 

Sel. You ſhall have all our Countries: 

Lyſi. Prol. All, by Heav'n, Sir. 

Dem. I will not have a Stone, a Buſh, a : Bramble, | 
No, in the way of Courteſie, I'll ſtart ye; 
Draw off, and make a Lane through all the Army, 
That theſe that have ſubdu'd us, may march through us 

Sel. Sir, do not make me furteit with ſuch Goodneſs, 
I'll bear your Standard for ye; follow ye. + 

Dem. I (wear it ſhall be ſo, march r me fairly, 
And thine be this Day's Honour, n lencus, _ 
Pol. Mirrour of noble Minds. | 

Dem. Nay then ye hate me. | 

Leon. I cannot ſpeak now: | Ex. with De Ghent 
Well, go thy ways; at a ſur piece a Braverjy 

Thou art the beſt; theſe Men are won by th'necks now: 


| * ſend a Poſt — _ 


- 
ot 
* „ by 
* 4 
— — ni — 
4 „ 


ACT 1v. SCENE 


Enter Antigonus, and Menippug, | 


Ant. -N? Aptneſs in her? 
Men. Not an immodeſt Motion, | 


And yet when ſhe is courted, 
Makes as wild- witty Anſwers- 
Ant. This more fires me, 
I muſt not have her thus. 
Men. We cannot alter her. 
Ant. Have ye put the Youths upon her? 
Men. All that know any thing, 2 
And have been ſtudied how to catch a Beau, 


But like ſo many Welps about an Elephant The 


* 
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The Prince is coming home, Sir. 
Ant. 1 hear that too, | r ATE in 
But that's no matter; am I alter d well? WY eu Ht 
Men. Not to be known, I think, Sir. e585 N 
Ant. 1 muſt {ce her. | | 
Enter two Geutlemen, or Laids. 
1 Gent. I offer'd all I had, all I cou'd think of; 
| try'd her through all points oi th* Compals, delia. 
2 Gent. She ſtudies to undo the Court, to plant * 
The Enemy to our Age, Chaſtityʒ; | 
She is the firſt, that &er bauk d a cloſe Arbour, 
And the ſweet Contents within: She hates cutl'd Heads 
And ſetting up of Beards ſne ſwears is Idolatry. - * (too, 
Gent. I never knew ſo fair a Face fo froze; | 
Yet ſhe would make one think 
2 Gent. True by her Carriage, 
For ſhe's as wanton as a Kid toth' outfide, lt 
As full of Mocks and Taunts: 1 kiſs'd . n 8 
Walkt with her half an Hour. 
1 Gent, She heard me ſing, 
And ſung her ſelf too; ſhe ſings admirably 1 
But ſtill when any hope was, as tis her trick 
To miniſter enough of thoſe, then preſently | 
With ſome new flam or other, nothing to th' matter, 
And ſuch a Frown, as would fink all before her, _* 
She takes her Chamber; come, weſhall not be the laſt Fools. 
2 Gent. Not by a hundred, I hope; tis . 
Ant. This ſcrews me up till higher. | 
Enter Celia, and Ladies bebind ber. 
Men. Here ſhe comes, Sir. 
Aut. Then be you gone; and take the Women ohh ye, f 
And lay thoſe Jewels in her way: 
Cel. If I ſtay longer 
| ſhall number as many Lovers as Lats did ; | 
How they flock after me? Upon my Conſcience, 
[have had a dozen Horſes giv'n me this Morning, 
Il ev'n ſet up a Troop, and turn She- Soldier. 
A good diſereet Wench now, that were not hide-bouind, | 
Might raiſe a fine Eſtate here, and ſuddenly: - © ( whetc | 
For theſe warm things will give their Souk=--L 8 
| With⸗ 


8 mm 


— —_— 
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Without a world of — to my Excellence: 


Wich as much eaſe now 


I am a . a Goddeſs, I know not what--—-- 
And no Conſtellation in all Heav'n, but I out-ſhine it; 


And they have found out now I have no Eyes 


Of mortal Lights, but certain Influences, 


ie virtuous Lightnings, humane Nature ſtarts a, 


can kill my twenty in a rang” 


Ha! What are theſe? New Proj ects? . W 
Where are my honourable Ladies? Are you out too? 


Nay then I muſt ee ſtock, ſend me good Carding: 


I hope the Prince's Hands be not in this ſpore; | 
I have not ſeen him yet, cannot hear from him, 
And that troubles me: All theſe were Recreations | 
Had I but his ſweet Company to laugh with me: 
What Fellow's that? Another Ap . A 
Ibis is the loving'ſt Age: I ſhould know that Face, 
Sure I have ſeen't before, not long fince neither.” 
Ant. She ſees me now: O Heay'n, a moſt rare Creature! 
Cel. Ves, tis the ſame: I will take no notice of Ye; 
But if I do not fit ye, let me fry fort; 
Is all this Cackling for your Egg? They use. fair ones, 
2 rich no doubt too; and may ſtumble 
ſtaid Mind, but I can go thus by em; 
10 honeſt Friend ; do you ſet off theſe Jewels? 
An t. Set em off, Lady? 
Cel, I mean, ſell em bele, Sir, | 
Ant. She's very quick; for ſale th are not meant ſure. 
Cel. For Sanctity I think much leis: Good ev'n, Sir. 
Ant. Nay ho Lady, ſtay: *Tis you muſt wear 'em 
Never look ſtrange, they are worthy your beſt Beauty. 
Cel. Did you ſpeak to me? 
Ant. To you or to none living: 2723 
To you they are ſent, to you they' re ſacriſic ' 
Cel. I'll never look a Horſe i'th* Mouth that's givin al 
T thank ye, Sir: I'll ſend one to reward YE. a 
Ant. Do you never ask wha ſent eur? 1 A b 11 
Cel. Never I: ak 9. Ne 
Nor never care, if it be an honeſt End e e 
Thar Eng's the ere and Thanks but uber 4 


po 
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If it be ill, I will not urge the PERS” « 
Ant. This has a Soul indeed: Pray let me tell ye | 
Cel. 1 care not if ye do, ſo you do it * 

And not ſtand icking of your Words 
Ant. The King ſent 'em. 

Cel. Away, away, thou art ſome fooliſh Fellow, 

And now I think thou haſt ſtole em too; the King ſent "em? 

Alas good Man, wou'dſt thou make me believe 

He has nothing to do with things of theſe worths, 

But wantonly to fling em? He's an old Man, 

A good old Man, they ſay too: I dare ſwear 

5 | many a Year-ago he left theſe Gambols: 

Here, take op Trinkets. ö 
Au. Sure I do not lye, Lady. 

Cel. I know thou lyeſt extreamly, W e 

Thou haſt a lying Face. 

Ant. I was never thus ratled. 


Cel. But ſay I ſhou'd believe: Why are theſe ſent me? Ms | 


And why art hou the Meſſenger? Who art thou? 

Ant. Lady, look on em wiſely, and then conſider © _ 
Who can ſend ſuch as theſe, hut a King only? 
And, to what Beauty can they be Oblations, | 
But only yours? For me that am the Carrier, 
'Tis only fit you know Jam his Servant, 
And have fulfill'd his Will. 

Cel. You are ſhort and pithyj ; 
What muſt my Beauty do for theſe? 

Ant. Sweet Lady, © 
You cannot be ſo hard of Underſtanding, 
When a King's Favour ſhines upon ye glori 0 
And ſpeaks his Love in theſe E 
Cel. 0 then Love's the matter; 9 

Sir-reverence Love: Now I begin to feel ye: 
And I ſhou'd be the King's Whore, a brave Titles 
And go as glorious as the Sun, O brave ſtill: 
The chief mandreſs of his Concubines, . 
Hurried from place to place to meet his Pleaſures. 

Ant. A deviliſh fubtil 

Ca. And when the good oldSpunge had ſuckt myYourh 
Aud left ſome of his Royal Ache *** Bones: 49 


Wench, but a rare Spirit. (dry, | | 
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When time ſhall tell me I have plough hav, Kids up, 


And caſt long Furrows in my Face 10 abe , 


2 


Aut. You muſt not think ſo, Lady. 
Cel. Then can thele, Sir, | 
Theſe precious things, the price of Youth and Beauty 
This ſhop here of Sin-offerings, ſet me off again? 
Can it reſtore me Chaſte, Young, Innocent; 
Purge me to what, I was? Add to my Memory 
An honeſt and a noble Fame? The King's Devices 
The Sin's as Univerſal as the Sun is 
And lights an everlaſting Torch to ſhame me- 
Ant. Do you hold fo flight account of a great King 
That all Knees bow to purchaſe ? tr A dvour, 
Cel. Prethee peace: 
If thou knew'{t how. ill-fayour'dly thy Tale becomesthes 
And what ill Root it take | 
Ant. You will be wiſer... (into, 
Cz]. Cou'd the King find n no Shape to ſhift his Pander 
But reverend Age? And one ſo like himſelf too? 
Ant. She has found me out. 5 
Cel. Coren the World with Gravity? 
Prethee reſolve me one thing, do's the King love thee? 
Ant. I think he dos. | 
Cel. It ſeems ſo by thy Office: 
He lovesthy uſe, and when that's s coded, hates thee. 6 
Thou ſeemeſt to me a Soldier. TH” 
Ant. Yes, T am one. 
Cel. And haſt fought for thy Comme 
Ant. Many a tim. od Joes) 
Cel. May he, commanded too? 5 139 5 * 
Ant. ſo done, Lady. 
Cel. O wretched Man, below the — of pity! 
Canſt thou forget thou wert begot in Honour? 
A free Companion for a King? A Soldier? 
Whoſe Nobleneſs dare feel no want, but Enemies? 
Canſt thou forget this, and decline ſo , 
To eat the Bread of Bawdry, of baſe war OL 
Feed on che ſcum of Sin?- Fling thy Sword from thee ; 
Diſhonour to the noble Name that nursd thee; 
Go, beg Diſeaſes: Let them be thy Armours, 


wy” "Thy 
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Thy Fights, the flames of Luſt, and their ſoul Iſſues. 
Ant. Why then I am a King, and mine own Speaker- : 
(el. And I as free as you, mine own/Difpoler: +. © 
There, take your Jewels; let them give them Luftres 
That have dark Lives and Souls; wear . a, ny 
You'll ſeem. a Devil elſe. 
Ant. I command ye ſtay. er 
Cel, Be juſt, I am commanded-. Fry 1 oY 
Ant. | Till not wrong ye. * pn nnd 
Cel. Then thus low falls my Duty, 
Ant. Can ye love me? 
day ay, and all I have | 
Gl, cannot love en ern 2 
Wirhout the breach of Faith 10 cannot the 1er | 9 
Ye hang my Love, like froſts on Lilie? 
Ican die, but I — love: Vou are anſwer d. | Exit. 
Ant. uk find apter means, I love her mo e ' 


[oo 
wh 
hs... 


SCENE I A'S 
Enter Demetrius Leontius, Lin, 22 

_ Soldiers, and FH. "Ya 
Dem. Hirher do you fay the is come? - N 


. 


Hoſt. Yes Sir, I am ſure ont: 
For whilſt I waited upon ye, putti 1 Wife intro 
know nat by what means, but —_ found her, 
And hither ſhe was brought; how, or p.- what end 
Dem. My Father found her? Ne 
Hit. So my Wife informs me. er 
Dem. Leontins, pray draw off the Soldiers, 
| wow'd a while be private. 
Leon. Fall off Conn the Prince woaldhe bus, a 
Ex. Leon. and Sol. 


+ 


Dem. Is he ſo cunning? 
There is ſome trick in this, and you muſt know i „ 
And be an Agent too: Which zl it prove . 

Ht. Pulk me to pieces, Sir. en 


Dem. My Father found her? 3 ad * Ne 
* Father — ht her hither? Went ſhe willingly? , 
Hat. My Wile ſays, full of doubts." WIEN. 
750 
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Dem, I cannor blame 3 rue 
No more: There's no truſt, no faith in Mankind," 1 1 
Enter Antigonus, Menippus, Leontius, and Soldzors. A 


Ant. Keep her up cloſe, he muſt not come to ſee her: Ml 1 tcl 
You are welcome noblynow, welcome home Gentlemen; Wh 


You have done a courteous ſervice on the Enemy "Dev 
Has tyed his Faith for ever; you ſhall find it; S0 p 
Ve are not now in's debt, Son. Still your ol * | 
Leontius, what's the matter? Tha 
Leon. Truth Sir, I know not. i 1206.4 15." 0 If fot 
We 1 merry ſince we went. . . Tol 
I feel it. A 
= Come, what sthematter now ? Doe want Mon? Thot 
Sure he has heard o' th* Wench. - - -- De 
Dem. Is that a want, Sir? 1 wou'd fain ſpeak to your A 
Ant. You may do freely. (Grace. D. 
Dem. And not deſerve your Anger? Say! 
Ant. That ye may too. (Priſoner, 


Dem. There was a Gentlewoman, and ſometimes my 
Which Ithoughtwell of, Sir? Your Grace conceives me. 
An. I do indeed, and with much Grief conceive ye; 
Wich ſull as much Grief as your Mother bare you- tr | 
There was ſuch a Woman: Wouw'd I 1 ell ſay, 
There was no ſuch, Demetrius. ME 
Dem. She was Virtuous, V 
And therefore not unfir my Youth: rolove her: 
She was as fair —— , | 
Aut. Her Beauty I'll proclaim too, 
To be as rich as ever rei e IENY WES 
is But how ſhe made that , the Devil knows. | 
ik Dem. She 8 Heav'n! 
Ant. The Hell to all thy Glories, 
"  Swallow'd thy Youth, made . gry of thin Honour 
She was a Devil. | 
Dem. Ye are my Father, im i 
Aut. And ſince ye take a pride to 3 your Follies, 
I'll muſter em, and all the World-ſhaltview em. 
Leon. What heat is this? I heKing'sEyesſpeak his Anger. 
WD Am. Thou haſtabus'd thy Yourh,.crawntothy Fellow. 
= 09 de of Arts and Armes, a * Kiſſes, 1 of 


* * 2 
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The ſubtilties, and ſoft Hears of a Harlot, * © | 
Dem. Good Sir, miſtake her not. 
Ant. A Witch, a Sorcereſs:* | 
tell thee but the truth; and hear, Demutrind; 
Which has ſo dealt upon thy Blood with Charms, © 
_ and dark; ſolockt up all thy Virtues 3 (ou 
luckt thee back from what thou ſprungſt from, Glen?” 
. O Heav'n, that any Tongue but his durſt ſay this! 
That any Heart durſt harbour it! Dread Father, 
If for the Innocent the Gods allow us 
To bend our Knees- 
Ant. Away, thou art bewirch'd ſtin; | 
Though ſhe be dead, her Pow'r ſtill lives upon thee, | 
Dem. Dead? O ſacred Sir: Dead, did you ſay a 
Ant. She is dead, Fool. 
Dem, It is not poſſible: Be not ſo n 
Say the is faln under your fad Diſpleaſure, 

0: any thing but dead; fay the is baniſh'd, | 
Invent a Crime, and I'll belive iz Bin | 
Ant. Dead by the Law: We found her Hell, and be 

mean her Charms and Spells, for which ſhe periſh" 45 5 


1 


Dem. But is ſhe dead? Was tar no pity; Sir? 
lf her Youth err'd, was there no Mercy ſhown her? 
Did ye look on her Face — e condemn'd'her? 


Ant. I look'd into her there ſhewas hideous: © - 


Dem. Can ſhebe dead? Can: Virtue fall untimely ? 
Ant. She is dead, defervingly ſhe Gied, 
. Thave done then. 
0 matchleſs Sweetneſs, whither art chou vani gd 
Othou fair Soul of all thy Sex, what Paradiſc 
t thou inrich'd and bleſt? I am your Son, Sir, 
nd to all you ſhall command ftand moſt Obedients 
Nl a little time I muſt intreat you 
0 ſtudy to forget her; twill not be long, Sir, . 
Nor long after it. Art thou dead, Celia; 
dalemy — My joy, pluckt green with violence. 
0 fur ſweet Flower, farewel; Come, thou deſtroyer 
mow, thou melter of the Soul, dwell with me; 
* O01 II. 1 Dwell. 


up 


ud ſhe confeſt ſhe drew thee to thy Ruin, IK * 
| And purpos'd it, purpos d my Empire's Orerthrow. 


% 5 T 
- * * 
? a © 
* * 


5 I be Humorous Lieutenant. 


Dwell with me ſolitary Thoughts, Tears, Otyings, 
Nothing that loves the Day, love me, or (eek me, 
Nothing that loves his on Life haunt about me: 
And Lobe, l charge thee, never charm mine Eyes more 1 
Nor ne er betray. a Beauty to my Curſes: 


or I ſhall furſe all now, bath ul, forſwear all \ 
Aid ant the Brood of fruitful Nature vex at, 
For the is gone that was all, and I nothing ¶ Ex. & Gon Y 
i. I his Opinion mult bannen ... 
m, Te Mall be, dir. F 
Ant. Let him go; I cawat mine own plealure A 
Draw him to. th right again. Wait your inuten, 
And ſe ane paid, Laoutils“ U 
75 —— welcome home all. 55 E. 
AI. ein. toyour Majeſtyc- . [Ewit Anti & T 
e 28 gong the Journey, how Fad tho By 
83 eee 3 e n u. A. 
Hoſt. 1 did, but: [ am a a. ſor-Had 1 0 ha [1 
I think this had not proy'd. 
Lens, A Wengh the Ren, 101: 


7 s that talles fa Wench : 
4 A his Difcbatent about a Wench? 5 
Lieu. Where iche Wench, good Colonel? - (61! 
Leon. Prethee hold thy Peace: Who calls cheero Cour 
Tim Why, ifthersbera ens 
Leon. T Re ine Kno- Her? I 1093, 43014 | 
That I'll ſay for chee, and us fit thou . 7 
Let her bemen or ſtopt. How eminent 
©2012 Fer ri Gentlemen." 
1 Gent. He's wondrousdiſrontent, hopeaktonobn 
2 Gent. H'ss taken his-Qhamber: cloſe, admits no En- 
Tears in his Eyes, and cryings 81110911 5.4 mn 
© Bop. "Fig ſo, Bit YoumTenbea od of yo {Of 
And vol Fiſh my if halfhang'd cer Lwentth fon 
Leon. What 8 this Woman? iu 199 I 
Lieu. Ay. Minsleiq boos 1 % lo 
Hoſt. I cannot cell ye; bur hatdfome as Hava 
Lien. She nt High Ihope;! Smob odd at 360 1 


Loew. W here is ſhe? — 
Irn lin 20n ob ad U Lia 


— 
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Lieu. Ay, that Would, heinous, c; lo! Ster ftv HN 
71 Why, Sirrah. - 44 929901 18117 Or! ito? | 
oft. I cannot fhow ye Rs vol t;0 aich, oa 
ene now diſpre of her. b 1,500.1 bnÞ | 
yes the matter bs 


n 364 
Will he admit — to comete comfory him? & 1 25 
1 Gent. Not any enge nor, let ler em knack their 


Will never ſpra. 119009 et a 

Lies. *Tis the bell way if he have hen; 8 
For look you, a Man enn 
Tis eren g good Man's caſ dg. 1 

Leon. Tis is all thy fiving, Io Fo 61 fxtret vr 
We muſt not ſuffer this, We dare Lane 2 
For when * — e 9 5 
They are not ſtrong e o Si 'em, 
But drop-away As: dr des, from a Moyntarn, -- , | 
And in the Torrent of their own Sighs {ink themſelves : | 
| will and muſt ſpeak to hg.. 

Lieu. So muſt I too: hong 3on Bid d 11: Ra 
He promiſed me a C Adi far MW 4 ane ot 


Leon. Of what? of Childzen.: ;:d 1 21h 47 | 
WH Upon my Conſcience, chou bak + double Companyy,. | 
el? And all * thine own begering Po y: | 

un- Lien. That's all , onen: blond 214. I 

Pl raiſe em to a Regiment and then em: 

When they turn qiſobedient, unheget mr) wn 

Knock em Noth n Ft . RM 
Leo: A rare Ways s - Bp v. enough 

But for all this, e 

To dare to ſes the Frinae nav ? 

Lien. Do you'thigk he's angry? 3% - 

1 Gent. vent. FLU 18; , > 2251 p 
"2 Gene. To the endang ring of any; Man comes Near bim. 
G. Vet, if theu couldſt but win 1 * 

What e'er thy Suit Were 
believe it granted preſently. 
Lem. Net thou muſt think though, 
3 in the doing he may break upon ye, 
n 


Lien. If he do not kill me. 


* 


＋ 2 Lan. 
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Leon. There's the Queſtion. i 
Lieu. For half ⸗ dozen hurts. | OA 
Leon. Art thou ſo yaliant ? 2 9 


Tien. Not abſolutely ſo neither: No it . 
I want my Impoſtumes, and my things about me, 
Yer I'll make danger, Colonel. | 
Leon. Twill be rare ſport, _ 3 
Howeꝰ er it take; give me thy Hand; if thou doſt this 
I'll raiſe thee up a horſe Troop, take my Word fort. 
Lieu. What may be done by human Man. 
Leon. Let's go then. 
1 Gent. Away before he cool: He will relapſe elſe. , (Ex. 


SGE N E. III. 


2 Antigonus, Menippus, and Leucippe. 


Ant. Will ſhe not yield? 
Lew. For all we can urge to her; 
I wore you wou'd marry her, ſhe laugh d extreamly, 
And then ſhe rail'd like Thunder. 
Ant. Call in the Magician. 5 
I müſt, and will ee Tings I am Aſhes elſe. 0 25 
Enter Magician with a Bl. 
Are all the Philters in? Charms, Powder, Roots? 
Mag. They are all in; and now I only ſtay 
The Invocation of ſome helping Spirits. 
Ant. To your work then, and Gparch. 
Mag. Sit ſtill, and fear not. 
Leu. I ſhall ne et endure theſe Sights. 
Ant. Away with the Woman: go wait without. 
Leu. When the Devil's gone, pray call me. [Ext 
Ant. Be ſure you make it pow'rftl enough. 


. "4 


N 


eee deck err #13; ei! 2 Io 
* 8 RAP. pol IF 0 
118 4 . IC 77 5 10 0fd Wn.” 
118K 1 the Shades 2 1 [JEI 3¹⁰ 1 
155 _ 2 gal n 
Tay ca jo Io "A en II | 50 * . 
Liſe ſez; au alt 5 bes /o eidg. "tha He 
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Upon this Cup, whatever may coop. W | 

ger. Charm, and 2 Spell, A. * = 
art un-warm'd to melt m Loves 40 Tra z «ys © 1.3 

Diftil into this Liquor all your Ft re, 8 5 

Heats, Longings, Tears; 3 a 118 7 7 14 os 1 

But keep back frozen Fear; „ 

That ſbe may know, that 2 all Pow? r le, 4 


Art is a Pow'r that will wot be denied. 1 rr 
TH 55 8 


The AN s W . BR. 44 8 


80 * Ft, "op # 4:4 r 


I Obey, 1 Obey, 
And am come to m_ tbe - 9 2 ; 
Brought along, all may compel, | af =. 
All * Earth bas, and ous Hell . ith IE to 4 N 
Here's a little, little Flower, 
This will make 'ber ſweat an Hour, 7 tl; Wo kr 
Then unto ſuch Flames ariſe, ' d ILE 
A thouſand Foys will 10 f ce. 0 vion YI #} 1 
Here's the Powder of the Moon, Jt 01914 ba 
With which ſhe caught Sen! 8) 38 
The powerful Tears that Venus h Dun „ür 1 
When the Boy Adonis dy d. 
Here's Medea' Charm, ib ohe Of f, | Us 276 * 
Jaſon's Heart ſhe did — 5 n il el R * 
Omphale this Shell put in 140 1019; 3618 LT 26 | | 
When ſhe made the Eibvt ee o IT WI 
This dull Root pluck from Lethe Flood, } 212 th , 
Purges all pure Thoughts, nt 200) 75 2h fer ſt 1 * } 

Theſe I ſtir thus, rund, rm; rnd! fo ths 

While our Tight Feet ook the 855 16424) N 


OO If AA 10 YH} od en. 


Mag. Now Sir, *tis full, and Whöofdever Grinkephls | 
Shall violently doat upon your Perſon, . % 
And never fleep nor ea 1 5 
ve So many hours 'twill work, 80 work with Violendy 
14 And thoſe expir'd, tis done. | Vd pol Any) Sir. 


Euter c Iv Bn \p | 
Ant, See him rewarded AW OS ee | | 
nit next. 


Here, take this Bowl, and when ſhe 
e A Be 


II. 


(47 


* — 


4 


568 Yi Bentour, Linn, ant. 
N RTE e He cas ert B 1) 


URS 
et none 54 conch it on Nr Life. 
Len. I am charg'd „ 
* Nowif ts have an antidote Art ferher * 


Exennt. 


A; 


* 
- {yin Enter Leortits, Lieutenant aud Qent 
1 Gent. There's the Door, Lieutenant, if you dare d 
| Leun. Here's no Man waits. (any oy 
3 1 Gent, H'as giv'n a charge that none ſhall, 
Nor none ſhall come within the : heating of hm: 
Dare ye go forward? 
Lieu. Let me put on my Skull firſt, 
My Head's almoſt be; ti into the pap of an Myth. 
Are there no Guns ith" Poor? 
Len. The Rogue wilt do ir 1 — 
And yet I know he has he Storch to'r. Py 
Lieu. What Loop les we there when I Knock for 
For thoſe may want me; I can perceive none.” 
| Leon. How he views the Fortification. Nen 
4 Lieu, Fare wel Gentlemen, * 46 
If I be kill'd- 5985 
Leon. We'll fee dite buried ily: teh 
 Liew. 4 how ſh bed I know abe tber 7 burt 
Pray Heavy? n beſt cak i in 410 Voſct now to comfort me: 


1 feel have n Beit to” t; 1 bf well, Gentlemen; 
Calonc my Trap nid 121 0 f 19 19.49% wg 
Lieu. Sta 40 ell DG 8 N 
Here is 4 ge , vi I! ths, ſad with! DEN 
By—— he's charging of 4 ene ap 11 
5 Leon. There's Walter n * J . 2 
There's no Body 10 15 e WaQ bed 24 ik 15 
Lieu. O *twas FA hey el: to 's £13 1 AU al 


Now PH kriotk aner ; if he cee * 
As fare he has ſo mach werner n III af er hi 
10 


So finely and demurely- NM TColgnel , 
* * Ay T7 C14 £ Ar. NMialer. . 

1 Gent. Knock ber, Fook be Keirs hot. 

. You Fool, do you. 


"1 


Help us a little: Here's 4 Man near 


And fetch ſome Water: Bend . 


What's that i“ th' Bowl 


Do and you dare * b via : 
Gent. I do not . "On A "(i 
Lien. Then hold yourPeace, ahd meddle 15 


Leon. Now he walltknogk. . 
Lien. Sir, Sir, wit pleaſe you hear, 15 e: 
Your Grace, I'll look again, what's that? # * 
- Leon. He's there now. A wh 
Lord! How he ſtares I I n=er yet ſaw him thus alter 'd; 
Stand now, and take the Troop. 15 . 
Lieu. Wou'd | were in't, Rt 


And a good Horſe under me. 1 Got Knock * 
The Devil's at my Fingers ends: He comes 
Now Colonel, if I live. 22 | 
Lem. The Troop's thine own, 1 Wy Os 3 2 
Enter Demetrius with 8 
Dem. What deſperate Cg 
Lieu. Your Father fe, Sir, 90 © cot 
Dem. Thou art no more. = 77 wrong . j 
Lieu. Now, now, ws now. Z „1 4 
Dem. Poor Coxcomb; "0 
Why do I aim at thee? $964: $2. 4 57 0 . 
Leon. His Fear has Kill' bias Sfp + 4 W. 
Enter Leucippe with 2 95 uk 4 
13 Gent. I proteſt he's almoſt ſtiff : Bend. m 


* 
Vs 1 


Leu. Alas, alas, I have AE ber 
Look to my Bowl; Pl run in pr 


Leon. A goodly Mati 
Here's "cv li He's er. 2 yo 
Leave us th" Jarch ſo, Nrn.. 

2 Gent. Now he breaths x too. g —= 

Leon. If we had but Dory 


worn Bey WR PE TO 


724400! 1901 171 1 ohn | 


37 7 cd Sd u 


She would not own it . 
1 Gent. He fres: e e, 
Leon., Look up BO 


And take this E and Alox 1 1 5 Til Yiedge thee: 


Guide it to his Mouth, NN e -heargily, - ; FF 


* * 
* 
4 
* 
— 
PRES, 
4 


1 
fi eo 104 . 


* . ; | 


dy Drink ee d, 


* 
* 
— 


1 
* ſ 


| 


Ihe Humorous Lieutenant. | 


2 Gent. Oh! Fear and Sree” 8 Nw: ö ee al} 
2 Stand up Man. 1 
Lien. Am — ſnot? 2 | 
_ © "Loon, Away with him, = chear him ; 
Thou haſt won thy Troop. © 
4 Lien. I think I won it bravely. 
Leon. Go, I muſt ſee the Prince, he muſt not live Fs 
And let me hear an hour hence from ye. 
Well, Sir [ Ereunt Gent. and Lie 
Enter Leucippe with Water, 
Lew. Here, here: Where's the ſick Gentleman? 
Leon. He's up, and gone, Lady. 
Leu. Alas, that I came ſo late. 
Leon. He muſt ſtill thank ye; 


760 


| | 4 Ye left that in a Cup here did him Comfort. 


Leu. That in the Bowl? 
Leon. Yes truly, very much 3 
He dran it off, 4 af after it poke en 0 
Lew. Did he drink 008 =. 
Leun. All off. " 
Leu. The Deyil choak bins | 
I am undone : H'as twenty Devils in him; 
Undone for ever, left he noone wa Rh 
Leon. I think not. > 
Len. No. dnadions What ſhall become Fae ade? 
Had he no where elſe to ſwoon? ayengeance n 
Undone, undone, undone: Stay, Ivan lye yet 
And;{wear too at a pinch, that's all my Comfort. 
7 Look to him ;1fay look to him, and but wa hn follows. 
| Enter Demetrius. Exit. 
Leon. What a Devil ails the Woman? hive: comes the 
With ſuch a ſadneſs on his Face, as/Sarr8w, | '(Pringeagu, 
Sorrow her {elf but poorly imitats.. 
Sorrow of Sorrows on that Hcart that caus'd it. 
Dem. Why might ſhe not be falſe and noni? 
Aid found ſo by-my;Father?-:{ba;wasa Woman, 4 
Au: many ane of that Sex, young) abdifaidg! 
As full, of Faith as ſhe, have fallin, and folly. «+ 
Leon. It isa Wench! O that knew the circumſtance, 
P. Why, might not, acer me from this 5 


That noble Mind to 


The Humorbun Lieutenam pg 
She having loſt her Honour, and abuſed meg wid s 
My Father change the forms o'th*:Colngyandetcourel 
His Anger on a Fault ſhe.ne'er committed 04 wml 
Only to keep me ſafe? Wy ſhow'd:Þrhinkfd? von 
She never was to me, bur all 
Sweetneſs, and Love now 1 md ann 
Leon. How heartily he weeps now?:n! 1 ,04), and.» 
have not wept this thirty Years,) and upwards l ba& 
But now, if I ſhould be hang d, I cannot hold he 
It grieves me to the Heart. 4 . 
Dem. Who's that that mocks me? 19H a3 


Leon. A plague of him that mocks yeyiIprloverrnuly, . 


Truly, and heartily to ſee you thus, Sirzii zelt 145 
And if it lay in my Pow'r,\ gods are my!Witnels, > | 


Whoe'er he be that took your ſwee Peace from you x uf | 


I am not ſo old yet, nor wart Spirit 797 Tn 
Dem. No more of thauwi@imore Lein, 


and 21 Aman in't; 


Farewel, I ſhall not ſee hee 
» I knowthere isa Wo- 


Leon. Good Sir, tell meth 


Revenges are the Gods (= Wan wb 9k 8 


Do you hold me faithful? Dare ꝓou truſt your Soldier? 


Sweet Prince, the cauſe? 9395397 26 10 am Ah 
Dem. I muſt not, dare not tell it,, „ 

And as thou art an honeſt Man, enquire not! 
Leon. Will ye be merry then? 100 0/4 ee 
Dem. I am wondrous mer. %% (ye. 
Leon. Tis wondrous well: Youthinknowthis becomes 

Shame on'tg it does Hot, Sir, it ſhews noodrandſomely 3 


If I were thus; you wou'd fwear FvereahAtbltraight; 


A wooden Aſs; whine for a Wench? 7 
Prithee leude me. lic lied e 
Leon. Lwill not leave ye for at Tirebaobs do ! 
Dem. Leontius F mi yizooq aud pl :- 
Leon. For chat yow Have 
And a dear penny vorth oc. ng N | 
Dem. .Nayy t en you arc rroubliſyttic;? (Sir; 
Leon. Nat half fo troublefeme ce yd e to your ſelf, 
Was that nv Feat malle w for i Placket: 
And now 1'th* 


Atto Wherigothing' dare love! 
way and thoulder . / 


Obedicnes, 1-4 Nia nog 


ee ſix Pence, 


OT 


— - _— — « — Ow  - 


1 
. 


That hath his nineteen Wits; be þ has the oy Fil, 


pn ly he will — ſee a Man; if erer 


What Giants, and what a hat Oy 44 ay 
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For a hey nonny, tomy ! Wou'd I had a Glaſs here, W 
To ſhew ye what a pretty Toy ye are e to. F 

Dem. My wretched Fortune. 345 8 
Leon. Will ye but let mg know her? N 


IIl once turn Bawd: Go to, they are good Mens Office 

And not fo contemptible as we take em for: 

And if ſhe be above Ground, and a Woman; 

Lask no more; PI bring her o my Back, Sir, 

By this Hand I will, and I had as hefe briog Gebel 

J care not who ſhe be, nor where I have her; 

And in your Arms, or the next Bed deliver her, (Galliaud 

Which you think fitteſt, and when you havedanc'd you 
Dem. Away, and fool to them are fo. affected, 

O thou aft ah and all my Comfort with thec! 


Wilt thou do one thing for me? Cc 
Leon. All things i 1th World, Sit, Pu 
Of all dangers. 


Dem. Swear. Leo. with 
Dem. Come near ag Ore then. 


Leon. How ? T 
Dem. Come no more near me: Sans 7 
Thou art a Plague-ſore to me. af 1 An 
Leon. Give you good Ev'n, Sir; A; 
If you be cuffer'd Fs, we ſhall have fine ſport. 5 


I will be ſorry yer. 
f Enter 190 Gentlemen. 
1 Gu. How now. how does he? 
Leon. Nay, if I tell ye, hang me, or any Man elle 


He groans, and roars, and kicks. 
2 Cent. Will he ſpeak yet? 
Leon. Not willingly : 


Fd upon a Prince fo metamorphos'd, Bui 

So ju into I know not Wi ſhame 'Ty 
\This tis to he in love. | 17 2 
1 Gent. Is that;rhe eue oft? 330 Cri 
Tiebpn. What is it not the cauſe of bu k 2 
And yet it ſtinks much like it: Out For 
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What Dogs, and Cars it makes us? Men that are poſſeſt 
Live as if they had a Legion of Devils in em, ( with: it, 
And every Devil of a ſeveral Nature; 
Nothing but Hey-paſs, re-paſs: Where's the Licurenant? 
Has he gather'd up the end ons Wits again? 1 
1 Gent, He is alive: But you that talk of Wonders, 
chew me but ſuch a Wonder as he is now. 
Leon. Why? He was ever at the worſt a Wensch | 
2 Gent. He is now moſt wonderful; a Blazer now, Sip, 
Leon. What ails the Pool? And what Star reigns now, 

We have le Prodi Gantſamct, 
2 Gent. Twill ie, gu your Heav*n-hunters "TIX 5 

He talks now of he Kd King, no other Language, 

And with the King as he imagines, hourly. 

Courts the King; Gitiks to the King, dies for the King, 

Puys all the Pictures of the King, wears the King's Co- 
Leon. Does he not lye i'th* King-/freet too? (Jours. 
1 Gent. He's going thither. 

Makes Prayess tor the King, in ſundry Languages, 

Turns all his Proclatnations into Metre 

Is really in love with the King, moſt Airy 

And ſwears Adonis was a Devil to him: 

A ſweet King, a moſt comely King, and ſuch a 
bay en down on's Mariow-bones;, O ex 

in 

Thus wy ins, Thou Light, and Life of Creatures, - 

Angel-ey'd King, vouchſafe at length thy favour; | 

And ſo proceeds to Incifion: What think ye of this ſorrow ? 

1 Gent, Will as familiarly kiſs the King's Horſes 

As they paſs by him: Ready to raviſh his K ootmen. 
Leon. Why, this is above Ela? 

But how comes this? NY 5 
Gent. Nay that's to ieee yer} * 26, of 


But thus it is, ind this part but the ee 3 
Twou'd make n Mini oes over the Moon to dee ü 80d 


2 Cent. With Sighs as thoug his Heare een 
Cry like a breech” I Boy, y. e a bigs $41 so 


Lehn. Lmuſt go ſee him preſently, © -- iT oy 

For this is ue 1 Gig⸗ for certain, Gentlemen, gb 

Tis Fiend rides on à Fiddlevltick. , * 
2 Gent. 


| | 
ö 
1 
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2 Gent. I think ſo. 
Lenn. Can ye guide me to [EM for half an hour? I am b 
To ſce the Miracle. 
1 Gent, We ſure ſhall ſtart him. - ' [Exeum: 


SCENE V. 


35 Enter Antigonus and Leucippe. 

Ant. Are you ſure ſhe drank it? 

Lem. Now muſt I lye molt confidently. 
Yes Sir, ſhe has vant? n 

Ant. How works it with her? 

Len. I fee no alteration yet. Ant. There will Ul be 
For he is the greateſt Artiſt living made it. 
Where is ſhe now? 

Leu. She is ready to walk out, Sir. 

Ant. Stark mad, I know ſhe will be. 

Leu. So I hope, Sir. 

Ant. She knows not of the Prince? 

Leu. Of no Man living 

Ant. How dollook? Ho do my Cloaths becomeme? 
I am not very grey. 

Leu. A very Youth, Sir, 

Upon my Maiden-head as ſmug as April - 
Heay*n bleſs that ſwect. Face, "twill undo a thouſand; 
Many a ſoft Heart muſt fob yet, cer that wither, . 
Your Grace can give Content enough. 

Bitter Celia with @ Boot. 

Ant. 1 think ſo. 

Len. Here ſhe comes, Sir. 

Ant. How ſhall I keep ber off me? = 
Go, and peefurte the Room: Make all things rity 


cel. No hope yet of che Prince! no Comfort of him 
They keep me 12 up here, as they me n mad! Fe = 
No Company buf my Afierion 
TM royal Devil again] iratige, How he Having 
7 , I 
How like a phyſon'd Potion His Eyes, Fight it ine do 100 


Has made himſdF hanidfome tos. 
Aut. Do vou HOM. Lady, 45 1 ani! 1 
You will leap Woe” de 1 789 ng. of 4 
_ (2. 


A 


wy I CO BD << Þ» 22 
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l. Curd and Perfum'd ? 1 ſmell him; | 

He looks on's Legs too, ſure he will cut a Caper; © 

God-a-mercy, dear December. 


Ant. O dg you ſmile now; 


7 


Iknew it would work with you; come hither pretty one. | | 
Cel. Sir. e an, N (me. t | if 
Ant. I like thoſe ;e1; come hither and kiſs is | 


Cel. Jam reading, Sir, of a ſhort Treatiſe here, 
That's call'd the Vanity of Luſt : Has your Grace ſeenit? 
He fays here, that an old Man's looſe defire | : 
Is like the Glow-worms light, the Apes ſo wonder'dat : |. 
Which when they gather'd Sticks, and laid upon't, | 
And blew, and blew, turn'd tail, and went out preſently, | 
And in another 20 he calls their Loves, | = 
Faint ſmells of dying Flow'rs; carry no Comforts ; 1 
They're ons ſtinking Fogs, ſo thick and muddy, = 
Reaſon with all his Beams cannot beat through 'em. 11 | 

Ant. How's this? Is this the Potion? You but fool till? * 
know you love me. 
Cel. As you are juſt and honeſt ; | | 1 


* 


I know I love and honour you: Admire you. | 
Ant. This makes againſt me, fearfully againſt me. 'Y 
Cz]. But as you bring your Pow'r to perſecute me, 

Your Traps to catch mine Innocence, to rob me, 

As you lay out your Luſts ro overwhelm me, by 

Hell never hated Good, as | hate you, Sir; 1 

And I dare tell it to your Face. What Glory, |Y 

Now atter all your Conqueſts got, your Titles, 

The ever-living Memories rais'd to you, 5 

Can my Defeat be? My poor wrack, what Triumph? 

And when you crown your ſwelling Cups to Fortune, 

What honourable Tongue can ſing my Storß ? 

Be as your Emblem is, à glprious Lamp 

det on the top of all, to light all perfectly: 

f Be as your Office is, a god- like Juſti ce, 
al Into all een auen your Virtues. ness 
Ant. She has drencht me now; now ladmire her Goods 

So young, ſo nobly ſtrong, L never taſtd .. 

Can nothing in the por of Kings perſwade ye??? 


x 


(ul. No, nor that Pow'r command m. 
* BW . : 
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Aut. Say I ſhould force ye ? 
I have it in my Will, 
Gel. Your Will's a poor one; 
And though it be a King's Will, a def; ak, one, 
9 than Inſant's Legs, your Will's in wading 
ou 
A find ways my Will has found to check ye; 
A thouſand Doors to icape ye, I dare dye, Sir; 
As ſuddenly 1 dare dye, as yon gan offer: 
Nay, ſay you hd your Will, ſay you had raviſh'd me, 
Perform d your Luſt, what had you purchas d by jr? 
What Honour won? Do you know whodwellsabove, Sir, : 
Aud what they have prepar'd for Men turn'd Dev * 
Did you never hear their Thunder? Start and tremble, 
Death farting on your Bl-od, when their Fires viſit ws. 
Will nothing wring you then do you think? Sit hard here, 
And like a curl round about your Conſcience, 
Biting and ſtinging: Will you not rear too late then? 
Then when you ſhake in horrour of this Villainy, 
Then will I riſe a Star in Heav'n, and ſcorn yc- ef! 
Ant. Dus PR hare thee now! And Andlove th 1 cg 
Wil my Queen t rice pur 
Cel; Nox all the World, Lam a 8 
Crown d by his Lore, I muſt not Joie for F ortunc; 
I can give none away, ſell none away, Sir, 
Can lend no Love, am not mine own Exchequer. 
For in another's Heart my Hope and Peace Jics,. ea 
Ant. Your fair Hands, Lady? For e 
To touch theſe Lips. In that ſweet — 44 
Live now for ever, and I to ſerve your ar b 
Cel. Why nom you ſhow a God now 1 knee ta je, 
This Sacrifice of Vi 1 Jo ſend to :::: 
Thus J hold up my Hands x6 Heaven Te touch'd he, 
And pra r Bleſſing ; dwell about ye. tue; 
2 * irrtie comma Stars: Riſe more dan 
Your preſent Comfort al be nou my buſines.. 
l. All my obedichs Service Wall upon v. 9 
it; 10:10}; 2 2001 Erna 
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SCENE. VI... ; 
Enter Leontius, Gentlemen, and Liam. 


Leon. Haſt thou clean forgot the Wars? 7 
Lien. Prithee hold thy Peace. 8 
1 Gent. His Mind's much elevated now. 
Leon... It. ſeems ſo. 


Sirrah. 3 
Lien. I am ſo troubled with this Fellow: 


Leon. He will call me Rogue anon. 

1 Gents.” Tis ten to one elſe. dov'd thee. 

Lieu. O King that thou knew'ſt I loy'd thee, how [ 
and where, O King, I barrel up thy Beauty. 

Leon. He cannot leave his Sutler's Trade, rr 

Lieu. O never, King. 

Leon. By this Hand, when 1 conſider —— 

Lien. My honeſt F riend, you are a little lawcy. 

1 Gent. I told you you wou'd have it. 

Lien. When mine own Worth 

Leon. Is flung into the Ballance, and Fug! OY 
lieu. And yet a Soldier. 
Leon. And yet afawey one. | 

Lien. One that has follow'd thee. 
Leon. Fair and far off. 


"4 


Lien. Fought for thy mo ern 25 4 5 
Leon. Tus for ſomèe Grief, you lye Sir 
Lien. He's the Son of a Whore Wa A "em "IT 


- 1 


Lieu. Shall hs that thing that 10855 Fray 
How miſerable a thing ſoever, yet a thing fill; | 
And though a thing of nothing, thy cbing ever. 

Leon. Here's anew thing Mod.) ds 

2 Gent. He's in a deep dump ow. : ay 

22 Uh 2 ns Cons g's Birth- 

When &era be, hat WI Ringing 
And there's the:Reſohution:of a Lover. Exit. 
TLedu. Algoodly Reſolution, ſure 1 rake it. 
He i is bewitch'd, or mop'd, or his Brains melted ; 


; * 


\ 


Leon. Ves, very well. ge? | 


Couldhe find no Body to fall i inlove with, but the King, | 
8 
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The good old King, to doat upon him too ? 

— now I remember, what the fat Woman warn'd mg, 
Bad me remember, and look to him too? 

III hang if the have not a hand in this; He's conjur, 
Go after him, I pity the poor Raſcal; 38 
In the mean time I'll wait occaſion 


To work upon the Prince, 23 
2 Gent. Pray do that ſeriouſſy. [ Ex. ſeveralh. 


SCENE VII. 


Enter Antigonus, Menippus, and Lords, 


Tord. He's very ill. 

Ant. I am very ſorry for't. 
And much aſham'd I have wrong'd her Innocence. 
Menippus, guide her to the Prince” $ Lodgings, | 
There leave her to his Love again. 

Men. 1 am glad, Sir. 

Lord. He will ſpeak to none. 

Ant. Ol ſhall break that ſilence; 
Be quick, take fair artendance. 


Men. Yes, Sir, preſently, Exit. 
Ant. He will find his Tongue, I warrant ye; his Health 
I ſend a Phyſick will not fail. too; 


Lord. Fair work it. 

Ant. We hear the Princes mean to viſit us 
In way of Truce. | 

Lord. Tis thought ſo. 

Ant. Come; let's in then, ä 
And think upon the nobleſt ways to meet em. e 


SCENE VIII. 


Enter Leontius. 


Leon. There's no wa y now to get in: All the Light ſtop! 
Nor can I hear a ſound of him, pray Heay'n (too; 


He uſe no violence: I think he has more Soul, 
Str , and I hope nobler: Wou d I cou'd but ſee once 
This ty he groans under, or come to know 

— W hat noiſe is that there? 


7 


ro my N bog 58 — PFs. 


3 6 4 1 
The Humorous Lieutenant. * 
I think I heard him oak Hereare ſome coming; 115 
A Woman too, Ill ſtand aloof, and view em. 2 
Enter Menippus, Celia, and Lore. 
cl. Well, ſome of | ye have been to blame in this point, 
But I forgive ye: The King might have 8 out 199! 
Some fitter Woman to have try d his V % 
Men. T was all the beſt meant, Lady. It ww 
Cel. I muſt think fo, 
For how to mend it now: He's here, you tell me? 


Men. He's, Madam, and the joy to ſee you on 
Will draw him out. 


= 
i -*V 


Leon. I know that Woman's Tongue, 


I think I have ſeen her Face too: I'll go nearer: 
If this be ſhe, he has ſome cauſe of Sorrow: D 
Tis the ſame Face; the ſame moſt excellent Woman.” / . 
Cel. This ſnou'd be Lord Leontius: Iremember him. 
Leon. Lady, I think ye know me. 4 >| 
Cel. Speak ſoft, good Soldier: | 
I do, and know ye worthy, know ye noble; 124 
Know not me yet openly, as you love me; 84 
But let me ſee ye again, I'll ſatisfie ye n 
| am wondrous glad to ſee thoſe Eves. e 


Lenn. You have charg'd me. Lets E. 


Cel. You ſhall know where I am. 
Leon. I will not off yet: 
She goes to Knock at's Door: This mult be he. 
The Fellow told me of; right glad I am on lf fr 
He will bolt now for certain. A 
Cl, Are ye within, Sir? 
Il trouble you no more: T thank, your courtelie, | 
Pray leave me now 
All Men. Wereſt your bub Servant Ex. Men. c. Y 
Cel. So now my Gives are off: Pray Heav n he be here 


ve, my D 
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Enter Demetrius. 
Dem. "Tis Celia's Sound ſure: 
The ſweetneſs ot that Tongue drawsall Hearts to it; 
'There ſtands the Shape too. 
Lien. How he ſtares upon her? 
Dem. Ha? Do mine Eyes abuſe me? 
Tis ſhe, the living Celia: Your Hand, Lady? 
Cel. W hat ſhou'd this mean? 
Dem. The very ſelf ſame Celia. 
Cl. How do ye, Sir? 
Dem. Only turn'd brave. 
Iheard you were dead, my dear one; compleat, 
She is wondrous brave, a wondrous gallant Courtier. 
Cel. How he ſurveys me round? Here has been foul play. 
Dem. How came ſhe thus? | 
Cel. It was a kind of Death, Sir, 
I ſuffer'd in your Abſence, mew'd up here, 
And kept conceal'd I know not how. 
Dem. Tis likely: 
How came you hither, Celia? Wondrous Gallant: 
Did my Father ſend for ye? 
Cel. Sothey told me, Sir, and on command too, - 
Dem. I hope you were obedient? 
Cel. I was fo ever. 
Dem. And ye were bravely us'd ? 
Cel. I wanted nothing: 
My Maiden-head to a mote i' th? Sun, he's Jealous: 
E muſtnow play the Knave with him, though I die fort:, 
*Tis in my Nature. 
Dem. Her very Eyes are alter d: 
Jewels and rich ones too, I never ſaw yet 
And what were thoſe came for ye? 
| Cz]. Monſtrous Jealous: Fat | 
Have I liv'd at the rate of theſe ſcorn'd Queſtions ? 
They ſeem'd of good ſort, Gentlemen.) 
Dem. Kind Men? | n ach, : 
Cel. They were wondrous kind: I was much beholding 
There was one Menippus, Sir. (co em; 
Dem. Ha? eln 


Cel. One Menippus, N 
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A notable merry Lord; and a good Companion. 

Dem. And one Charmthus too? | 
Cel. Yes, there was ſuch a one. 
Dem. And Timon ? 
Cel. 'Tis molt true. a 
Dem. And thou moſt treacherous: 
My Father'sBawds by they never miſs courſes 
And were theſe daily with ye ? 
Cel. Every hour, Sir. | | 
Dem. And was therenot a Lady, afat Lady? 
Cel. O yes; a notable good Wench. 
Dem. The Devil fetch her. 
Cel. 'Tis ev'n the merrieſt Werich ———— 
Dem. Did ſhe keep with ye too? | | 
Cel. She was all inall z my Bed-fellow, eat with me, 
Brought me acquainted. 
Dem. You are well known here then? 
Cel. Thereisno living herea Stranger, I think. 
Dem. How came ye by this brave Gown? 
Cel, This a poor one: | 

Alas, I have twenty richer: Do you ſee theſe Jewels? 

Why, they are the pooreſt things, to thoſe are ſent me, 

And ſent me hourly too. 1 
Dem. Is there no Modeſty? No Faith in this fair dex? 
Leon. What will this prove to? 

For, yet with all my Wits, I underſtand not. 
Dem. Come hither z thou art dead indeed, loſt, tainted; 

All that I left thee fair, and innocent, 

Sweet as thy Youth, and carrying Comfort in't; 

All that I hop'd for Virtuous, 's fled from thee, 

Turn'd back, and Bankrupt. | | | 
Leon. By'r Lady, this cuts ſhrewdly. (thee 
Dem. Thou art dead, for cver dead; Sin's ſurfeit flew 

The Ambition of thoſe warton Eyes betray d thee; 

Go from me, grave of Honour; go thou foul one, 

Thou glory of thy Sin, go thou deſpis'd one; 

And where there is no Virtue, nor no Virgin, 

Where Chaſtity wasnever known, nor heard o; 

Where nothing reigns but impious Luſt, and looſer Faces, 

Go thither, Child of 3 and ſing my Doating. 

N 7 | 


* g * 


4 


Cel 4 
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Cel. You do not ſpeak this ſeriouſly I hope, Sir; 
I did but jeſt with you. 
Dem. Look not upon me, 
There is more Hell in thoſe Eyes, than Hell harbours; 
And when they flame more Torments. 
Cel. Dare ye truſt me? 
You durſt once even with all you had: Your Love, Sir? 
By this fair Light I am honeſt. - "= 
Dem. Thou ſubtle Circe, | 
Caſt not upon the maiden Light Eclipſes: 
Curſe not the Day. 
Cel. Come, come, you ſhall not do this: | 
How fain you wou'd ſeem angry now, to fright me; 
You are not in the Field among your Enemies; 
Come, I muſt cool this Courage. 
Dem. Out, thou Impudence, 

Thou Ulcer of thy Sex; when I firſt ſaw thee, 

I drew into mine Eyes mine own Deſtruction, 

I pull'd into my Heart that fudden Poiſon, 

That now conſumes my dear Content to Cinders: 

I am not now Demetrius, thou haſt chang'd me; 

Thou Woman, with thy thouſand Wiles haſt chang'd me; 

Thou Serpent with thy Angel-eyes haſt ſlain me; 

And where, before 1 touch'd on this fair Ruin, 

I was a Man, and Reaſon made, and mov'd me, 

Now one great lump of Grief, I grow and wander. 
Cel. And as you are noble, do youthink 1 did this? 
Dem, Put all the Devils Wings on, and fly from me. 
Cel. Iwill go from ye, never more to ſee ye: 

| will fly from ye, as a Plague hangs o'er me; 

And through the progreſs of my Lite hereafter; 

W here-evcr I ſhall find a Fool, a falſe Man, 

One that ne'er knew the worth of poliſh'd Virtue, 

A baſe ſuſpector of a Virgin's Honour, 

A Child that flings away the Wealth he cry'd for, 

Him will I call Demetrius: That Fool Demetrius, 

That mad Man a Demetrius; and that falſe Man, 

The Prince of broken Faiths, even Prince Demetrius: 

You think now, I ſhou'd cry, and kneel down to ye, 

Petition for my Peace; let thoſe that feel here The 


* 


ir? 


me; 
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The weight of Evil, wait for ſuch a Favour, 

am above your Hate, as far above it, 

In all the Actions of an innocent Life, 

As the pure Stars are from the muddy Meteors. 

Cry when you know your Folly; howl and curſe then, 
Beat that unmanly Breaſt, that holds a falſe Heart 
When ye ſhall come to know, whom ye have flung from 

Dem. Pray ye ſtay a little. . (ye. 

Cel. Not your Hopes can alter me 
Then let a thouſand black Thoughts muſter in ye, 

And with thoſe enter in a thouſaad Doatings; 

Thoſe Eyes be never ſhut, but drop to nothing: 

My Innocence for ever haunt and fright ye: 

Thoſe Arms together grow in Folds; that Tongue, 

That bold bad Tongue that barks our theſe Diſgraces, 
When you ſhall come to know how nobly Virtuous « 
| have preſerv'd my Life, rot, rot within ye. 

Dem. What ſhall I do? | 

Cel. Live a loſt Man for ever. | 
Go ask your Father's Conſcience what I ſuffer'd, 

And through what Seas of hazards I ſail'd through: 
Mine Honour ftill advanc'd in ſpight of Tempeſſs, 

Then take your leave of Love; and confeſs freely, 

You were never worthy of this Heart that ſerv'd ye, | 
And ſo farewel ungrateful Exit. 

Dem. Is ſhe gone? 

Leon. I'll follow her, and will find out this matter. Exit. 

| Enter Antigonus, and Lords. Po 

Ant. Are ye pleas'd now? Have you got your Hearr 
Have I reſtor'd ye that? | (again? 

Dem. Sir, ev'n for Heav'n ſake, | | 
And ſacred Truth fake, tell me how ye found her. 

Ant. 1 will, and in few words. Before I try'd her, 
Tis true, I thought her moſt unfit your Fellowſhip, 
And fear d her too: Which Fear begot that Story 
I told ye firſt: But ſince, like Gold 1 touch'd her. 

Dem. And how dear Sir? | a 

Ant. Heav'ns holy Light's not purer: 


The Conftancy, and Goodneſs of all Women 


— 1 
— — 2 * 


That ever liv*d, to win the Names of worthy, 
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'This noble Maid has doubled in her. Honour, 
All promiſes of Wealth, all Art to win her, 
And by all Tongues imploy'd, wrought as much on her 
As one may do upon the Sun at Noon. Day N 
By light ng Candles up: Her Shape is Heav'nly, 
And to that Heav'nly Shape her Thoughts are Angels. 
Dem, W hy did you tell me, Sir? 
Ant. Tis true, I err'd in't: 
But ſince I made a full proof of her Virtue, 
I find a King too poor a Servant for her. 
Love her, and honour her, in all obſerve her. 
She mult be ſomething more than Time yet tells her: 
And ccrtain I believe him beſt, enjoys her. | 
I would not loſe the hope of ſuch a Daughter, 
To add another Empire to my Honour. — Eri. 
Dem. O vretched tate! To what end ſhall I turn me? 


And where begins my Penance? Now, what ſervice 


Will win her Love again? My Death muſt do it: 
And if that Sacrifice can purge my Follies, ; 


8 


A CT V. 8 EN EHE 
Enter Leontius, and Celia. 
Leon 1 Know hedo's not deſerve ye; h'asus'd you poorly: 


ht 


And to redeem himſelf —— 
Cel. Redeem? © | 
Leon. I know it there's no way left. 


Cel. For Heav'ns fake do not name him, 
Do not think on him Sir, he's ſo far fromme 
In all my Thoughts now, methinks I never knew him. 
Leon. But yet I wou'd ſee him again. 
Cel. No, never, never. 
Len. I do not mean to lend him any Comfort; 
But to atflict him, fo to torture him, 
That ev'n his very Soul may ſhake within him: 
To make him know, though he be great and bene 


1 
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Tis not within his Aim to deal diſhonourably, 
And carry it off, and with a Maid of your ſort. - 

Cel. I muſt confeſs, I cou'd moſt ſpightfully afflict him; 
Now, now, I cou'd whet my Anger at him; : 
Now, arm'd with bitterneſs, I cou'd ſhoot through him; 
T long to vex him. Ws 

Leon. And do it home, and bravely. 

Cel. Were I a Man? 

Leon. I'Il help that weaknels in ye: 
] honour ye, and ſerve ye. 

Cel. Not only to diſclaim me, 
When he had ad his Vows in Heay'n, ſworn to me, 
And poor believing I became his Servant; 
But molt malicioutly to brand my Credit, 
Stain my pure Name. 

Leon. I wou'd not ſuffer it: 
See him I wou'd again, and to his Teeth too. 
Od's precious, I wou'd ring him ſuch a Leſion —- 
Cel. I have done that already. | 

Leon. Nothing, nothing : | f 
It was too poor à Purge; beſides, by this time 3 
He has found his Fault, and feels the Hells that follow it. 
That, and your urg d-on Anger to the higheſt, 
Why, 'twill be ſuch a ſtroak | 

Cel. Say he repent then, 
And ſeek with Tears to ſoften, I'ma Woman; 
A Woman that have lov'd him, Sir, have honour'd him: 
am no more. 

Lem. Why, you may deal thereafter. 

Cel. If 1 forgive him, I am loſt. 

Leon. Hold there then, | 
The ſport will be to what a poor Submiſſion 
But keep you ſtrong. s 

Cel. 1 would not fee him. 

Leon. Ves, 
Lou ſhall ring bis Knell. 

Cel. How if I kill him? 

Leon. Kill him? why, let him dye. 

Cel. T know tis fit ſo. on . 
But why ſhou'd I, chat B once, deſtroy . # 
| S 4+ * 
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O had he ſcap't this ſin, what a brave Gentleman 
Leon. I muſt confeſs, had this not faln, a nobler, 
A-handſomer, the whole World had not ſhow'd ye: 
And to his making ſuch a Mind 
cl. *Tis certain: 
Rut all this I muſt now forget. 
Leon. You ſhall not 
If I have any Art: Go up, ſweet Lady, 
And truſt my Truth. 
Cel. But good, Sir, bring him not. 
Leon. 1 wou'd not for the Honour ye are born to, 
But you ſhall ſee him, and neglect him too, and ſcorn him. 
Cel. You will be near me then. 
Leon. I will be with ye. , 
Yet there's ſome hope to ſtop this gap, I'll work hard. Er. 


SCENE II. 
Enter Ant igonus, Menippus, two Gentlemen, Lieutenant) 
and Lords. 


Ant. But is it poſſible this Fellow took it? 

. 2 Gent. It ſeems ſo by the violence it wrought with, 
Yet now the Fit's ev'n off. 
Men. I beſeech your Grace. T a 
Anr. 8 9 7 I forgive thy Wife with all my Heart, 

And am right glad ſhe drank it not her ſelf, 


And more glad that the Virtuous Maid eſcap'd it, (dier, 


J wou'd not for the World 'thad hit: But that this Sol- 
Lord how he looks, that he ſhould take this Vomit ; 
Can he make Rimes too? ; 
2 Gent. H'as made a thouſand, Sir, 
And plays the Burthen to em on a Jews-trump. 
Ant. He looks as though he were hepiſt: Do you love 
Lieu. Yes ſurely ev'n with all my Heart. (me, Sir! 
Ant. I thank 5e; a 
I em glad I have fo good a Subject: But pray ye tell me, 
How much did ye love me, before ye drank this Matter? 
Lien. Ev'n as much as a ſober Man might; and a So. 
That your Grace owes juſt half a Year's Pay to. Fay 


# . 
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Ant. Well remembred; 
And did I ſeem ſo young and amiable to ye? 
Lieu. Methought you were the ſweeteſt Vouth 
Ant. That's excellent. 
Lieu. Ay truly, Sir: And ever as I thought on ye, 
I with'd, and wiſhldd— —— _* | 
Ant. What didſt thou wiſh, prethee? 
Lieu. Ey'n, that I had been a Wench of fifteen forye, 
A handſom Wench, Sir. | | 
Ant. Why? God a-mercy Soldier: 
I ſeem not ſo now to thee. | 
n. Lieu, Not all out: : 7 
And yet I have a Grudging to your Grace ſtill. 
Aut. Thou waſt never in Love before? 
r, Lieu. Not with a King, 
And hope I ſhall never be again: Truly, Sir, 
I have had ſuch Plunges, and ſuch Bickrings, 
And as it were ſuch runnings atilt within me, * 
For whatſoever it was or me toward ye. 
Ant. God a-mercy till. 
Lieu. I had it with a vengeance, 
It plaid his Prize. 
Ant. 1 would not have been a Wench then, 
Though of this Age. Joy 
Lieu, No ſure, I ſhould have ſpoil'd ye. 
Ant. Well, go thy ways, of all the luſty Lovers 
That e'er I ſaw——wilt have another Potion? 
Lieu. If you will be another thing, have at ye. 
Tr, * 
|- Ant. Ha, ha, ha: Give me thy Hand, from hence- 
forth thou art my Soldier, | 
Do bravely, I'll love thee as much. 
Lieu, I thank ye; 
But if you were mine Enemy, I would not wiſh it ye: 
2 | beſeech your Grace, pay me my Charge. 3 


ty 


* 2 Gent. That's certain, Sir; 

Has bought up all that e er he found was like ye, 
e, Or any thing you have lov'd, that he could purchaſe; 
1? Old Horſes, that your Grace had ridden blind, and foundr'd;, 
”» Dogs, rotten Hawks, and which is more than all this, 


er Has worn your Grace's Gauntlet in his Bonnet. 
| Ant. 
- 
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Ant. Bring in your Bills: Mine own Loye ſhalt be G. 
And Sirrah, for this Potion you have taken, (tisfy'd; 
TI point ye out a Portion ye ſhall live on. 

Men. Twas the beſt draught that eber ye drunk. 

Lien. I hope ſo. 

Ant. Are the Princes come toth* Court? 

Men. They are all, and lodg'd, Sir. 

Aut. Come then, make ready for their Entertainment, 
Which preſently we'll give: Wait you on me, Sir. 

Lieu. ſhall love Drink the better whilft T live, Boys. 

| 6 | Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 
Enter Demetrius, and Leontius. 


Dew. Let me but ſee her, dear Leontins; 
Let me but dye before her. 

Leon. W ou'd that wou'd do it: JT 
If I knew where ſhe lay now, with what honeſty, 
You having flung ſo main a Miſchief on her, 
And on fo innocent. and ſweet a Beauty, 
Dare I preſent your Viſit? 1 

Dem. I'll repent all: 
And with the greateſt Sacrifice of Sorrow, 
That ever Lover made. +: 

Leon. Twill be too late, Sir: | 
I know not what will become of you. 

Dem. .You can help me. n | 

Leon. It may be to her fight : What are you nearer? 
She has ſworn the will not Pak to ye, look upon ye; 
And to love ye again, O ſhe cries out, and thun 
She had rather Love There is no hope — 
Dem. Yes, Leontius ON 
There is a hope, which though it draw no Love to it, 
At leaſt will draw her to lament my Fortune, 
And that hope {hall relieve me. oy 
_ Leon. Hark ye, Sir, hark ye: 
Say I ſhould bring ye 


Dem. ith me? : 
3 Do not trifle * h me? 1 
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Leon. J will not trifle; both together bring Fe, 

You know the wrongs ye done. 2 
Dem. J do confeſs em. . 
Leon. And if you ſhou'd then jump into your Fury, 

And have another Querk in your Head, 

Dem. Vl dye firſt, 

Leon. You muſt ſay nothing to her; for 'tis certain, 
The Nature of your Crime wil will admit no Excule. 

Dem. 1 will not (peak, mine Eyes ſhalltell my Penance. 

Leon. You mult look — þ ſad too. 

Dem. I need not look ſo, 
| am truly Sadneſs ſelf. 

Leon. That Look will do it: | 
Stay here, PII bring her to you inſtantly: 

But take heed how you bear your ſelf : Sit down there, 

The more humble you are, the more ſhell take — 
paſſion. 

Women are per ous Thing to deal upon, [Brit. 
Dem. What ſhall become of me? to curſe my Fortune, 

Were but to curſe my Father; that's too Impious; 

But under whatſoever Fate I ſuffer, 

Bleſs, I beſeech thee Heav'n, her harmleſs I 

Enter Leontius and Celia. b 

Leon. Now arm your (elf. 1 

Cel. You have not brought him? 

Leon. Ves faith, 
And there he is: You ſee in what poor plight too, 
Now you may do your will, kill him, or fave um, 

Cel. I will go back. © &4 

Leon. I will be hang'd then, Lady: 7 
Are you a Coward now ? | 

Cel. I cannot ſpeak to him. 

Dem. O me. 

Leon. There was a Sigh to blow a Church down 3 
So, now their Eyes are fixt, the ſmall Shot plays, 
They will come toth' Battery anon. 

Cel. He weeps extreamly. 

Leon. Rail at him now. 

Cel. I dare not. 


Leon, | am glad ont. Cel. 
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Cel. Nor dare believe his Tears. 

Dem. You may, bleſt Beauty, 8 | 
For thoſe thick ſtreams that troubled my Repentance, 
Are crept out long ago. 

Leon. You ſee how he looks. | 

| Cel. What have Ito do how he looks? how lookt he 
When with a poifon'd Tooth he bit mine Honour? (then, 
It was your Counſel too, to ſcorn and light him. 
Leon. Ay, if ye ſaw fit cauſe; and you conteſt too, 
Except this Sin, he was the braveſt Gentleman, 
The ſweeteſt, nobleſt : I take nothing from ye, 
Nor from your Anger; uſe him as you pleaſe: - | 
For to ſay truth, he has deſerv'd your Juſtice; 
But ſtill confider what he has been to you. 
Cel. Pray do not blind me thus. 
Dem. O Gentle Miſtreſs, 
If there were any way to expiate 
A Sin ſo great as mine, by Interceſſion, 
By Prayers, by daily Tears, by dying for ye; 
O whar a Joy would cloſe theſe Eyes that love ye. 

Leon. They ſay Women have tender Hearts, I know not, 
Jam ſure mine melts. | | 

Cel. Sir, 1 forgive ye heartily, 

And all your Wrong to me I caſt behind me, 

And wiſh ye a fit Beauty to your Virtues : 

Mine is too poor, in peace I part thus from you; 

] muſt look back : Gods keep your Grace : He's her 0 
| Eri. 


Dem. She has forgiven me. 
Leon. She has directed ye: 
Up, up, and follow like a Man: Away, Sir, 
Shelookt behind her twice: Her Heart dwells here, Sir; 
Ye drew Tears from her too: She cannot freeze thus; 
The Door's ſet open too, are ye a Man? 
Are ye alive? do ye underſtand her meaning? 
Have ye Blood and Spirit in ye? 

Dem. I dare not trouble her. | 

Leon. Nay, and you will be nipt i'th' head with nothing, 
Walk whining up and down; dare not, I c. nnot : 


r 1— 


89 


The Humorous Lieutenant. 781 


Strike now or never : Faint Heart, you know what, 
Sir | ** 

Be govern'd by your Fear, and quench. your Fire out. 

A Devil on't, ſtands this Door ope for nothing? | 


80 ger ye together, and be naught: Now to ſecure all, 
Wi 


I go fetch out a more ſovereign Plaiſter. [Exeune. 
_,6-G'B'N-E N 
Enter Antigonus, Seleucus, Lyſimachus, Ptolomi 


Lieutenant, Gentlemen, and Lords. 


Ant. This Peace is fairly made. 

Sel. Wou'd your Grace wiſh us 
To put in more: Take what you pleaſe, we yield itz 
The Honour done us by your Son conſtrains it, 

Your noble Son. hh 

Ant. It is ſufficient, - Princes 
And now we are one again, one Mind, one Body, 
And one Sword ſhall ſtrike for us. ö | 

Lyſ. Let Prince Demetrius 
But lead us on: For we are his vow'd Servant; 
Againſt the Strength of all the World we'll buckle. 

Prol. mw ev'n from all that Strength we'll catch at 

Victory. | | | 

Sel, O had I now recover'd but the Fortune 
| loſt in Antioch, when mine Uncle periſh'd; 
But that were but to ſurfeit me with Bleſſin 

Lyſ. You loſt a ſweet Child there. | 

Sel. Name it no more, Sir; 
This is no time to entertain ſuch Sorrows ; 


'Will your Majeſty do us the Honour, we may ſee the 


And wait upon him: (Prince, 
Euter Leontius. 
Ant. T wonder he ſtays from us: 
How now, Leonrius, where's my Son? 
Sel. Brave Captain. 
Lyſ. Old valiant Sir. | 
Leon. Your Graces are welcome: 
Your Son, and't pleaſe you, Sir, is new caſhier'd * 
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Ts 
Caſt from his Miſtreſs Favour: And ſuch a coil there is; 
Such fending, and ſuch proving; the ſtands off. 
And will by no means yield to Compoſition :| 

He offers any Price; his Body to her. 

Sel. She is a hard Lady, denies that caution, 
Leon. And now they whine, and now they rave: Fa'th 
Princes. : | 
Twere a good point of Charity to piece em; 

For leſs than ſuch a Pow'r will do juſt nothing: 
And if you mean to fee him, there it muſt be, 


For there will he grow, till he be tranſplanted. | 


Sel. Beſeech your Grace, let's wait u ou thither, 
That I may ſee that Be dares deny \* ate 
That ſcornful Beauty. 

Prol. I ſhould think it worſe now; 

Ill brought up Beauty. - 

Ant. She has too much reaſon fort; 
Which with too great a Grief, I ſhame to think ol. 
But we'll go ſee this Game. 

Lyſ. Rather this Wonder. | 

Ant. Pe you our Guide, Leontius, here's a new Peace. 

[ Exennt. 
SK ENS YV. 

| Enter Demetrius and Celia. 

Cel. Thus far you ſhall perſwade me, {till to honour ye, 
Still to live with ye, Sir, or near about ye; 

For not to lye, you have my firſt and laſt Love: 
But fince you have concciv'd an Evil againſt me, 
An Evil that ſo much concerns your Honour, 

hat Honour aim'd by all at for a Pattern: , 
And though there be a falſe Thought, and confeſs d too, 
And much Repentance fall'n in ſhow'rs to purge it; 
Yet, while that great Reſpect I ever bore ye, 


Dells in my Blood, and in my Heart that Duty; 


Had it but been a Dream, I muſt not touch ye. 


Dem. O you will make ſome other happy? 
_ Gel. Never, 


Upon 


— > 
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Upon this Hand II ſeal that Take a 

Dem. We may kiſs, 

Put not thoſe on o' thi Peace too. 

cel. Thoſe Il give ye, 

So there you will be pleas d to pitch your ne ultre, 

I will be merry with ye; Sing, Diſcourſe with ye, 

Be — r Miſtreß Rill : In Truth I love ye. | 
12 Antigonus, Seleueus, Lyfimachus, | 
Ptolomie, Lieutenant, aud Gentlemen. 

Dem. Stay, who are thele ? 

Lyſ. A very handfome Lady. 

Leon. As Cer you ſaw. - 

Sel. Pity her Heart's ſo cruel. (hear us. 

Lyſ- How does your Grace? He ſtands ill, will not 

Prol. We come to ſerve ye, Sir, in all our Fortunes, 

Lyſ. He bows a little now; he's ſtrangely alter'd. 

Sel. Ha? Pray yea word, Leontivs, pray yea word with 
Himac bus? You both knew mine Euam Oe, 
[loſt in Antioch, when the Town was taken, f 
Mine Uncle ſlain, Antigonus had the fack ont? 

Lyſ. Yes, I remember well the Girl. 

del. Methinks now 
That Face is wondrous like her: I have her Pilturey. 
The fame, but more Years on her; the very ſame. 

Lyſ. A Cherry to a Cherry is not liker. 1 

Kl. Look on her Eyes. 

Leon. Moſt certain the is like her: 

Many a time have 1 dandled her in theſe Arms, dir, 

And J hope who will more. 

Ant. What's that ye look at, Princes? 

Se]. This Picture, and that Lady, Sir. 

Aut. Ha! they are near: 

They only err in time. 

Lyſ. Did you mark that Bluſh ent 

hat came the neareſt. 

Hel. muſt ſpeak to her. 

Leon. You'll quickly be reſolv'd. - 

Sol. Your Name, ſweet Lady? 

Cel. Enanthe, Sir: And this to beg your Bleſſing. * 
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Seel. Do you know me? 
CzI. If you be the King Selewcus, 
Iknow you are. my Father. Wy 

Cel. Peace a little, 


Where did I loſe ye? W 


Sel. At the Sack of Antioch, | 
Where my good Uncle dy'd, and I was taken, 
By a mean Soldier taken: By this Prince, 
This noble Prince, redeem'd from him again, 
W here ever fince I have remain'd his Servant. 


Sel. My Joys are now too full: Welcome Enanthe, 


Mine own, my deareſt, and my beſt Enanthe. 

Dem. And mine too deſperate. | 

Sel. You ſhall not think ſo, 
This is a Peace indeed. 
Ant. I hope it ſhall be, 
And ask it firſt, 

Cel. Moſt Royal, Sir, ye have it. 

Dem. 1 once more beg it thus. 

Sel. You muſt not be deny d, Sir. 

Cel. By me, Iam ſure he muſt not: Sure he ſhall not; 
Kneeling I give it too; kneeling I take it; 
And from this hour, no envious Spight hh 1 us. 

All. The Gods give happy Joys; all Comforts to ye. 

Dem. My new Enanthe. 

Ant. Come, bear all the Drums up, 


And all the noble Inſtruments of War : 


Let em fill all the Kingdom with their Sounds; 
And thoſe the brazen Arch of Heay'n break through, 
While to the Temple we conduct theſe two. 
Leon. May they be ever loving, ever young, 
And ever worthy of thoſe Lines they ſprung 
May heir fair Iſſues walk with Time along. 
Lien. And hang a Coward now; and there's my Song. 
| | [ Exeunt omnes. 
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EPILOGUE, 
Spoke by the Lieutenant. 


Am not cur d yet throughly ; for believe 
I feel another Paſſion that may grieve, 
All over me I feel it too: And now 
It takes me cold, cold, cold, I know not how: 
As you are good Men help me, a Carowſe - 
May make me love you all, all here th Houſe, 
And all that come to ſee me, doatingly : 
Now lend your Hands; and for your Courteſie, 
The next Imployment I am ſent upon, 
I'll ſwear you are Phyficians, the War's none. 
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Dramatis Perſon. 
M E N. 


” Erigot, 4 Shepherd in Love with Amoret. 
P Thenot, a Shepherd in Gove with Clorin, 
Daphnis, a modeſt Shepherd. 

Alexis, 4 wanton Shepherd. 
God of a Rzver. 


Satyr. E 
Prieſt. 

Old Shepherd. 
A — diſtontented Shepherd, : 
WOMEN; |; 
1 
Amoret, the faithful Shepherdeſs in Love with WI \ 
Perigot. = . 
| =. Clorin, a holy Shepherdeſs, 1 5 N 
| Amarillis, 2 Shepherdeſs in Love with Perigot. | f 
Cloe, 4 wanton * : 
3 l 
SCENE THESS ALT. 4 
| | H 
F. 
P. 
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ACT 1 Þ SCENE L 


Enter Clorin 4 Heperd ſs, having Buried * 


Leue in an Arbour. 2 
CL ORTN. | 
—_ Anl. holy Earth whoſe cold Arms "oy 


D 6; 4 imbrace 


e the fat Plains of Fruitful Teſah 
fp bus I ſalute thy Grave, thus do I pay , 
My early Vows, and Tribute of mine Eyes | 
To th {ill loved Aſhes; thus I free | 
th My ſole from all inſuing Heats and Fires | 
Ot Love: All Sports, Delightsand jolly Games 
That Shepherds hold full dear, thus put I off. 
Now no more ſhall theſe ſmooth Brows be begirt 
With youthful. Coronals, and lead the Dance; 
No more the Company of treſh fair Maids . 
And wanton Shepherds be to me delightfgl, _ 
Nor the ſhrill pleaſing ſound of merry Fipes 
Under ſome ſhady Dell, when the cool Wind 
Plays on the Leaves: All be far away, © 
Since thou art far away; by whoſe dear Side 
How often have I fat crown'd with freſh Flow'rs 
For Summer's Queen, whilſt ev'ty Shepherd's Boy . 
Puts on his luſty Green, with gaudy Hook, _ 
IL X 3 And 
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2 hanging Scrip of fineſt Cordevan. ; 
Bur thou art gone, and theſe are gone with thee, 

An all are dead but thy dear Memory; _ 
hat ſhall out- live thee, and ſhall ever ſpring 

While there are Pipes, or jolly Shepherds ſing. 

And here will I, in honour of thy Love, 

Dwell by, thy Grave, forgetting all thoſe Joys, 

That former times made precious to Ima: TY yes, 

Only remembring what my Youth did 

In the dark, hidden virtuous uſe of Her A 

That will I pradtiſe, and as freely give 

All my Endeavours, as I gain d them free. 

Of all green Wounds I know the Remedies 

In Men or Cattle, be they ſtun ng with Snakes, 

Or charmꝰd with pow'rful Words of wicked Art, 

Or be they Love-fick, orthrough too much Heat 

Grown wild or lunarick; their Eyes or Ears 

Thickned with miſty F im of dulling Rheum ; 


Theſe I can cure, ſach ſecret Virtues lies — — 


In Herbs, applyed by a Virgin's Hand. 

My Meat ſhall be what theſe wild Woods afford, 
Berries, and Cheſnuts, Plantanes, on whoſe Checks 
The Sun fits ſmiling, and the lofty, Fruit 


Pull'd from the fair head of the ſtraight e Pine; 


On theſe I'll feed with free Content, 
When Night thall blind the World. by thy Fae bleſt 
Enter a Satyre. _ 

Sar. Through yon ſame bending Plain 
That flings his Arms down to the Main, 
And throu h theſe thick Woods have I run, 
W hoſe bottom never kiſt the Sun | 
vince the luſty Spring began, 

All to pleaſe my Maſter Pan, 
Have I trotted without reſt 

To get him Fruit; for at a Feaſt 
He entertains, this coming Night, 
His Paramour, the Syrinx bright: 


But behold a fairer Sight! [ He ſtands amar 


By that Heav'nly Form of thine, 
Brighteſt fair thou art Divine, 


* 


Sprung 
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Sprung from 9 Immortal Race i. + 20S an 
frhe Gods: For in thy Face . 
Shines more awful Majeſty, a YELL GAR | 
Than dull weak Mortality 7/7 | 
Dare with miſty Eyes behold, LOR 
And live: Therefore on this Mould, 
Lowly do I bend my Knee, 
In Worſhi of th Deity: | 
Deign it, Goddeſs, from my Hand, 
To receive what e*er this Land 
From her fertile WEmb doth ſend 
Of her choice Fruits; and but lend 
Belief ro that the Satyre tells, 
Fairer by the famous Wells, 
To this preſent Day ne'er grew, 
Never better nor more true. 
Here be Grapes whoſe luſty Blood I 
Is the Learned Poets good, 
Sweeter yet did never crown 
The Head of Bacchus; Nuts more brown / 
Then the Squirrils Teeth that crack em; 
Deign, O faireſt fair, to take 'em. | 
For theſe Black-ey'd Driope = 
Hath oftentimes commanded me, 
With my elaſped Knee to climb; 
See how well the luſty time 
Hath deckt their riſing Cheeks in red, 
Such as on your Lips is ſpread; | 
Here be Berries for a Queen, 
Some be red, ſome be green, 
Theſe are of that luſcious Meat, 
The great God Pan himſelf doth eat: 
All theſe,” and what the Woods can yield, 
The hanging Mountain, or the Field, 
In freely offer, and e er long 5 
Will bring you more, more ſweet and ſtrong, 
Till when humbly leave I take, ae th 8 
Leſt the great Pan do awake, wel 
That ſleeping lies in a deep Glade, 
Under a broad Beech's Shade » - * 
| X 4 1 


With pow' 
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I muſt go, I muſt run iz | 
Swifter than the 8 n hor] 1 
What Greatneſs or what private © hidden Pow” 1 

Is there in me, to draw Submiſſion 5 
From this rude Man and Beaſt? Sure I am Mortal : 

The Daughter of a Shepherd, he was Mortal: 
And ſhe that bore me Mortal: Prick my Hand 
And it will bleed; a Feaver ſhakes me, | 

And the ſelf Ge Wind that makes the young 18 
Makes me acold: My Fear ſays I am Mortal: (ſhrink, 
Yet I have heard, my Mother told it me, | 
And now] do believe it, if 1 keep 

My virgin Flow'r uncropt, pure, chaſt, and f 

No Goblin, Wood-god, Fairy, Elfe, or Fiend, 

Satyre, or other Pow'r that haunts the Graves, 

Shall hurt my Body, or by vain Illuſion 
Draw me to wander after idle Fires; 

Or Voices calling me in dead of Night, 

To make me follow, and ſo tole me on 

Through Mire and ſtanding Pools, to find my Ruin: 

Elſe why ſhould this rough thing, who never knew 
Manners, nor ſmooth Humanity, whoſe Heats | 

Are rougher than himſelf, and more mieren, 

Thus mildly kneel to me? Sure there's a Pow'r 

In that great name of Virgin, that binds faſt 

All rude uncivil Bloods, alf | Appetites 

That break their confines: Then, ftrong Chaſtity, 

Be thou my ſtrongeſt Guard, for here III dwell 


5 


In oppoſition againſt Fate and Hell, 


Enter an Old Shepherd, with four Couple of Sbepberds 
and Shepberdeſſes. 

O14 Shep. Now we have done this holy Feſtival 
In Honour of our great God, and his Rights 
Perform'd, prepare your ſelves for chaſt 
And uncorru ragged Fires: That as the Prieſt, 

| Hand ſhall ſprinkle on your Brows 

His pure and holy Water, ye may be 
From all hot flames of Luſt, and Jools Thoughts free. 


Knee) 1 kneel, here comes the Prieſt of B 


i. <7 
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Prieft, Shepherd na — purge away, 
W hatſoever this great Day; 

Or the paſt Hours gave not good, 
Tocorrupt your maiden Blood: 2 
From the high rebellious Heat 

Of the Grapes, and itrength of Meat; 
From the wanton quiek Deſires, 

They do kindle — their Fires, 

| do waſh you with this Water; 

Be you pure and fair hereafter. 

From your Liver and your Veins, 

Thus I take away the ſtains. 

Allyour Thoughts be ſmooth and fair, 
Be ye freſh and free ag Air. 

Never more let luſtful Heat 

Through your purged Conduits beat, 
Or a plighted 'Troth be broken, 
Or a wanton Verſe be ſpoken 

In a Shepherdeſs's Ear; 
Go your ways, ye are all clear, 


(Thy riſe and ng in Praiſe of Pan, 
The SON G. 


Sing bis Praiſes that doth keep 
Our Flooks from harm, 
Pan rhe Father of our Sheep, 
And ws — Arm 
Tread we in a Round, 
While tbe Aa neigbb'ring Ground 
Fills the Muſick with ber Sound. 


Pan, O great God Pan, to thee 
Thus do we ſing : 
Thes that keep ſt ws Chaſt and Free, 
As the young 4 
Ever be thy Honour rake, 
\ To thr ph place — ve 4 broke, ; 
of ace Day unyoke. 
f . onmes but mg and bee, 
, c ere 


794 The Faithful Shepherdeſs. 
Peri. Stay, gentle Amirer, thou fair brow'd Maid. 
Thy Shephen prays thee ſtay, r thee dear, , 
Equal with his Soul's 1 { 
Amo. 8 3 © gie d | 
Thee free m, Shepherd, and day beuge debe TY | 
The ſame it ever was; as free from ill. 
As he whole Converlaticn never knew 
The Court or City: Be thou ever true. | 
Peri. When I fall off from my Affection, 
. Or mingle my clean Thoughts with foul Deſires, 
Firſt let our great God ceaſe to keep my Flocks, 
- That bein let alone without àa Guard, 
The Wolt, or Winter's Rage, Summer's great Heat, 
And want 'of Water, rots; or what to us 
Of Ill is yet unknown, full ſpeedily, 
And in their general Ruin let me Rel. 
Amo. I pr - aw thee, gentle Shepherd, wiſh not ſo, 
I do believe thee: "Tis as hard for me 
To think thee Falſe, and harder, than for thee 
To hold me foul. Peri. O you are fairer far 
Than the chaſt bluſhing Morn, or that fair Star, 
That guides the wandring Seamen through the Deep, 
Straighter than ſtraighreit Pine upon the ſteep 
g Head of an aged Mountain, and more white 
| Than the new Milk we ſtrip before Day-light 
| From the full fraighted Bags of our fair Flocks : 
Four Hair more beauteous than thoſe. hanging Locks 
Of young Apollo. | 
Amo. Shepherd, be not loſt, + 
You're ſail'd too far already from the Coaſt 
Of our Diſcourſe. ' 
Peri. Did you not tell me once 
I ſhou'd not love alone, I ſhou'd not lofe - a 
\ Tho'e many Paſſions, Vows, and holy Oaths, | 
P've fent ro Heav'n? Did you not give your Hand, 
Even that fair Hand in Hoſtage? Do not then 
Give back again thoſe Sweets to other Men, 
You ycur ſelf vow'd were mine. 
Amo. Shepherd, fo far as Maidens Modeſty - 
ney give aſſurance, I am once more thine, 


Once 
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Once more I give-my Hand; be ever free nd” 
From that great Foe to Faith, foul Jealouſie. 
Peri. I take it as my beſt Good, and defire” 
For ſtronger Confirmation of our Love. 
To meet this happy * in that fair Grove, 
Where all true Shepherds have rewarded ben 
For their long Service: Say ſweet, ſhall it holdzʒ;˖ 
Amo. Dear Friend, you muſt not blame me, if I make 
A doubt of what the filent Night may doo. 
Coupled with this Day's Heat to move your Blood. 
Maids muſt be fearful; ſure you have not been | 
Waſh'd white enough; for yet I ſee a Stain 
Stick in your Liver, go and purge y an RY Ro od V 
Peri. O do not wrong my honeſt imple Trutnn 
My ſelf and my Affections are as pure bod jy; 
As thoſe chaſt Flames that burn before the Shrine 
Of the great Dian: Only my Intern 
To draw you thither, was to plight our Troths, 
With enterchange of mutual chaſte: Imbraces, 
And ceremonious tying of our ſelves : | 
For to that holy Wood is conſecrate 
A virtuous Well, about whoſe flowry Banks | 
The nimble- footed Fairies dance their Rounds, 
By the pale Moon- ſhine, dipping oftentimes 
Their ſtolen Children, fo to make them free 
From dying Fleſh, and dull Mortalityz ' © 1 
By this fair Fount hath many a Shepherd ſworn, 
And giv'n away his Freedom, many a Troth 
Been plight, Whieh neither Envy, nor old Time 
Cou'd ever break, with many a chaſte Kiſs giv'n, 
In hope of coming Happineſs; by this | 
Freſh Fountain many a bluſhing Maid NT N 
Hath crown'd the Head of her long loved Shepherd | 
With gawdy Flow'rs, whilſt he happy ſung 
Lays of his Love, und dear Captivity 
There grow all Herbs fit to cool looſer Flames 
Our ſenſual Parts provoke, chiding our Bloods 
And quenching by their Pow*rthoſe hidden Sparks | 
That el would break out, and provoke our Senſſee 
To apen Fires, ſo virtuous is that Place. ! 5 2 
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Then, gentle Shepherde(, believe and grant, 
In Troth it fits not with that Face to fcant 
Your faithful Shepherd of thoſe chaſte Deſires 


He ever aim'd at, and 


Ano. Thou haſt prevail'd, farewel; chis coming Night 
Shall crown thy chaſt Hopes with long wiſh'd Delight. 
Peri. Our great God Pan reward thee for that * 


Thou haſt 15 'n thy poor Shepherd: Faireſt Bud 


Of Maiden Virtues, when I leave to be 

The true Admirer of thy Chaſtity, 

Let me deſerve the hot polluted Name | 
Of the wild Woodman, or affect ſome Dame 
Whoſe often Proſtitution hath begoet 
More foul Diſcaſes, than ever yet the hot 
Sun bred through his Burnings, while the Dog 
Purſues the raging Lyon, throwing Fog 
And deadly Vapour from his angry Breath, 


Filling the lower World withPlague and Death. Ex. Am 


Enter Amarillis. 
Ama. Shepherd, may I deſire to be believ A 
What. I ſhall bluſhing tell? 
Peri. Fair Maid, you may. 
Ama. Then ſoftly thus, | love thee, 6 
And wou'd be gladder to be lov'd again, 


Than the cold Earth is in his frozen Armes 


To clip the wanton Spring: Nay do not ſtart, 
N ox wonder that I woo thee! Thou that art 
The prime of our young Grooms, even the top 
Of all our luſty Shepherds: z what dull Eye, 
That never was acquainted with defire, 

Hath ſeen thee Wraſtle, Run, or caſt the Stone, 
With nimble Strength and fair Delivery, 

And hath not ſparkled Fire, and ſpeediiß 
Sent ſecret heat to all the neighbouring Veins > 
W ho ever heard thee ſing, that brought again 


That freedom back was lent unto thy Voice! 


Then do not blame me, Shepherd, if I be 


= One to be numbred in this Company, 
= © Since none that ever ſaw thee yet were free. 
| 44a Fair Shepherdeſs, much pur I on lend +. 
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To your Complaints; but ſure 1 ſhall not loves © 
All that is mine, r ſelf and my beft Hopes, 
Are giv'n already: Do not 08 him then 
That cannot 2 again: On other Men 
t Beſtow thoſe Heats more free, that may return 
You Fire for Fire, and in one Flame equal dard. 
Ama. Shall I rewarded be fo flenderly .. © 
For my Affection, moſt unkind of Men? 
If I were old, or had agreed with Art 
To give another Nature to my Cheeks, 
Or were I common Miſtreſs to — Love 4 
Of every Swain, or cou'd I with ſuch caſe | : 
Call back my Love, asmany a Wanton doth, 
Thou migh'ſt refuſe me, Shepherd; but to thee | 
I am only fixt and fer, let it not be 
A ſport, thou gentleShepherd, to abuſe 
The Love of filly Maid. | 
Peri. Fair Soul, ye uſe | 
Theſe words to little end: For know; I may 
Better call back that time was Yefterday, 
Or ſtay the coming Night, than bring my Love 
Home to my ſelf again, or recreant prove. 
I will no longer hold you with delaysz 
This preſent Night I have appointed been 
To meet that chaſt Fair that Fn njoys my Sen 
In yonder Grove, there to make up our Loves. 
Be not deceiv'd no longer, chuſe again, 
The neighbouring Plains have many a comely ”m_ 
Freſher and freer far than I cer was, 
Beſtow that Love on them, and let me pals.” 
Farewel, be happy in a better Choice. 125 
Ama. Cruel, thou ſt ſtruck me deader with thy 
Than if the angry Heav'ns with their quick Flames 
— ſhot me through: I LIT nat Ofc to love, 
cannot, no, I muſt enjoy thee, ; 
Though the great Daagen twixt KA Hopes a nd chat 
Bc infinite: There is a Shepherd dwells © 
Down by the Moor, whoſe Life hath ever ſhown 
More ſullen Diſcontent then Saturn's Brow, WR ol 
N When he ſits frowning on the Births of Men: 3 
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One that doth wear himſelf away in lonenefs,. , 
And never joys, unleſs it be in breaking 
The holy pligbted Troths of mutual Vols: 1 
One that luſts after every ſev ral Beauty, 
But never yet was known to love or like,  _ 
Mere the Face fairer or more full of Truth, __ 
Than Pbæbe in her Fulneſs, or the Loutng 
Of (ſmooth Haus; whole nigh ſtarved Flocks 
Are always ſcabby, and infect all Sheep  __ 
They feed withal z whoſe Lambs are ever laſt, 
And die before their waining, and whoſe Do 
Looks like his. Maſter, lean, and full of Scur? 
Not caring for the Pipe or Whiſtle: This Man may, 
If he be well wroaght, do a Deed of Wonder, 
. Forcing me Paſſage to py long Deſires:  _ 
And here he comes, as fitly to my purpoſe 
As my quick Thoughts cou'd with, for. 
Enter Shepherd. <Q 
Sbop. Freſh Beauty, let me not be thought uncivil, 
Thus to be Partner of your Loneneſs: T was 
My Love, that ever - working Paſſion, drew 
Me to this place, to ſcek ſome Remedy 2 
For my ſick Soul: Be not unkind and fair, 
For ſuch the mighty Cupid in his Doom * 
Hath ſworn to be av eng'd on; then give room 
To my conſuming Fires, that ſo I may ne 
Injoy my long Deſires, and fo allay 
Thoſe ” fm. that elſe would burn my Life away. 
Ama. Shepherd, were I but ſurethy Heart were ſound 
As thy Words ſeem to be, means might be found 
To cure thee of thy long Pains: For to me 
That heavy youth-conſuming Miſery, 
The love- ſick Soul endures, never was pleaſing 3 
I could be well content with the quick caſing 
Of thee and thy hot Fires, might it procure 
Thy Faith and farther Service to be ſure. _ | 
| p. Name but that great Work, Danger, or what can 
Be compaſt by the Wit or, Art of Man, 3 
And, if fail in my Performance, may _ 
I never more 666 fo the riſing Day. _ 1 
Ama. Then thus! try thee, Shepherd; this ſame Night 
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That now comes ſtealing on, a gentle Pair 
Have promis'd equal Love, and do appoint | 
To make yon Wood the place where Hands and Hearts - W 


Are to be ty d for ever: Break their meeting 
And their ſtrong Faith, and I am ever thine. 
Tell me their Names, and if I do not move, 
By my great Pow'r, the center of their Love 
From his fixt being, let me never more 
Warm me by thoſe fair Eyes I thus adore. 
Ama. Come, as we go, I'll thee what they are, 
And give thee fit directions for thy ber A 
Ener Cloe. 
Cloe. How have Iwrong'd the Ti inen or Men , that mos 
After his holy Feaſt, I pals unknoẽmn 
And unſaluted? Tas not wont to be 
Thus frozen with the ounger Company 
Of jolly Shepherds: ITwas not then Feld good, 
For luſty — mix their quicker Blood 
With that dull humour, moſt unfit to be 
The friend of Man, cold and dull Chaſtity. 
Sure | am held not fair, or am too old, 
Or elſe not free enough, or from my Fold 
Drive not a Flock ſufficient great to gain 
The greedy Eyes of Weale)-alluring Swain: 
Vet if I wa betieve what others ſay, 
My Face has Soil enough, nor can they lay 
0 too ſtrict a Coyneſs to my charge; 
lacks are many, Ar the Downs as large 10 
They feed upon; then let it ever be © 
Their Coldneſs, not my Virgin en, 
Makes me complain. 
Enter Thenot. 
The. Was ever Man but! | 
Thus truly taken with Uncertainty? | 
Where ſhall that Man be found that loves a Mind 
Made up in Conſtancy, and dares not fid 
His Love rewarded? Here, let all Men know, n 
A Wretch that lives to love his Miſtreſs ſo. 
Cle. Shepherd, I pray thee ſtays where haſt thou — 


Or whither goeſt thou?” Here be Woods as 3 


— 
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Then know, ſhe's call'd the Virgi 
She that hath 
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As any, Air likewiſe as freſh and ſweets 


As where ſmooth Zepbirus plays on the fleet 
Face of the curled Streams, with Flow'rs as many 


As the young Spring gives, and as choice as any; + 
Here be all new Delights, cool Streams and Wells, 


Arbours o'er-grown with W oodbinds, Caves, and Dell, 
Chuſe where thou wilt, whilſt 1 fit by and fing, 

Or gather Ruſhes, to make many a Ring 
For thy long Fingers; tell thee Tales of Love, 
How the pale Phabs hunting in a Grove, 
Firſt ſaw the Boy Endimion, from whoſe Eyes 
She took eternal Fire that never dies z 
How ſhe convey'd him ſoftly in a Sleep, 

His Temples bound with Poppy, to the ſteep / 
Head of old Latmus, where the ſtoops each Night, 
Gilding the Mountain with her Brother's Light, 
To kifs her ſweeteſt. The. Far from me are theſc 
Hot flaſhes, bred from wanton Heat and Eaſe; 

I have forgot what Love and loving meant: 
Rimes, Songs, and merry Rounds, that oft are ſent 
To the ſoft Ear of Maids, are ſtrange to me ; 

Only I live t' admire a Chaſtity, . 7 

That neither pleaſing Age, ſmooth 2 or Gold, 
Cou'd ever break upon, fo ſure the 

Is that her Mind was caſt in; tis to her 

I only am reſferv'd; ſhe is my Form I ſtir 

By, breath and move, tis ſhe and only ſhe 


Can make me Happy, or give Miſery. 


oe. Good Shepherd, may a Stranger crave to know 

To whom this dear obſervance you do owe? | 

The. You may, and by her Virtue learn to ſquare 
And level out your Life; for to be Fair 
And nothing virtuous, only fits the Eye 
Of gaudy Youth, and ſwelling Vanity. 

of the Grove, 

ſince bury'd her chaſt Love, 
And now lives by his Grave, for whoſe dear Soul 
She hath vow'd her ſelf into the holy Roll 


Ok ſtrict Virginity z tis her I ſo admire, 


Not any looſer Blood or new Deſire. 
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Cloe. Farewel poor Swain, thou art not for my bend, 
| muſt have quicker Souls, whoſe words may tend 
To ſome free Action: Give me him dare love 
At firſt Encounter, and as ſoon dare prove. 

4,6 ON 

Come Shepherds, come, © 
Come away without delay, | Slofs 193 
Whilſt the gentle time doth ſlay, g. 

Green Woods are dumb, 1 
And will never tell to any, . 
Thoſe dear Kiſſes, and thoſe many 
Sweet Embraces that are givn, 


Not falſe, this is that modeſt Shepherd, he 
That only dare ſalute, but ne'er con'd be 
Brought to kiſs any, hold Diſcourſe, or Sing, 
Whiſper, or boldly ask that wiſhed thing 
We all are born forz one that makes loving Faces, 
And cou'd be well content to covet Graces, / + 
Were they not got by Boldneſs; in this thing 
My Hopes are frozen; and but Fate doth bring 
Him hither, I wou'd ſooner chuſe vor! 
A Man made out of Snow, and freer uſe ; 
An Eunuch to my Ends: But ſince he's here, 
Thus I attemapt.-him- - Thou of Men moſt dear, 
Welcome to her, that only for thy ſagkke 
Hath been content to live; Here boldly take 
— Hand in Pledge, this N that never yer 
Was giv'n away to any; And but ſit 

* | Y | Down 
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Down on this ruſhy Bank, whilſt I go pull 


Freſh Bloſſoms from the Boughs, or quickly cull 
The choiceſt Delicates from yonder Mead, 
To make thee Chains or Chaplets, or to ſpread 
Under our fainting Bodies, when delight 

Shall lock up all our Senſes. How the fight 


Of thoſe ſmooth riſing Checks renew the Story 


Of young Adonis, when in Pride and Glory 
He # infolded 'twixt the beating Arms 
Of willing Venus: Methinks ſtronger Charme 
Dwell in thoſe ſpeaking Eyes, and on that Brow 
More ſweetneſs than the Painters can allow 
To their beſt Pieces: Not Narciſſus, he 
That wept himſelf away, in memory 
Of his own Beauty, nor Silvamus Boy, 
Nor the twice raviſn'd Maid, for whom old Troy 
Fell by the Hand of Pyrrbus, may to thee 
Be otherwiſe compar'd, than ſome dead Tree 
To a young fruitful Olive. Daph. I can love, 
But I am loth to ſay ſo, leaſt I prove | 
Too ſoon unhappy. 

Cloe. Happy thou wou'dſt ſay. | 
My deareſt Daphnis, bluſh not, if the Day 
To thee and thy ſoft Heats be Enemy, 
Then take the coming Night; fair Youth, tis free 
To all the World, Shepherd I'll meet thee then 
When darkneſs hath ſhut up the Eyes of Men, 
In yonder Grove: Speak, ſhall our meeting hold? 
Indeed ye are too baſhful, be more bold, 
And tell me Ay. Dafh. I'm content to ſay ſo, 
And wou'd be glad to meet, might I but pray ſo 
Much from your fairneſs, that you wou'd be true. 
Que. Shepherd, thou haſt thy wiſh. 

Daph. Freſh Maid, adieu : 
Yet one word more, ſince you have drawn me on 
To come this Night, fear not to meet alone 
That Man that will not offer to be ill, 


| * Far bright ſelf would ask it, for his fill 


Of this World's goodneſs: Do not fear him then, 
But keep your pointed time; let other Men 


Get 
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Set up their Bloods to ſale, mine ſhall be ever, 
Fair as the Soul it carries, and unchaſt never. [ Exit. 
Cloe. Vet am I poorer than I was before. | 

Is it not ſtrange, among ſo many a ſcore 

Of luſty Bloods, I ſhould pick out theſe things 
Whoſe Veins like a dull River far from Springs, 

Is {till the ſame, flow, heavy, and unfit 

For Stream or Motion, though the ſtrong Winds hit 
With their continual Pow'r upon his Sides? | 
O happy be your Names that have been Brides, 

And taſted thoſe rare {ſweets for which I pine: 

And far more heavy be thy Grief and Time, 

Thou lazy Swain, that may'ſt relieve my Needs, 

Than his, upon whoſe Liver always feeds | 

A hungry Vulture. 


Enter Alexis. 

Alex. Can ſuch Beauty be PE <M 
Safe in his own guard, and not draw the Eye | 
Of him that paſſeth on, to greedy gaze, 

Or covetous defire, whilſt in a maze 
The better Part contemplates, giving Rein 
And wiſhed Freedom to the labouring Vein? 
Faireſt and whiteſt, may I crave to know: 
The cauſe of your Retirement, why ye go | 
Thus all alone? Methinks the Downs are ſweeter, 
And the young company of Swains far meeter, 
Than thoſe forſaken and untroden places. 
Give not your ſelf to loneneſs, and thoſe Graces 
Hid from the Eyes of Men, that were intended 
To live amongſt us Swains. | 
Cloe. Thou art befriended, 
Shepherd, in all my Life I have not ſeen 
A Man in whom grearer contents have been, 
Than thou thy ſelf art: I cou'd tell thee more, 
Were there but any hope left to reſtore 
My freedom loſt. O lend me all thy red, n 
Thou ſhamefac'd Morning, when from Tirhon's Bed®* 
hou riſeſt ever Maiden. Alex. If for me, , 
Thou ſweeteſt of all ſweets, theſe Flaſhes be, 22 
Vor, II. Y 2 Speak 


See the heavy Clouds low falling, 
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Speak and be ſatisfied. O guide her Tongue, 
| My better Angel; force my Name among | 
Her modeſt 1hou hts, that rhe firſt word may be 
Coe. Alexis, when the Sun ſhall kiſs the Sea, 
Taking his Reſt by the white Theris ſide, 
Meet in the holy Wood, where Til abide _ © 
Thy coming, Shepherd. Alex. If I ſtay behind, 
An everlaſting Dulneſs, and the Wind. 
That as he paſſeth by ſhuts up the Stream 
Of Rhine or Volga, while the Sun's hot Beam 
Beats back again, ſeize me, and let me turn 
To coldneſs more than Ice: Oh how I burn 
And riſe in Youth and Fire! I dare not ſtay. 
Que. My Name ſhall be your Word. 
Alex. Fly, fly, thou Day. woe  [ Exit, 
Clos. My Grief is great if both theſe Boys ſhou'd tail: 
He that will uſe all Winds muft ſhift his Sail. [ Exit. 
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Enter an old Shepherd witly a Bell ringing, and the Prief 
e Pan following. | 
Prieſt. Chee all, and Maidens fair, 

f Fold your Flocks up, for the Air 
Gins to thicken, and the Sun | 
Already his great courſe hath run. 

See the Dew-drops how they kiſs 
Ev'ry little Flower that is: 

Hang ng on their Velvet Heads, 
Like a Rope of Chriſtal Beads. 


And bright Heſperus down calling 
The dead Night from under Ground, 
Ar whole riſing Miſts unſound, 
Damps, and Vapours fly apace, 
| Hap ring o'er the wanton Face 

OT theſe Paſtures, where they come, 
Striking dead both Bud and Bloom 
Therefore, from ſuch Danger, lock 
Ev'ry one his loved Flock, 
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And let your Dogs lye looſe withour, +, + + 
Leſt the Wolf come as a {court © . 
From the Mountain, and, c'er day, 
Bear a Lamb or Kid away; | 
Or the crafty thieviſh-Fox, 
Break upon your ſimple Flocks: 
To ſecure your ſelves from theſe, 
Be not too ſecure in eaſe; 
Let one Eye his watches keep, 
While the other Eye doth fleep; ba 
So you ſhall good Shepherds prove, <4 
And for ever hold the love | 
Of our great God. Sweeteſt Slumbers 
And ſoft Silence fall in numbers 
On your Eye-lids : So farewel ; 


Thus I end my Ev'nings knell. Eren. 
Enter Clorin the Shepherdeſs, ſorting of Herbs, and 
telling the natures of them. 8 


Clo. Now let me know what my beſt Art hath done, 
Helpt by the great Pow'r of the virtuous Moon 
In her 10 Light; O you Sons of Earth, 
You only Brood, unto whoſe happy Birth 
Virtue was giv'n, holding more a, Nature 
Than Man her firſt Born and moſt perfect Creature, 
Let me adore you; you that only fan 
Help or kill Nature, drawing out that {pan , _ 
Of Life and Breath ev'n to the end of time; 
You that theſe Hands did crop, long before prime 
Of Day; give me your Names, and next your hidden 
This is the Cloze bearing a yellow Flow?r, (Pow'r. 
And this black Horehound;, both are very good 
For Sheep or Shepherd, bitten by a Wood- | 
Dog's venom'd Tooth; theſe Ramuns Branches are, 
Which, ſtuck in Entries, or about the ar 
That holds the Door faſt, kill all Inchantments, Charms, 
Were they AMedeais Verſes that do harms 


To Men or Cattle; theſe forFrenzy be | * . 
A ſpeedy and a ſov reign Remedy, 2 
The bitter W Sage, and Marigold, N. 


Such ſimpathy with Man's good they do hold ; 
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This Tormentil, whoſe Virtue is to part 

All deadly killing Poyſon from the Heart; 

And here Narciffus Root, for Swellings beſt: 

Yellow Lecimacus, to give ſweet Reſt 

To the faint e killing where it comes 

All buſie Gnats, and every Fly that hums: 

For e Darnell, and Sellondine, 

With Calamint, whoſe Virtues do refine 

The Blood of Man, making it free and fair 

As the firſt hour it breath'd, or the beſt Air. 

Here other two, but your rebellious uſe 

Is not for me, whoſe Goodneſs is abuſe ; 

Therefore foul Standergraſs, from me and mine 

I baniſh thee, with luſtful Turpentine, 

You that intice the Veins and ſtir the heat 

To civil Mutiny, ſcalding the ſeat 

Our Reaſon moves in, and deluding it 

With Dreams and wanton Fancies, till the fit 

Of burning Luſt be quencht; by Appetite, 

Robbing the Soul of Bleſſedneſs and Light. 

And thou light Varvin too, thou mult go after, 

Provoking eafie Souls to Mirth and Laughter, 

No more ſhall I dip thee in Water now, 

And ſprinkle every Poſt, and every Bough 

With thy well-pleaſing Juice, to make the Grooms 

Swell with high Mirth, as with Joy all the Rooms. 
Enter Thenot. | 

The. This is the Cabin where the beſt of all 

Her Sex that ever breath'd, or ever ſhall | 

Give Heat or Happineſs to the Shepherd's fide, 


Doth only to her worthy {elf abide. 


Thou bleſſed Star, I thank thee for thy Light, | 
Thou by whoſe Pow'r the darkneſs of ſad Night 
Is baniſh'd from the Earth, in whoſe dull place 
Thy chaſter Beams play on the heavy Face 
Ofall the World, making the blue Sea ſmile, 


To ſee how cunningly thou doſt beguile 
"Thy Brother of his brightneſs, giving Day 
© Again from Chaos, whiter than that way 
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That leads to Fove's high Court, and chaſter far 
Than Chaſtity it ſelf, yon bleſſed Star 
That nightly ſhines: Thou, all the Conſtancy 
That in all Women was, or er ſhall be, 
From whole fair Eye- balls flies that holy Fire, 
That Poets ſtile the Mother of deſire, | 
Infuſing into every gentle Breaſt 
A Soul of greater Price, and far more bleſt 
Then that quick pow'r, which guves a difference, 
'Twixt Man and Creatures of a lower Senſe. 
Clo. Shepherd, how cam'ſt thou hither to this place? 
No way is trodden, all the verdant Graſs 
The Spring ſhot up, ſtands yet unbruiſed here 
Of any Foot, only the dapled Deer 
Far from the feared ſound of crooked Horn 
Dwells in this Faſtneſs. The. Chaſter than the Mo 
I have not wandred, or by ſtrong Illuſion 
Into this virtuous Place have made intruſion : 
Bur hither am I come, believe me fair, 
To ſeek you out, of whoſe great good the Air 
Is full, and ſtrongly labours, while the ſound / 
Breaks againſt Heav'n, and drives into a ſtound 
Th' amazed Shepherd, that ſuch Virtue can 
Be refident in leſſer than a Man. 
Clo. If any Art I have, or hidden Skill 
May cure thee of Diſeaſe or feſtred Ill, 
Whole grief or greenneſs to another's eye 
May ſeem unpoſſible of Remedy, 
dare yet undertake it. The. Tis no pain 
I \uffer through Diſeaſe, no beating Vein 
Conveys Infection dangerous to the Heart, 
No Part impoſthum'd to be cur'd by Art, 
This Body holds; and yet a feller Grief 
Than eyer skilful hand did give relief, 
Dwells on my Soul, and may be heal'd by you, 
Fair beauteous Virgin. þ 
Clo, Then Shepherd, let me ſue 4 
To know thy Grief; that Man yet never knew 
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The way to Health, that durſt not ſhew his Sore. 


The. Then faireſt, know, 1 love you. © 
Clo,” Swain, no more, Y 4 Thou 
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Thou haſt abus'd the ſtrictneſs of this place, 
And offer d facrilegious foul Diſgrace _ © 
To the ſweet reſt of theſe interred Bones 

For fear of whoſe aſcending, fly at once, 

Thou and thy idle Paſſions, that the fight 

Of Death and ſpeedy Vengeance may not fright 
Thy very Soul with horror. The. Let me not 
(Thou al Perfection) merit ſuch a blot 


For my true zealous Faith. Clo. Dar'ſt thou abide 


To ſec this holy Earth at once divide 

And give her Body up? For ſure it will, 

If thou purſu'ſt with wanton Flames to fill 

This hallow'd place; therefore repent and go, 

Whilſt I with Praiſe appeaſe his Ghoſt below, 

That elſe would tell thee what it were to be 

A Rival in that virtuous Love that he | 

Embraces yet. The. Tis not the white or red 

Inhabits in your Cheek that thus can wed 

My Mind to Adoration; nor your Eye, 

Though it be full and fair, your Forehead high, 

And ſmooth as Pelop's Shoulder; not the Smile 

Lies watching in thoſe dimples to beguile 

The eaſie Soul, your Hands and Fingers long 

With Veins inamel'd richly, nor your Tongue, 

Though it ſpoke ſweeter than Arion's Harp, 

Your Hair wove into many a curious warp, 

Able in endleſs error to infold We: 

The wandring Soul, nor the true perfe& Mould 

Of all your Body, which as pure doth ſhow 

In Maiden whiteneſs/as the Alp/ien Snow. 

All theſe, were but your Conſtancy away, 

Wou'd pleaſe me leſs, than a black ſtormy day 

The wretched Scaman toiling through the Deep. 

But while this honour'd ſtrictneſs you dare keep, 

Though all:the Plagues that are begotten were 

In the great Womb of Air, were ſettled here, 
In oppoſition, I wou'd, like the Tree, 

Shake off thoſe drops of weakneſs, and be free 
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Me raile again, fond Man, from ſilent Grave, 


Even in the Arm of Danger. Clo, Wouldſt thou have 
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Thoſe ſparks that long ago were buried here, 
With my dead Friend's cold Aſhes? The. Deareſt dear, 
dare not ask it, nor you mult not grant; 5 
Stand ſtrongly to your Vow, and do not faint: 
Remember how he lov'd ye, and be ſtill 
The ſame Opinion ſpeaks ye; let not Will, 
And that great God of Women, Appetite, 
Set up your Blood again; do not invite 
Deſire and Fancy from their long Exile, 
To ſet them once more in a pleaſing Smile :- 
Be like a Rock made firmly up gainſt all 
The Pow'r of angry Heay'n, or the ſtrong fall 
Of Neprune's Battery if ye yield, I die 
To all Affection; tis that Loyalty 
Ye tie unto this Grave I fo admire; 
And yet there's ſomething elſe I wou'd defire, 
If you wou'd hear me, but withal deny. 
O Pan, what an uncertain Deſtiny 
Hangs over all my hopes! I will retire, 
For it I longer ſtay, this double fire 
Will lick my Life up. dio. Do, let time wear out 
What Art and Nature cannot bring about. 
The. Farewel thou Soul of Virtue, and be bleſt 
For ever, while that here I wretched reſt. 
Thus to my ſelf; yet grant me leave-to:dwell 
In kenning of this Arbour; yon ſame Dell 
O'ertopt with mourning Cypreſs and ſad Ewe 
Shall be my Cabin, where Plbearly rue, | 
Before the Sun hath-kifs'd this Dew away, 
The hard uncertain Chance which Fate doth lay 
Upon this Head. ch. The Gods give quick releaſe 
And happy cure unto thy hard Diſeaſe. [Exeunt, 
EButer Sullen Shepherd. | 4 
Sul. T do not love this Wench that I ſhou'd meet, 
For ne'er did my unconſtant Eye yet greet ; 
That Beauty, were it ſweeter or more fair, | 
Than the new Bloſſoms, when the Morning Air 
Blows gently on them, or the breaking Light, 
3 When many Maiden Bluſhes to our fight 
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Shoot from his early Face: Were all theſe ſet 
In ſome neat form before me, twould not get 
The leaſt Love from me; ſome deſire it might, 
Or preſent burning: All to me in ſight | 
Are equal, be a fair, or black, or brown, 
Virgin, or careleſs Wanton, I can crown 
My Appetite with any; ſwear as oft, 
And weep, as any, melt my words as ſoft 
Into a Maiden's Ears, and tell how long 
My Heart has been her Servant, and how ſtrong 
My Paſſions are: Call her unkind and cruel, 
Offer her all I have to gain the Jewel 
Maidens ſo highly prize: Then loath, and fly: 
This do I hold a bleſſed Deſtiny. 3. 
Enter Amarillis. 0 (thee, 
Amar. Hail Shepherd, Pan bleſs both thy Flock and 
For being mindful of thy word to me. 
Sull. Welcome, fair Shepherdeſs thy loving Swain 
Gives thee the ſelf ſame wiſhes back again, 
Who till this preſent hour ne'er knew that Eye, 
Cou'd make me croſs mine Arms, or daily dye 
With freſh conſumings: Boldly tell me then, 
How ſhall we part their faithful Loves, and when? 
Shall I bely him to her, ſhall I ſwear 
His Faith is falſe, and he loves ev'ry where? 
I'll fay he mock'd her th' other Day to you, 
Which will by your confirming ſhew as true, 
For he is off fo pure an honeſty, 
To think, becauſe he will not, none will lyc: 
Or elſe to him I'll flander Amorer, 2 
And ſay, ſhe but ſeems Chaſt; Pll ſwear ſhe met 
Me mongſt the ſhady Sycamores laſt Night, 
And looſely offer'd up her flame and ſpright 
. Into my Boſom, made a wanton Bed 
Of Leaves and many Flow'rs, where ſhe ſpread 
Her willing Body to be preſs'd by me; 
There have I carv'd her Name on many a Tree, 
Together with mine own; to make this ſhow 
More full of ſeeming, Hoebinell you know, 
Son to the aged Shepherd of the Glen, 
Him I have ſorted out of many Men, 
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To ſay he found us at our private ſport, 
And rouz'd us fore our time by his reſort: 
This to confirm, I've promis'd to the Boy 
Many a pretty knack, and many a Toy, 
As Ginns to catch him Birds, with Bow and Bolt, 
To ſhoot at nimble Squirrels in the Holt; 
A pair of painted Buskins, and a Lamb, 
Soft as his own Locks, or the Down of Swan; 
This I have done to win ye, which doth give 
Me double Pleaſure. Diſcord makes me live. (prevail 
Amar. Lov'd Swain, I thank ye, theſe Tricks might 
With other ruſtick Shepherds, but will fail 
Ev'n once to ſtir, much more to overthrow 
His fixed Love from Judgment, who doth know . 
Your Nature, my End, and his Choſen's Merit; 
Therefore ſome ſtronger way muſt force his Spirit, 
Which I have found: Give ſecond, and my Com 
ls everlaſting thine. Sull. Try me and prove. 
Amar. Theſe happy pair of Lovers meet ſtraight way, 
Soon as they fold their Flocks up with the Day, 
In the thick Grove bordering upon yon Hill, 
In whoſe hard fide Nature hath carv'd a, Well, 
And, but that matchleſs Spring which Poets know, 
Was nc'er the like to this : By it doth grow 
About the ſides, all Herbs which Witches ule, 
All Simples good for Medicines or Abuſe, 
All ſweets that crown the happy Nuptial Day, 
With all their Colours, there the Month of May 
Is ever dwelling, all is young and green, - 
There's not a Graſs on which was ever ſeen 
The falling Autumn, or cold Winter's Hand; 
So full of Heat and Virtue is the Land 
About this Fountain, which doth ſlowly break 
Below yon Mountain's foot, into a Creek 
That waters all the Valley, giving Fiſh 
Of many ſorts, to fill the Shepherd's Diſh. 


This holy Well, my Grandame that is dead, 

Right wiſe in Charms, hath often to me ſaid, 
Hath pow'r to change the Form of any Creature, 

Being thrice dipt o'er the Head, into what Feature, 
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Or Shape 'twou'd pleaſe the Letter down to crave, 
Who muſt pronounce this Charm too, which ſhe gave 
Me on her Death-bed; told me what, and how, 
1 ſhou'd apply unto the Patient's Brow, ., 
That wow'd be chang'd, caſting them thrice aſleep, 
Before I truſted them into this ens, ; 
All this ſhe ſhew'd me, and did charge me prove 
This ſecret of her Art, if croſt in Love. 
Ill rhis attempt; now Shepherd, I have here 
All her Preſcriptions, and I will not fear 
To be my felf dipt: Come, my Temples bind 
With theſe ſad Herbs, and when I ſleep you find, 
As you do ſpeak your Charm, thrice down me let, 
And bid the Water raiſe me Amoret 
W hich being done, leave me to my affair 
And e' er the Day ſhall quite it ſelf outwear, 
In will return unto my Shepherd's Arm, - 
Dip me again, and then repeat this Charm, 
And pluck me up my ſelf, whom freely take, 
And the hot'ſt Fire of thine Affection flake. 

Sull. And if I fit thee not, then fit not me. 
I long the truth of this Well's Pow'r to fee. | Exeum 
| Enter Dapbnis. | 

Dapb. Here will I ſtay, for this the Covert is 
Where I appointed Cloe; do not miſs, - | 
Thou bright-ey'd Virgin, come, O come my fair, 
Be not abus'd with Fear, nor let cold Care ' 
Of honour ſtay thee from the Shepherd's Arm, 
Who would as hard be won to offer harm 
To thy chaſt Thoughts, as whitneſs from the Day, 
Or yon great Round to move another way. 
My Language ſhall be honeſt, full of Truth, | 
My Flames as ſmooth and ſpotleſs as my Youth : 
I will not entertain that wandring Thought, | 
Whoſe eaſie current may at length be brought 
To a looſe vaſtneſs. Alexis within. Cloe! 
Dapb. Tis her Voice, dy | 
And I muſt anſwer, doe Oh the choice 
Of dear Embraces, chaſt and holy Strains 


Our Hands ſhall give! I charge you all m Veins 
* all gi charge you all my Tra 
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Through which the Blood and Spirit take their way, 
Lock up your difobedient Heats, and ſhy ''Þ 
Thoſe mutinous Deſires that elſe would grow 
To ſtrong Rebellion: Do not wilder ſhow 1 If 
Than bluſhin Modeſty may entertain: 


Depb. There ſounds that bleſſed Naine „ | 
And | | | 


That I may credit this for truth, and ſtill 

Believe mine Eyes? or ſhall I firmly hold 

Her yet untainted, and theſe Sights bur bold | 
Illuſion? Sure ſuch Fancies oft have been a 
Sent to abuſe true Love, and yet are ſeen, 140 
Daring to blind the virtuous Thought with errour. 

But be they far from me with their fond terrour : 

I am reſolv*d my Cloe yet is true. Cloe within. 
Cloe, hark, Clos: Sure this Voice is new, ot 
Whoſe ſhrilneſs like the ſounding of a Bell, 

Tells me it is a Woman: Cloe, tell 
Thy bleſſed Name again, Cloe within. Here. 
Oh whar a grief is this to be ſo ne er, 

And not incounter ? 
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Alexis within. Cloe i * 7 | 
will meet it: Let me not miſtake, | | 


This is ſome Shepherd! ſure I am awake; bids | | 
What may this riddle mean? I will retire, F 1 
To give my ſelf more Knowledge. Alex. Oh my Fire, 
How thou conſum'ſt me? Cloe, anſwer me, 
Alexis, ſtrong, Alexis, high and free, 

Calls upon Cloe. See mine Arms are full. 

Of Entertainment, ready for to pull 

That golden Fruit which too too long hath hung 
Tempting the greedy Eye: Thou ſtay'ſt too long, 

I am impatient of theſe mad Delays 1G 
I muſt not leave unſought theſe winy ways 

That lead into this Center, till 1 find 

Quench for my burning Luft. I come, unkind. Exit Alex. 


Daph. Can my Imagination work me ſo much ill, 
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Bier Cloe. 
Cloe. Shepherd, we are meer. 
Draw cloſe into the Covert, leſt the Wet 24 
e | Which 
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W hich falls like lazy Miſts upon the Ground 

Soke through your ſtartups. Daph. Faireſt, are you found? 

How have we wandred, that the better part 

Of this good Night is periſht? oh my Heart! 

How have I long'd to meet ye, how to kiſs. 

Thoſe lilly Hands, how to receive the bliſs _ 

That charming Tongue gives to the happy Ear 
Of him that drinks your Language! but I fear 

I am too much unmanner'd, far too rude, 

And almoſt grown laſcivious, to intrade _ 

Theſe hot behaviours; where regard of Fame, 

Honour and Modeſty, a virtuous Name, 

And ſuch Diſcourſe as one fair Siſter may 

Without offence unto the Brother ſay, _ 

Shou'd rather have been tendred : But believe, 

Here dwells a better Temper ; do not grieve 

Then, ever kindeſt, that my firſt Salute 

Seaſons ſo much of Fancy, I am mute 

Henceforth to all diſcourſes, but ſhall be 

Suring to your ſweet Thoughts and Modeſty. 

Indeed I will not ask a Kiſs of you, 

No not to wring your Fingers, nor to ſue 

To thoſe bleſt pair of fixed Stars for Smiles, 

All a young Lover's cunning, all his wiles, 

And pretty wanton dyings, ſhall to me 

Be Strangers ; only to your Chaſti 

I am devoted ever. Ge. Honeſt Swain, 

Firſt let me thank you, then return again 

As much of my Love: No thou art too cold, 

Unhappy Boy, not tempred to my mold, 

Thy Blood falls heavy downward, tis not fear 

To offend in boldneſs wins; they never wear 

Deſerv'd favours. that deny to take, | 

When they are offer d freely: Do I wake 

To ſee a Man of his Youth, Years and Feature, 

And ſuch a one as we call goodly Creature, 

Thus backward? Whata World of precious Art 

Were meerly loſt, to make him do his part? 

But I will ſhake him off, that dares not hold; 


Let Men that hope to be beloy'd be bold. . 
4 | Ag Daphnty 
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Daphnis, I do deſire, fince we are met 

So happily, our Lives and Fortunes ſer 

Upon one ſtake, to give aſſurance now, 

By interchange of Hands and holy Vow, 

Never to break again: Walk thou that way, 

Whilſt I in zealous Meditation ſtraß 

A little this way; when we both have ended 

Theſe rights and duties, by the Woods befriended, 

And ſecreſie of Night, retire and find 

An aged Oak, whoſe hollowneſs may bind 

Us both within his Body, thither go, 

It ſtands within yon Bottom. Ig 2.57 
Daph. Be it ſo. [ Exit Daphne. 
Clos. And I will meet there never more with thee, _ 

Thou Idle Shamfac'dneſs. Alex. within. Clos! Cloe. Tis he 

That dare, I hope, be-bolder. Alex. Cloe! Cloe. Now, 

Great Pan for Syrinxfake bid ſpeed our Plow. ¶ Exit Cloe. 
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Enter Sullen Shepherd, with Amarillis in a Sleep. 


Hill. LROM thy Forehead thus I take 
Theſe Herbs, and charge thee not awake 

Till in yonder holy Well, 

Thrice with pow'rful Magick Spell, 

Fill'd with many a baleful word, 

Thou haſt been dipt; thus with my Cord 

Of blaſted Hemp, by Moon-light twin'd, 

| do thy ſleepy Body bind, 

| turn thy Head into the Eaſt, - 

And thy Feet into the Weſt, | 

Thy left Arm to the South put forth, 

And thy right unto the North: 

I take thy Body from the Ground, 

In this deep and deadly Swound, 

And into this holy Spring 

I let thee flide down by my String. 

Take this Maid thou holy Pir, 

To thy bottom, nearer yet, 

In thy Water pure and ſweet, 3 

By thy leave I dip her Feet; | Thus 
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Thus I let her lower yet, Fr, a 
That her Ankles may be wet; 
Yet down lower, let her; Knee 
In thy Waters waſhed bm 1 


There ſtop : Fly away x 
Every thing that loves the Day. 
Truth that hath but one Face, 
Thus I charm thee from this Place. 
| Snakes that caſt your Coats for new, 
Camelions that alter hue, 
Hares that yearly Sexes change, 
Proteus altring oft and ſtrange, 
Hecate with Shapes three, 
Let this Mayden changed be, 
With this holy Water wet, 
To the Shape of Amoret : 
bia work thou with my Charm, 
Thus I draw thee free from harm 
Up out of this bleſſed Lake, | 
Riſe both like her and awake. She awakes, 
Amar. Speak Shepherd, am I Amoret to fight ? 
Or haſt thou miſt in any Magick Rite; ou 
For want of which any Defect in me, 


May make our practices diſcoyer'd be? 2 

Sull. By yonder Moon, but that I here do ſtand, H 
W hoſe Breath hath thus transform'd thee, and whoſe . 
Let thee down dry, and pluckt thee up thus wet, (Hand | 
I ſhou'd my ſelf take thee for Amoret; | T 
Thou art in Cloaths, in Feature, Voice and Hue k; 
So like, that Senſe cannot diſtinguiſh you. 7 

Amar. Then this Deceit, which cannot croſſed be, I 
At once ſhall loſe her him, and gain thee gG e. T 
Hither ſhe needs muſt come by Promiſe made, IF 
And ſure his Nature never was ſo bad, | 
To bid a Virgin meet him in the Wood, W 
When Night and Fear are up, hut underſtood W 
"T'was his part to come firſt : Being come, I ll ſay, v 
My conſtant Love made me come firlt and ſtay: Of 
Then will I lead him further to the Grove, | Ha 


But ſtay you here, and if his own true Love MI 41 
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Shall ſeek him here, ſet her in ſome wrong Path, 
Which ſay her Lover lately trodden hath 
In not be far from hence, if need there be, 
Here is another Charm, whoſe Pow'r will free 
The dazl'd Senſe, read by the Moon's beams clear, 
And in my own true Shape make me appear. 
Enter Perigot. 
all. Stand cloſe, here's Perigot, whoſe conſtant Heart 
Longs to behold her in whoſe Shape thou art. 
Per. This is the place, fair Amoret, the hour 
Is yet ſcarce come. Here every Sylvan Pow'r 
Delights to be about yon ſacred Well, 
Which they have bleſt with many a pow'rful Spell; 
For never Traveller in dead of Night, 
Nor ſtrayed Beaſts have faln in, but when ſight 
Hath fail'd them, then their right way they have found 
By help of them, ſo holy is the Ground: 
But I will farther ſeek, leſt Amoret 
Should be firſt come, and ſo ſtray long unmet. 


My Amoret, Amoret. [ Exit. 
; Amar. Perigot, Per. My Love. | 
Amar. I come, my Love. [ Exit. 


all. Now ſhe hath got 
Her own Deſires, and I ſhall Gainer be 
Of my long lookt for hopes as well as ſhe. 
How bright the Moon ſhines here, as if ſhe ſtrove 
f To ſhow her Glory in this little Grove, 
Enter Amoret. 
To ſome new loy'd Shepherd. Yonder is 
Another Amoret. Where differs this 
From that? but that ſhe Perigot hath met, 
I ſhould have ta'en this for the counterfeit: 
Herbs, Woods, and Springs, the pow'r thatinyoulies, 
if mortal Men cou'd know your properties 
Amo, Methinks it is not Night, I have no fear, 
Walking this Wood, of Lion, or the Bear, 
Whoſe Names at other times have made me quake, 
When any Shepherdeſs in her Tale ſpake 
Of ſome of them, that underneath a Wogd 
Have torn true Lovers that together ſtoocd 
1 Vor. II, 5 4 | Me- 
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Methinks there are no Goblins, and Mens talk, 

That in theſe Woods the nimble Fairies walk, 

Arc Fables; ſuch a ſtrong Heart I have got, 

Becauſe I come to meet with Perigot. 

My Perigot, who's that, my Perigot ? 

Sull. Fair Maid. Amo. Ay me, thou art not Perig. 
Sull. But I can tell ye news of Perigot - 

An hour together under yonder Tree 

He fate with wreathed Arms and call'd on thee, 

And faid, Why Amoret ſtay'ſt thou ſo long? 

Then ſtarting up, dawn yonder Path he flung, 

Leſt thou hadſt miſt thy way: Were it Day-light, 

He cou'd not yet have born him out of ſight. 
Amo. Thanks gentle Shepherd, and beſhrew my ſtay, 

That made me fearful I had loſt my way: 

As faſt as my weak Legs (that cannot be 

Weary with ſeeking him) will carry me, 

T'll ſeek him out; and for thy Courteſie 

Pray Pan thy Love may ever follow thee. Exit. 
dull. How bright ſhe was, how lovely did ſhe ſhow! 

Was it not pity to deceive her ſo? 

She pluckt her Garments up, and tript away, 

And with a Virgin-innocence did pray 
For me that perjur'd her. Wilt ſhe was here, 
Methought the Beams of Light that did appear 
Were ſhot from her; methought the Moon gave none, 

But what it had from her: She was alone 
With me, if then her Preſence did ſo move, 
Why did not I aſſay to win her Love? 

She wou'd not ſure have yielded unto me; 

Women love only Opportunity 

And not the Man; or if ſhe had deny'd, 

Alone, I might have forc'd her to have try'd 

Who had been ſtronger : O vain Fool, to let 

Such bleſt Occaſion paſs; III follow yet, 

My Blood is up, I cannot now forbear. 
Enter Alexis, and Cloe. 

I come ſweet Amoret. Soft who is here? 

A pair of Loyers ? He ſhall yield her me : 

Now Luft is up, alikejall Women be. 


Now 
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Alex. Where ſhall we reſt? but for the Love of me, 
che, I know, e' er this wou'd weary be. 

Cloe. Alexis, let us reſt here, if the Place 
Be private, and out of the common Trace 
Of ev'ry Shepherd: For I underſtood 
This Night a number are about the Wood: 

Then let us chuſe ſome Place, where out of ſight 
We freely may enjoy our ſtoln Delight. 

Alex. Thenboldly here, where we ſhall ne'er be found, 
No Shepherd's way lies here, 'tis hallow'd Ground ; 
No Maid ſecks here her ſtrayed Cow, or Sheep, 

Fairies and Fawns, and Sazyrs do it keep: 
Then careleſly reſt here, and clip and kiſs, 
And let no fear make us our Pleaſures miſs. 

Cloe. Then lye by me, the ſooner we begin, 
The longer &er the Day deſcry our Sin. 

Hull. Forbear to touch my Love, or by yon Flame, 
The greateſt Pow'r that Shepherds dare to name, | 
Here where thou ſit'ſt under this holy Tree 
Her to diſhonour, thou ſhalt buried be. 

Alex. If Pan himſelf ſhould come out of the Lawns, 
With all his Troops of Satyrs and of Fawns, 

And bid me leave, I ſwear by her two Eyes, 
A greater Oath than thine, I would not riſe. 

Sul]. Then from the cold Earth never thou ſhaltmoye, 
But loſe at one ſtroke both thy Life and Love. 

Clo. Hold, gentle Shepherd. Sull. Faireſt Shepherdeſs, 
Come you with me, I do not love ye leſs 
Than that fond Man, that would have kept you there . 
From me of more Deſert. Alex. O yet forbear 
To take her from me; give me leave to die 
By her, | 
The Satyr enters, be runs one way and ſhe another. 

Sat. Now whilſt the Moon doth rule the Sky, 

And the Stars, whoſe feeble Light | 

Give a pale Shadow to the Night, 15 

Are up, great Pan commanded me ü 

To walk this Grove about, whilft he IT 

In a corner of the Wood, 

Where neyer mortal Foot hath ſtood, | 
po Z 2 Keeps 
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Keeps Dancing, Muſick, and a Feaſt 

To entertain a lovely Gueſt: ; 
Where he gives her many a Roſe, 
Sweeter than the Breath that blows 
The Leaves; Grapes, Berries of the beſt, 
I never faw ſo great a Fealt. | 

But to my charge: Here muſt I ſtay, 

To ſee what Mortals loſe their way, 

And by a falſe Fire ſeeming bright, 

Train them in and leave them right - 
Then muſt J watch if any be 

Forcing of a Chaſtity; 

If I find it, then in haſte 

Give my wreathed Horn a blaſt, 

And the Fairies all will run, 

Wildly dancing by the Moon, 

And will pinch him to the Bone, 

Till his luſtful Thoughts be gone. | 

Alex. O death! Sar. Back again about this Ground, 
Sure I hear a mortal Sound; | | 
I bind thee by this pow'rful Spell, 

By the. Waters of this Well, 
By the glimm'ring Moon Beams bright, 
Speak again, thou mortal Wight. 

Alex, Oh! Sat. Here the fooliſh Mortal lies, 

Sleeping on the Ground: Ariſe. 

The poor Wight is almoſt dead, 

On the Ground his Wounds have bled, 

And his Cloaths foul'd with his Blood : 

To my Goddeſs in the Wood 

Will I lead him, whoſe Hands pure 

Will help this mortal Wight to cure. Exeunt. 
Enter Cloe again. 

Cloe. Since I beheld yon thaggy Man, my Breaſt 
Doth pant, each Buſh, methinks, ſhould hide a Beaſt: 
Yet my deſire keeps till above my fear, 

I would fain meet ſome Shepherd, knew I where: 
For from one cauſe of fear I am molt free, 
It is impoſſible to raviſh me, : 
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I am ſo willing. Here upon this Ground 

[ left my Love all bloody with his Wound; 

Yet till that fearful Shape made me be gone, 

Though he were hurt, I furnith'd was of one, 

But now both loſt : Alexis, ſpeak or move, 

If thou haſt any Life, thou rt yet my Love. 

He's dead, or elſe is with his little might 

Crept from the Bank for fear ot that ill Spright. 

Then where art thou that ſtruck'ſt my Love? O ſtay, 

Bring me thy ſelf in change, and then I'll ſay 

Thou haſt ſome Juſtice. I will make thee trim 

With Flow'rs and Garlands that were meant for him; 

PII clip thee round with both mine Arms, as faſt 

As I did mean he ſhould have been imbrac'd. 

But thou art fled. What Hope is left for me? 

I run to Daphnis in the hollow Tree, 

Who I did mean to mock, though Hope be ſmal!, 

To make him bold; rather than none at all, 

Pll try him; his Heart, and my Behaviour too 

Perhaps may teach him what he ought to do. [ Exit. 

Enter Sullen Shepherd. 

ul. This was the Place, twas but my feeble ſight 

Mixt with the horror of my Deed, and Night, 

That ſhap'd theſe Fears, and made me run away, 

And loſe my beauteous hardly gotten Prey. 

dpeak, gentle Shepherdeſs, I am alone, 

and tender Love for Love: But the is gone 

From me, that having ſtruck her Lover dead, 

For filly Fear left her alone, and fled. 

and ſee, the wounded Body is remov'd 

by her of whom it was ſo well beloy'd. 

Enter Perigot, and Amarillis iu the Shape of Amoret. 
Lut theſe Fancies mutt be quite forgot, 
| muſt lye choſe. Here comes young Perigot 
With ſubtle Amarillis in the Shape 
Of Amorer. Pray Love he may not ſcape. 

Amar, Beloved Perigot, ſhew me ſome place, 
Where I may reſt my Limbs, weak with the chace 
Of thee, an hour betore thou cam'ſt at leaſt. 

Fer. Beſhrew my tardy Steps: Here ſhalt thou reſt 
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Upon this holy Bank, no deadly Snake 

Upon this Turf her ſelf in folds doth make. 

Here is no Poiſon for the Toad to feed: 

Here boldly{pread thy Hands, no venom'd weed 
Dares bliſter them, no ſlimy Snail dare creep 
Over thy Face when thou art faſt aſleep; 

Here never durſt the babling Cuckow ſpit, 

No ſlough of falling Star did ever-hit 

Upon this Bank; let this thy Cabin be, 

This other ſet with Violets for me. 

Amar. Thoudoſtnot love me, Perigot. Per. Fair Maid, 
You only love to hear it often faid; 
You do not doubt. Amar. Believe me but I do. 

Per. What, ſhall we now begin again to woo? 

Tis the beſt way to make your Lover laſt, 
To play with him, when you have caught him faft. 

Amar. By Pan I ſwear, I loved Perigor, 

And by yon Moon, I think thou lov'ſt me not. 
Per. By Pan | ſwear, and if I falſly ſwear, 
Let him not guard my Flocks, let Foxes tear 
My earlieſt Lambs, and Wolves whilſt I do ſleep 
Fall on the reſt, a Rot among my Sheep. 
I love thee better than the careful Ewe 
The new-yean'd Lamb that is of her own hue ; 
I dote upon thee more than the young Lamb 
Doth on the Bagg that feeds him from his Dam. 
Were there a fort of Wolves got in my fold, | TI 
And one ran after thee, both young and old 
Should be devour d, and it ſhould be my ſtrife 
To fave thee, whom I love above my Lite. 
Amar. How ſhall I truſt thee, when I ſee thee chuſe | 
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Another Bed, and doſt my Side refuſe ? ({hewn [1 
Per. *T'was only that the chaſte Thoughts might be Le 
Twixt thee and me, although we were alone. Al 
Amar. Come, Perigot will ſhew his pow'r, that he He 
Can make his Amore?, though ſhe weary be, Al 
Riſe nimbly from her Couch, and come to his. Th 
Here take thy Amoret, imbrace and kiſs. (ſhou'd All 
Per. What means my Love? Amar. To do as Lovers Le 
That are to be injoy'd, not to be woo'd. Gr 
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There's ne' er a Shepherdeſs in all the Plain 
Can kiſs thee with more Art, there's none can fain 
More wanton tricks. - Per. Forbear, dear Soul, to try, 
Whether my Heart be pure; 111 rather die 
Than nouriſh one Thought to diſhonour thee. 
Amar. Still think'ſt thou ſuch a thing as Chaſtity 
Is amongit Women? Perigot, there's none, | 
That with her Love is in a Wood alone, 
And wcu'd come home a Maid; be not abus'd 
With thy fond firſt Belief, let time be us'd : 
Why doit thou rife? Per. My true Heart thou haſt ſlain. 
Amar. Faith Perigot, I'll pluck thee down again. 
Per. Let go, thou Serpent, that into my Breaſt 
Haſt with thy cunning div'd; art not in jeſt? 
Amar. Sweet Love, lie down. Per. Since this | live to ſee, 
Some bitter North Wind blaſt my Flocks and me. 
Amar, You ſwore you lov'd, yet will not do my will. 
Per. O be az thou wert once, I'll love thee till. 
Amar. ] am as {till I was, and all my kind, 
Though other ſhows we have poor Men to blind. 
Per. Then here I end all Love, and left my vain 
Belief ſhould ever draw me in again, 
Before thy Face that hath my Youth miſ-led, 
lend my Life, my Blood be on thy Head. 
Amar. O hold thy Hands, thy Amoret doth cry. 
Per. Thou counſell'ſt well, firſt Amore? ſhall dye, 
That is the Cauſe of my eternal Smart. ¶ He runs after ber, 
Amar, O hold. a 
Per. This Steel ſhall pierce thy luſtful Heart. 
The Sullen Shepherd ſteps out and uncharmy her 
Sell. Up and down every where, | 
I ſtrew the Herbs to purge the Air: 
Let your Odovr drive hence 
All Miſts that dazle Senſe. 
Herbs and Springs whoſe hidden might 
Alters Shapes, and mocks the Sight, 
Thus J charge ye to undo 
All before 1 brought ye to: 
Let her flye, let her ſcape, 
Give again her own Shape. 
» ro 24 Euter 
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Euter Amarillis in her own Shape. | 
Amar, Forbear, thou gentle Swain, thou doſt miſtake, 
She whom thou follow'dſt fled into the Brake, 
And as I croſt thy way JI met thy Wrath, 
The only fear of which ne'er ſlain me hath. 
Per. Pardon, fair Shepherdeſs, my Rage and Night 
Were both upon me, and beguil'd my Sight; 
But far be it from me to ſpill the Blood 
Of harmleſs Maids that wander inthe Wood. [Exit Ama. 
Enter Amoret. 
Amo. Many a weary ftepin yonder Path, 
P. or hopeleſs Aimoret twice trodden hath 
To ſcek her Perigot, yet cannot hear 
His Voice; my Perigot, ſhe loves thee dear 
That calls. Per. Sce yonder where ſhe is, how fair 
She ſhows, and yet her Breath infe&s the Air. 
Amo. My Perigot. Per. Here. Amo. Happy. 
Per. Hapleſs firſt: | 
It lights on thee, the next Blow is the worſt. ¶ Svrittes ber. 
Amo. Stay Perigot, my Love, thou art unjuſt. 
Per Death is the beſt reward that's due toLuſt. Exit Per. 
Sull. Now ſhall their Love be croſt, for being ſtruck, 
Fil throw her in the Fount, leſt being took 
By ſome Night- traveller, whoſe honeſt Care 
May help to cure her. Shepherdeſs prepare 
Your ſelf to die. Amo. No Mercy I do crave, 
Thou canſt not give a worſe Blow than I have; 
Tell him that gave me this, who lov'd him too, 
He itrack my Soul, and not my Body through. 
Tell him, when I am dead, my Soul ſhall be 
At peace, if he but think he injur'd me. 
Sull. In this Fount be thy Grave; thou wert not meant 
Sure for a Woman, thou art ſo Innocent. 
| [ Fling ber into the Well. 
She cannot ſcape, for underneath the Ground, | 
In a long hollow the clear Spring is bound, 
Till on yon Side where the Morn's Sun doth look, 
The ſtrugling Water breaks out in a Brook. [ Exit, 
The God ads River riſeth with. Amoret in his Arms. 
God. What pow'rful Charms my Streams · do bong 
Back again unto their Spring, | ith 
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With ſuch Force, that I their God, 

Three times ſtriking with my Rod, 

Cou'd not keep them in their Ranks? 

My Fiſhes ſhoot into the Banks, 

There's not one that ſtays and feeds, 

All have hid them in the Weeds. 

Here's: a Mortal almoſt dead, 

Faln into my River-head, 

Hallow'd ſo with many a Spell, 

That till now none ever fell. 

'Tis a Female young and clear, 

Caſt in by ſome Raviſher. 

See upon her Breaſt a Wound, 

On which there is no Plaiſter bound, 

Yet ſhe's warm, her Pulſes beat, 

'Tis a ſign of Life and Heat. 

If thou be'ſt a Virgin pure, 

| can give a preſent Cure: 

Take a Drop into, thy Wound 

From my watry Locks more round 

Than Orient Pearl, and far more pure 

Than unchaſt Fleſh may endure. 

dee the pants, and from her Fleſh 

The warm Blood guſheth out afreſh. 

She is an unpolluted Maid; | 

| mult have this bleeding ſtaid. 

From my Banks I pluck this Flow'r 

With holy Hand, whoſe virtuous Pow'r 

Is at once to heal and draw. 

The Blood returns. I never ſaw 

A fairer Mortal. Now doth break 

Her deadly Slumber : Virgin, ſpeak. 
Amo. Who hath reſtor*d my Senſe, giv'n me ne Breath, 

And brought me back out of the Arms of Death ? 
God. J have heal'd thy Wounds. Amo. Ay me! 
Jad. Fear not him that ſuccour'd thee: 

am this Fountain's God; below 

My Waters to a River grow, 

And 'twixt two Banks with Oſiers ſet, 

That only proſper in the Wet, | | 
| | Through 
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Through the Meadows do they glide, 
Wheeling ſtill on ev'ry Side, 
Sometimes winding round about, 

To find the even'ſt Channel out. 

And if thou wilt go with me, 
Leaving mortal Company, 

In the cool Streams ſhalt thou lye, 
Free from harm as well as I: 

I will give thee for thy Food, 
No Fiſh that uſeth in the Mud, 

But Trout and Pike that love to ſwim 
Where the Gravel from the Brim, 
Through the pure Streams may be ſeen - 
Orient Pearl fit tor a Queen, 

Will I give thy Love to win, 

And a Shell to keep them in: wi 
Not a Fiſh in all my Brook 
That ſhall diſobey thy Look, 

But when thou wilt come ſliding by, 
And from thy white Hand take a Fly. 
And to make thee underſtand, 

How I can my Waves command, 
They ſhall bubble whilſt I fing 
Swecter than the Silver Spring. 
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Do not fear to tut thy Feet 

Naked in the River ſweet ; 

Think not Leach, or Newt, or Toad, 

Will bite thy Foot, when thou haſt trod; 

Mr let the Water riſing high, 

As thou wad'ſt in, make thee cry 
And ſob, but ever live with me, 

And not a Wave ſhall trouble thee, 
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Amo. Immortal Pow'r, that rul it this holy Flood, 
I know my ſelf unworthy to be woo'd 
By thee a God: For e'er this, but for thee 
I ſhou'd have ſhown my weak Mortality: 
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Beſides, by holy Oath betwixt us twain, 
am betroth'd unto a Shepherd Swain, 
Whoſe comely Face, I know the Gods above 
May make me leave to ſee, but not to love. 
God. May he prove to thee as true. 
Faireſt Virgin, now adieu, 
I muſt make my Waters fly, 
Leſt they leave their Channels dry, 
And Beaſts that come unto the Spring 
Miſs their Morning's Watering, 
Which I would not; for of late 
All the neighbour People fate 
On my Banks, and from the fold 4 
Two white Lambs of three Weeks old 
Offer'd to my Deity: _ | 
For which this Ver they ſhall be free 
From raging Floods, that as they pals 
Leave their Gravel in the Grals : 
Nor ſhall their Meads be o'erflown, 
When their Graſs is newly mown. 
Amo. For thy Kindneſs to me ſhown, 
Never from thy Banks be blown 
Any Tree, with windy force, 10 
Croſs thy Streams, to ſtop thy courſe: 
May no Beaſt that coms to drink, 
With his Horns caſt down thy Brink; 
May none that for thy Fiſh do look, 
Cut thy Banks to damm thy Brook; 
hare- foot may no Neighbour wade 
In thy cool Streams Wife nor Maid, 
When the Spawns on Stones do lye, 
To waſh their Hemp, and ſpoyl the Frye. 
God. Thanks Virgin, I muſt down again, 
Thy Wound will put thee to no Pain; 
Wonder not ſo ſoon 'tis gone; 
A holy Hand was laid upon. (Exit, 
Amo. And J unhappy born to be, ab 
Muſt follow him that flies from me: 
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ATT i SEENTE' 


Enter Perigot. 


Per. CHE is untrue, unconſtant, and unkind, 


She's gone, ſhe's gone, blow high thou North · weſt 


And raiſe the Sea to Mountains, let the Trees 
That dare oppoſe thy raging Fury, leeſe 
Their firm Foundation, creep into the Earth, 


And ſhake the World, as at the monſtrous birth 


Of ſome new Prodigy, whilſt I conſtant ſtand, 

Holding this truſty Boar-ſpear in my Hand, 

And falling thus upon it. | 
Enter Amarillis running. 


(Wind, 


Amar. Stay thy dead-doing Hand, thou art too hot 


Againſt thy ſelf; believe me comely Swain, 
It that thou dy'ſt, not all the ſhow'rs of Rain 
The heavy Clouds ſend down can waſh away 
That foul unmanly Guilt, the World will lay 
Upon thee. Yet thy Love untainted ſtands: 
Believe me, ſhe is conſtant, not the Sands 
Can be ſo hardly number'd as ſhe won: 
I do not trifle, Shepherd, by the Moon, 
And all thoſe leſſer Lights our Eyes do vicw, 
All that I told thee, Perigot, is true: 
Then be a free Man, put away Deſpair, 
And Will to dye, ſmooth gently up that fair 
Dejected Fore-head: Be as when thoſe Eyes 
Took the firſt heat. Per. Alas he double dies, 
That would believe, but cannot; tis not well 
Ye keep me thus from dying, here to dwell 
With many worſe Companions : But oh Death, 
I am not yet inamour'd of this Breath | 
So much, but 1 dare leave it, tis not pain 
In forcing in a Wound, nor after gain 
Of many Days, can hold me from my Will: 
Tis not my felf, but 4moret, bids kill. 

Amar. Stay but a little, little, but one hour, 
And if 1 do nat ſhow thee, through the Pow's 
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Of Herbs and Words J have, as dark as Night, 
My ſelf turn'd to thy Amorer, in Sight, 
Her very Figure, and the Robe ſhe wears, 
With tawny Euskins, and the Hook ſhe bears 
Of thine own Carving, where your Names are (ct, 
Wrought underneath with many a curious fret, 
The Prim-roſe Chaplet, Taudry-lace and Ring, 
Thou gav'ſt her for her ſinging, with each thing 
Elſe that ſhe wears about her, let me feel 
The firſt fell ſtroke of that Revenging Steel. 
Fer. 1 am contented, if there be a hope 
To give it Entertainment, for the ſcope 
Of one poor Hour; go, you ſhall find me next 
Under your ſhady Beech, ev'n thus perplext, 
And thus believing. Amar. Bind, betore I go, 
Thy Soul by Pan unto me, not to do 
Harm or outragious wrong upon thy Life, . 
Till my return. | 
Per. By Pan, and by the ſtrife 
He had with Phebus for the Maſtery, 
When Golden Mydas judg'd their Minſtraleye, 
| will nor. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Satyre with Alexis hurt. 
Sat. Softly gliding as I go, 
With this burthen full of Woe, 
Through ſtill filence of the Night, 
Guided by the Glo-worm's Light, 
Hither am I come at laſt, 
Many a Thicket have I paſt, 
Not a Twig that durſt deny me, 
Not a Buſh that durſt deſcry me, 
To the little Bird that ſleeps 
On the tender Spray: Nor creeps 
That hardy Worm with nd Tail, 
But if I be under Sail, 
Flying faſter than the Wind, 
Leaving all the Clouds behind, 
But doth hide her tender Head 
In ſome hollow Tree or Bed 


1 


K 
* 5 "8 
at " << 
* - * * . 
. : : I 
© 2 
- - 
= IR 2 = i 
. ðò— — r Ü //⁹] Z §⅛mę o ægmſ mm; ů ⸗-=6;; ²ð² ² s 2 ̃ũ1ũ»⅛ ũ t! —ͤqd;.i ]˙̃˙«—iJm—.ꝛ . . ˙² —˙, tl 
—ͤ— k - . — — - — » 
as = A \ —_— - = = - - | — 4 © 
- * 4 
\ FR "= k 


830 | The Faithful Shepherd t. | 


Of ſeeded Nettles: Not a Hare 
Can be ſtarted from his Fare 
By my footing, nor a with 
Is more ſudden, nor a Fiſh 
Can be found with greater eaſe, 
Cut the vaſt unbounded Seas, 
Leaving neither Print nor Sound, 
Than l, when nimbly on the Ground, 
I meaſure many a 8 an Hour: 
But behold the happy Power, | 
That muſt caſe me of my charge, 
And by holy Hand enlarge 
The Soul of this ſad Man, that yet 
Lies faſt bound in deadly fit; 
Heav'n and great Pan ſucker it! 
Hail thou Beauty of the Bower, 
W hiter than the Paramour 
Of my Maſter, let me crave 
Thy Virtuous help to keep from Grave 
This poor Mortal that here lies, 
Waiting when the Deſtinies 
Will undo his Thread of Life: 
View the Wound by cruel Knife 
Trencht into him 
Cor. What art thou call'ſt me from my holy Rights, 
And with thy feared name of Death affrights 
My tender Ears? Speak me thy Name and Will. 
Sat. I am the Satyre that did fill 
Your Lap with early Fruit, and will, 
When J hap to gather more, 
Bring ye better and more ſtore: 
Vet I come not empty now, 
See a Bloſſome from the Bow, 
But beſhrew his Heart that pull'd it, 
And his perfect fight that cull'd it 
From the other ſpringing Blooms ; 
For a ſweeter Youth the Grooms 
Cannot ſhew me, nor the Downs, 
Nor the many Neighbouring Towns; 
Low in yonder Glade I found him, | 
Softly in mine Arms I bound him, Hither 
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Hither have I brought him ſleeping 
In a Trance, his Wounds treſh weeping, 
In remembrance ſuch Youth may 
Spring and periſh in a Day. | 

Clor. Satyre, they wrong, thee, that do term thee rude, 
Though thou beꝰſt outward rough and tawny hude: 
Thy Manners are as gentle and as fair 
As his, who brags himſelf, born only Heir 
To all Humanity. Let me ſee the Wound: 
This Herb will ſtay the Current, being bound 
Faſt to the Orifice, and this reſtrain 
Ulcers, and Swellings, and ſuch inward Pain, 
As the cold Air hath forc'd into the Sore : 
This to draw out ſuch putrifying Gore 
As inward falls. 

Sat. Heav'n grant it may be good. 

Chr. Fairly wipe away the Blood: 
Hold him gently, tillI fling 
Water of a virtuous Spring 
On his Temples; turn him twice 
To the Moon Beams, pinch him thrice, 
That the labouring Soul may draw 
From his great Eclipſe. Sat. I ſaw 
His Eye-lids moving. Gr. Give him Breath: 
All the danger of cold Death 
Now is vaniſht, with this Phiſter, 
And this Unction, do I maſter 
All the feſtred ill that may 
Give him Grief another Day. 

Sat. See he gathers up his Spright 
And begins to hunt for Light ; 
Now he gapes and breaths again : 
How the Blood runs to the Vein 
That erſt was empty! Alex. O my Heart, 
My deareſt, deareſt Cloe, O the ſmart 
Runs through my Side: I feel ſome pointed thing 
Paſs — my Bowels, ſharper than the Sting 
Of Scorpion. b 

Pan preſerve me, what are you? 
Do not hurt me, I am true 
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7 To my Cle, though ſhe fly, 
And leave me to this Deſtiny. , 
There ſhe ſtands, and will not lend 
Her ſmooth white Hand to help her Friend: 
But I am much miſtaken, for that Face 
Bears more Auſterity and modeſt Grace, 
More reproving and more awe 
Than theſe Eyes yet ever ſaw 
In my Cloe. Oh my Pain 
| erly renews again. 
Give me your help for his ſake you love beſt. 

Clor. Shepherd, thou canſt not poſhbly rake reſt, 
Till thou haſt laid afide all Hearts Deſires 
Provoking Thoughts that ſtir up luſty Fires, | 
Commerce with wanton Eyes, — Blood, and Wil 
To execute, theſe muſt be purg'd, until 

The Vein grow whiter; then repent, and pray 
Great Pan to keep you from the like Decay, 
And I ſhall undertake your Cure with caſe, 

Till when this virtuous Plaiſter will diſpleaſe 
Your tender Sides; give me your Hand, and riſe: 
Help him a little, Sazyre, for his Thighs 
Yet are fecble. 
Alex. Sure J have loſt much Blood. 
Sat. Tis no matter, *twas not Good. 
Mortal, you muſt leave your Wooing, 
Though there be a joy in doing, 
Yet it brings much Grief behind it, 
They beſt feel it, that do find it. 

Clor. Come bring him in, I will attend his Sore. 
When you are well, take heed you luſt no more. 

Sar. Shepherd, ſee what comes of Kiſſing, 

By my Head *twere better miſting. 
Brighteſt, if there be remaining 
Any ſervice, without feigning 

I will do it; were I ſet 

To catch the nimble Wind, or get 

_ Shadows gliding on the Green, 

Or to ſteal from the great Queen 0 


The Faithful Shepherdeſs. 933 
Of Fairies, all her Beauty, | 
would do it, fo much Duty ' 
Do I owe thoſe precious Eyes. 
Clor. I thank thee, honeſt Satyre; if the Cries 
Of any other, that be hurt or ill, 
Draw thee unto them, prethee do thy Will 
To bring them hather. | 
Sat. Iwill, and when the Weather 
Serves to angle in' the Brook, 
I will bring a filver Hook, 
With a Line of fineſt Silk, 
And a Rod as white as Milk, 
To deceive the little Fiſh: 
So I take my leave, and wiſh 
On this Bower may ever dwell y 
Spring, and Summer. Cor. Friend, farewel. [Exiz. 
Enter Amoret, ſeeking her Love. | | 
Amo. This Place is ominous, for here I loſt 
My Love, and almoſt Life, and ſince have croſt 
All theſe Woods over, never a Nook or Dell, 
Where any little Bird or Beaſt doth dwell, 
But I have ſought him, never a bending Brow 
Ot any Hill or Glade, the Wind fings through, 
Nor a green Bank, nor Shade where Shepherds uſe 
To fit and riddle, ſweetly pipe, or chuſe 
Their Valentines, that I have miſs'd, to find 
My Love in. Perigot, Oh roo unkind, Bryn ft ts 6 
Why haſt thou fled me? Whither art thou gone? 
How have I wrong'd thee? Was my Love alone | 
To thee worthy this ſcorn'd Recompence? *Tis well, 
I am content to feel it : But I tell 
Thee Shepherd, and theſe luſty Woods ſhall hear, 
Forſaken Amoret is yet as clear | 
Of any ſtranger Fire, as Heav'n is 
From foul Corruption, or the deep Abyſs 
From Light and Happineſs; and thou may'ſt know 
All this for Truth, and how that fatal Blow 
Thou gav'ſt me, never from deſert of mine 
Fell on my Life, but from Suſpect of thine, 
Vo I. II. Aa Or 
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Or Fury more than Madneſs ; therefore here, 
Since I have loſt my Life, my Love, my Dear, 
Upon this curſed Place, and on this Green, 
That firſt divorc'd us, ſhortly ſhall be ſeen 
A ſight of ſo great Pity, that each Eye 
Shall daily ſpend his Spring in Memory 
Ot my untimely Fall. 
Enter Amarillis. 
Amar. T am not blind, 3 
Nor is it through the working of my Mind, 
That this ſhows Amoret; forſake me all 
That dwell upon the Soul, but what Men call 
Wonder, or more then Wonder, Miracle, 
For ſure ſo ſtrange as this the Oracle 
Never gave anſwer of, it paſſeth Dreams, 
Or Madmens Fancy, when the many Streams 
Of new Imaginations riſe and fall: 
Fis but an hour ſince theſe Ears heard her call 
For P.ty to young Perigut; while he, 
Pire&ed by his Fury bloodily 
Lanch'd up her Breaſt, which bloodleſs fell and cold; 
And if Belief may credit what was told, | 
After all this, the Melancholly Swain 
Took her into his Arms being almoſt ſlain, 
And to the bottom of the ho er 
Flung her, for ever with the Waves to dwell. 
Tis ſhe, the very ſame, "tis Amoret, | 
And living yet, the great Pow'rs will not let 
Their virtuous Love be croſs'd. Maid, wipe away 
Thoſe heavy drops of Sorrow, and allay 
The Storm that yet goes high, which not depreſt, 
Breaks Heart and Lite, and all before it reſt: _ 
Thy Peri got Amo. Where, which is Perigot * 
Amar. Sits there below, lamenting much, god wot, 
Thee and thy Fortune, go and comfort him, 
And thou ſhalt find him underneath a Brim 


hg > — 


OF 11 Pines that edge yon Mountain in; Ane 
Amo. I go, I run, Heav'n grant me I may win, W. 
His Soul again. | Exit Amoret- WM Th: 
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Enter Sullen Shepherd. 

Sul. Stay Amarillis, ſtay, 
Ye are too fleet, tis two Hours yet to Day. 
I have perform'd my Promiſe, let us fit 
And warm onr Bloods together till the fit 
Come lively on us. Amar. Friend, you are too keen, 
The Morning riſeth and we ſhall be ſeen, 
Forbear a little. Sul. J can ſtay no longer. | 

Amar. Hold Shepherd hold, learn not to bea wronger 
Of your Word, was not your Promiſe laid, 
To break their Loves firſt? 

Sul. T have done it, Maid. 

Amar. No, they are yet unbroken, met again, 
And are as hard to part yet, as the ſtain 
Is from the fineſt Lawn. Sl. I ſay they are 
Now at this preſent parted, and ſo far, 
That they ſhall never meer. 

Amar. Swain, *tis not fo, 
For do but to yon hanging Mountain go, 
And there believe your Eyes. ; 

Sul. You do but hold 
Of with Delays and Trifles ; farewel cold 
And frozen Baſhfulneſs, unfit for Men; 


Thus I ſalute thee Virgin. 
Amar, And thus then 
[ bid you follow, catch me if you can. [ Exit. 
Sel. And if I ſtay behind I am no Man. 
Ex. running after her. 
Enter Perigot. 


Per. Night do not ſteal away: I woo thee yet 

To hold a hard Hand o'er the ruſty Bit 

That guides the lazy Team: Go back again, 

Bytes thou that driv'ſ thy frozen Wain 

Round as a Ring, and bring a ſecond Night - | 

To hide my Sorrows from the coming Light; | 

Let not the Eyes of Men ſtare on my Face, 

And read my iling, give me ſome black place 

here never Sun-Beam ſhot his wholeſom Light, 

That I may fit and pour out my fad ſpright | 
| 
| 
| 


ke running Water, never to be known 
After the forced Fall and Sound is gone. 
Aa 2 | 


Enter 
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Euter Amoret looking for Perigot. 
Amo. This is the Bottom: Speak if thou be here, 
My Perig't, thy Amoret, thy Dear 
Calls on thy loved Name. | 
Per. What art thou di r'ſt 
Tread theſe forbidden Paths, where Death and Care 
Dwcll on the Face of Darkneſs ? 
Amo. *Tis thy Friend, 
Thy Amoret, come hither, to give end 
To theſe Conſumings; look up, gentle Boy, 
have forgot thoſe Pains and dear Annoy 
I ſuffer'd for thy fake, and am content 
To be thy Love again; why haſt thou rent 
Thoſe curled Locks, where I have often hung 
Ribande, and Damask-Roſes, and have flung 
Waters diſtill'd to make thee freſh and gay, 
S xeeter than Noſegays on a Bridal Day? 
Why doſt thou crols thine Arms, and hang thy Face 
Down by thy Boſom, letting fall apace 
From thoſe too little Heav'ns upon the Ground 
Show'rs of more Price, more Orient, and moreround | 
Than thoſe that hang upon the Moon's pale Brow ? 
Ceaſe theſe Complainings, Shepherd, I am now 
The ſame I ever was, as kind and free, 
And can forgive before you ask of me. | 
( 


Indeed II can and will. 
Per. So ſpoke my Fair. 
O you great working Pow'rs of Earth and Air, 
Water and forming Fire, why have you lent 
Your hidden Virtues of fo ill Intent? 
Ev'n ſuch a Face, fo fair, ſo bright of Hue 
Had Amoret; ſuch Words, ſo ſmooth and new, 
Came flying from her Tongue; ſuch was her Eye, 
and ſuch the pointed ſparkle that did fly 
Forth I ke a blecding Shaft; all is the ſame, 
Ihe Robe and Buskins, painted Hook, and Frame 
Of all her Body. O me, Amoret ! let 
Amo. Shepherd, what means this Riddle? Who hath 7 
go ſtrong a difference twixt my ſelf and me T 


hat!] am grown another? Look and ſce The T 
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The Ring thou gav'ſt me, and about my Wr'ſt 
That curious Bracelet thou thy ſelf didit twiſt 
From thoſe fair Treſſes: Know'ſt thou Ames? 
Hath not ſome newer Love furc'd thee torger 
Thy Ancient Faith? | ; 

Per. Still nearer to my Love; | 
Theſe be the very Words ſhe oft did prove 
Upon my Temper, fo ſhe ſtill wou'd take 
M onder into her Face, and ſilent make 
Signs with her Head and Hand, as who wou d ſay, 
Shepherd, remember this another Day. 

Amo. Am I not Amoret? Wherewas I loſt? 
Can there be Heav'n, and Time, and Men, and moſt 
Of theſe unconſtant? Faith, where art thou fled? 
Are all the Vows and Proteſtations dead, 

The Hands held up, the Wiſhes, and the Heart, 
Is there not one remaining, nor a part 

Of all theſe to be found? Why then 1 ſee 

Men never knew that Virtue, Conſtancy. 

Per. Men ever were moſt bleſſed, till croſs Fate 
Brought Love and Women forth, Unfortunate 
To all that ever taſted of their Smiles, 

Whoſe Actions are all double, full of Wiles: 
Like to the ſubtile Hare, that fore the Hounds 
Mares many Turnings, Leaps, and many Rounds, 
This way and that way, to deceive the Scent 

Of her purſuers. | 

Amo. Tis but to Prevent 

Their ſpeedy eoming on that ſeek her Fa'l, 

The Hands of cruel Men, more Beſtial, 

And of a Nature more refuſing Good | 
Than Beaſts themſelves, or Fiſhes of the Flood. 

Per. Thou art all theſe, and more than Nature meant, 
When ſhe created all, Frowns, Joys, Content; 
Extream Fire for an Hour, and preſently * 
Colder than fleepy Poiſon, or the Sea, 

Upon whoſe Face fits a continual Froſt: 
Your Actions ever driven to the molt, 
Then down again as low, that none can find 


The riſe or falling of a Woman's Mind. 
Aa 3 Ann. 
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Amo. Can there be any Age, or Days, or Time, 
Or Tongues of Men, guilty ſo great a Crime 
As wronging ſimple Maid? O Perigot, 

Thou that waſt Yeſterday without a blot, 

Thou that waſt every good, and every thing 
That Men call bleſſed; thou that waſt the Spring 
From whence our looſer Grooms drew all their beſt; . 
Thou that waſt always juſt, and always leſt 

In Faith and Promiſe; thou that hadſt the Name 
Of virtuous given thee, and made good the ſame 
Ev'n from thy Cradle; thou that waſt that all 
That Men delighted in; Oh what a Fall 

Is this, to have been ſo, and now to be 

The only beſt in Wrong and Infamy, 

And I to live to know this! And by me 

That lov'd thee dearer than mine Eyes, or that 
Which we eſteem'd our Honour, Virgin State 
Dearcr than Swallows love the carly Morn, 

Or Dogs of Chaſe the ſound of merry Horn; 
Dearer than thou canſt love thy new Love, if thou haſt 
Another, and far dearer than the laſt; . 
Dearer than thou canſt love thy ſelf, though all 
The Selſ-love were within thee that did fall 
With that coy Swain that now is made a Flow'r, 
For whoſe dear ſake Eecho weeps many a Show'r. 
And am I thus rewarded for my Flame? 

Lov'd worthily to get a Wanton's Name? 
Come, thou forſaken Willow, wind my Head, 
And noiſe it to the World my Love is Dead. 

I am forſaken, I am caſt away, 

And left for every lazy Groom to ſay, 

was unconſtant, light, and ſooner loſt 

Than the quick Clouds we ſee, or the chill Froft 
When the hot Sun beats on it. Tell me yet, 
Canſt thou not hove again thy Amoret? 

Per. Thou art not worthy of that bleſſed Name, 
| muſtnot know thee, fling thy wanton Flame 
Upon ſome lighter Blood, that may be hot 
With Words and feigned Paſſions: Perigot 


Was 


The Faithful Shepherd:ſc. $39 
Was ever yet unſtain'd,' and ſhall not now © 
Stoop to the meltings of a borrow'd Brow. 

Amo. Then hear me Heav'n, to whom I call for right, 
And you fair twinkling Stars that crown the Night; 
And hear me Woods, and ſilence of this Place, 

And ye fad Hours that move a ſullen pace; 
Hear meye Shadows that delight to dwell 

In horrid Darkneſs, and ye pow'rs of Hell, 
Whilſt I breath out my laſt; I am that Maid, 
That yet untainted Amoret, that play'd 

The careleſs Prodigal, and gave away 

My Soul to this young Man, that now dares ſay 
I am a Stranger, not the ſame, more wild 
And thus with much Belief I was beguil'd. 

I am that Maid, that have delay'd, deny'd, 
And almoſt ſcorn'd the loves of all that try'd 
To win me, but this Swain, and yet confeſs 

| have been woo'd by many with no 1. {s 

Soul of Aﬀection, and have often had - 

Rings, Belts, and Cracknelsſent me from the Lad 
That feeds his Flocks down Weſtward ; Lambs and Doves 
By young Alexis; Daphnis ſent me Gloves, 

All which I gave to thee: Nor theſe, nor they 
That ſent them did I ſmile on, or e' er lay 
Upto my after-memory. Put why 
Do I reſolve to Grieve, and not to Die? 
Happy had been the ſtroak thou gav'ſt, if home; 
By this time had I found a quiet Room 
Where every Slave is free, and every Preaſt 
That living breeds new Care, now lies at reſt ; 
And thither will poor Amoret. 
Per. Thou muſt. 
Was ever any Man ſo loth to truſt 
His Eyes as 1? Or was there ever yet 
Any ſo like as this to Amoret £ 
For whoſe dear ſake, 1 promiſe if there be 
A living Soul within thee, thus to free | 
Thy Body from it. Hie hurts ber again. 

Amo. So, this Work hath end: a 

Farewel and live, be conſtant to thy Friend 
4 That 
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That loves thee next. 
Enter Satyre, Perigot runs of. 
Sat. See the Day begins to break, 
And the Light ſhoots like a ftreak 
Of ſubtle Fire, the Wind blows cold, 
While the Morning doth unfold; 
Now the Birds begin to rouſe, 
And the Squirril from the Boughs 
Leaps, to get him Nuts and Fruit; 
The early Lark, that earſt was mute, 
Carolls to the riſing Day, 
Many a Note and many a Lay : 
Therefore here I end my Watch, 
Left the wandring Swain ſhould catch 
Harm, or looſe himſelf. Amo. Ah me! 
Sat. Speak again, what c'er thou be, 
I am ready, ſpeak I ſay : 
By the dawning of the Day, 
By the pow'r ot Night and Pay, 
I inforce thee ſpeak again. 
Amo. O Fam moſt unhappy. 
Sat, Vet more Blood! 
Sure theſe wanton Swains are Wood, 
Can there be a Hand or Heart, 
Pare commit fo vile a part 
As this Murder? By the Moon, 
That hid her ſelf when this was done, 
Never was a ſweeter Face: 
I will bear her to the Place 
Where my Goddeſs kcepsz and crave 
Her tp give her Life, or Grave. FExennt, 
| Enter Clorin. | 
Clor. Here whilſt one Patient takes his Reſt ſecure 
I ftcal abroad to do another Cure. 
Pardon, thou buried Body of my Love, 
That from thy Side I dare fo ſoon remove; 
I will not prove unconſtant, nor will leave 
Thee for an hour alone. When I deceive 


My 


ox hy , Y fond 


© ACd Wd AM ed Www , a, 


OO ng SY — 2 BY — 


A. 


For being conſtant to my Lover dead. 
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My firſt made Vow, the wildeſt of the Wood 
Tear me, and o'er my Grave let out my Blood; 
| go by Wit to cure a Lover's Pain | 
Which no Herb can; being done, Fll come again. ¶ Exit. 
Enter Thenor. 
The, Poor Shepherd, inthis Shade forcycrlie, 
And ſeeing thy fair Clarins Cabin, die: 
O hapleſs Love, which being antwer'd, ends; 
And as a little Infant cries and bends 
His tender Brows, when rowling of his Eye 
He hath eſpy'd ſome thing that gliſters nizh 
Which he wou'd have, yet give it him, away 
He throws it ſtraight, and cnes afreſh to play 
With ſomething elſe: Such my Affection, ſet 
On that which I ſhou'd loarh, if I cou'd get. 
 #Emer Clona 
ur. See where he lyes; did ever Man but he 
Love any Woman for her Conſtancy 
To her dead Lover, which ſhe needs muſt end 
Before the can allow him for her Friend, | 
And he himſelf muſt needs rhe Cauſe deſtroy, 
For which he loves, before he can enjoy ? 
Poor Shepherd, Heav'n grant I atonce may free 
Thee from thy Pain, and keep my Loyalty. 
Shepherd, look up. 
The. Thy Brightneſs doth amaz2! 
So Phebus may at Noon bid Mortals gaze, 
Thy glorious Conſtancy appears ſo bright, 
dare not meet the Beams with my weak ſight. 
dor. Why doſt thou pine away thy ſelf for me? 
The, Why doſt thou keep ſuch ſpotleſs Conftancy ? 
Cor. Thou holy Shepherd, ſee what for thv ſake 
rin, thy Clorin, now dare undertake. [He ſtarts up. 
The. Stay there, thou conſtant Corin, if there be 
Yet any part in Woman left in thee, 
To make thee light; think yet before thou ſpeak. 
Clor. See what a holy Vow for thee 1 break. 
l, that already have my Fame far ſpread, 


His Heart with Malice, againſt Woman more, 


Shall I at once both loſe my Fame and thee? _ 
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The. Think yet, dear Clorin, of your Love, how true, 

If you had died, he would have been to you. 

Clor. Vet all Ill loſe for the. 
The. Think but how bleſt | 
A conſtant Woman is above the reſt. 
ur. And offer up my ſelf, here on this Ground, 
To be diſpos'd by thee. 

The. Why doit thou wound 


'That hated all the Sex, but thee, before ? 
How much more pleaſant had it been to. me 
To die, than to behold this Change in thee ? 
Yet, yet, return, let not the Woman ſway. 
or. Inſult not on her now, nor uſe delay, 
Who for thy ſake hath ventur d all her Fame. 
The. Thou haſt not ventur'd, but brought certainShame, 
Your Sex's Curle, foul Falſhood, muſt and ſhall, 
J fee, once in your Lives, light on you all. 
I hate thee now: Yer turn. 
Cor. Be juſt to me: 


The. Thou hadſt no Fame, that which thou didſt like 
Was but thy Appetite that way d thy Blood (good 
For that time to the beſt: For as a blaſt 
That through a Houſe comes, uſually doth caſt 
Things out of order, yet by chance may come, 

And blow ſome one thing to his proper Room 
So did thy Appetite, and not thy Zeal, 
Sway thee by chance to do ſome one thing well. 
Yet turn, 

Cor. Thou doſt but try me if I would 
Forſake thy dear Imbraces, for my old 
Love's, though he were alive: But do not fear. 
' The. I do contemn thee now, and dare come near, 
And gaze upon thee z for methinks that Grace, 


Is gone, and thou like others; falſe Maid, ſee, ; 
This is the gain of foul Inconftancy. (Exit. 
Clor. *Tis done, great Pan, I give thee thanks for it 
What Art could not have heal'd, is cur'd by mo 


The Faithful Shepherdeſs. 343 


Enter Thenot again. 

The. Will ye be conſtant yet? Will ye remove 
Into the Cabin to your buried Loye? 

Clor. No let me die, but by thy Side remain. 

The. There's none ſhall know that thoudidſt ever ſtain 
Thy worthy Strictneſs, but ſhalt honour'd be, 
And will lie again under this Tree, 

And pine and die for thee with more Delight, 

Than I have Sorrow now to know thee light. 59515 
dor. Let me have thee, and Fll be where thou wilt. 
The. Thou Art of Womens Race, and full of Guilt. 
& Farcwel all hope of that Sex; whilſt I thought 
There was one Good, I fear'd to find one Naught : 

But ſince their Minds 1 all alike eſpy, 

Henceforth PII chuſe as others, by mine Eye. 

Chor. Bleſt be ye Pow'rs that give ſuch quick Redreſs, 
And for my Labours ſent ſo good Succeſs. 
| rather chuſe, though I a Woman be, 

He ſhould ſpeak ill of all, than die for me. ¶ Exeunt. 


ACTE-AWSSGENER:L 
Enter Prieſt, and Old Shepherd. 


Prieſt. CHatod, riſe and ſhake off Sleep, 
See the bluſhing Morn doth peep -. 

Through the Window, while the Sun | 

To the Mountain Tops is run) | 

Gilding all the Vales below : 

With his rifing Flames, which grow 

Greater by his climbing ſtill. 

Up ye lazy Grooms, and fill 

Bag and Bottle for the Field; 

Claſp your Cloaks faſt, leſt they yield 

To the bitter North-caſt Wind. 

Call the Maidens up, and find 

Who lay longeſt, that ſhe may 

Go without a Friend all Day; 

13 wed, | Then 
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Then reward your Dogs, and pra 

Pan to keep 8 — 2 * 

So unfold — then away. 

W hat, not a Shepherd ſtirring? Sure the Grooms 

Have found their Beds too caſie, or the Rooms 

Fill'd with ſuch new Delight, and Heat, that they 

Have both forgot their hungry Sheep, and Day; 

Knock, that they may remember whar a ſhame 

Sloath and Neglect lays on a Shepherd's Name, 
Old Shep. It is to little purpoſe, not a Swain 

This Night hath known his Lodging here, or lain 

Within theſe Cotes: The Woods, or ſome near Town, 

That is a Neighbour to the bord'ring Down, 


Hath drawn them thither, bout ſome luſty Sport, ( 
Or ſpiced Waſſel-Boul, to which reſort 4 
All the young Men and Maids of many a Cote, G 
Whilſt the trim Minſtrel ſtrikes his merry Note. Q 
Prieſt. God pardon Sin, ſhow me the way that leads A 
To any of their Haunts. 
Old. This to the Meads, | 
An1 that down to the Woods. 2 \\ 
Prieſt. Then this for me; It 
Come Shepherd let me crave your Company. | Exemt. 80 
Enter Clorin in her Cabin, Alexis with her. dl 
Chor. Now your Thoughts are almoſt pure, Fi 
And your Wound begins to cure: 
Strive to baniſh all that's vain, 0 
Leſt it ſhould break out again. , 
Alex. Eternal thanks to thee, thou holy Maid: 
I find my former wandring Thoughts well ſtaid of 
Through thy wiſe Precepts, and my outward Pain, a 
By thy choice Herbs, is almoſt gone again: 80 
Thy Sex's Vice and Virtue are reveal d T1 
At once, for what one hurt another heal'd. a 
Clor. May thy Grief more appeaſe, 53 
Relapſes are the worſt Diſeaſe. * 
Take heed how you in Thought offend, — 
So Mind and Body both will mend. Ty 


Enter Satyrewith Amoret. 
Amo. Beeſt thou the wildeſt Creature of the Wood, 
That bear'tt me thus away, drown'd ia m/ Blood, And 


ls 
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And dying, know I cannot injur'd be, 
I am a Maid, let that Name fight for me. 
Sat. Faireſt Virgin, do not fear 
Me, that doth thy Body bear, 
Not to hurt, but heal'd to be; 
Men are ruder far than we. 
Sce fair Goddeſs, in the Wood 
They have let out yet more Blood. 
Some Savage Man hath ſtruck her Breaſt, 
So ſoft and white, that no wild Beaſt 
Durſt a touch'd afleep, or wake : 
go ſweet, that Adder, Newte, or Snake, 
Would have lain from Arm to Arm, 
On her Boſom to be warm 
Alla Night, and being hot, 
Gone away and ſtung her not. 
Quickly clap Herbs to her Breaſt; 
A Man ſure is a kind of Beaſt. 
Chor. With ſpotleſs Hand, on ſpotleſs Breaſt . 
| put theſe Herbs, to give thee reſt: 
Which till it heal thee, will abide, 
If both be pure; if not, off ſlide. 
Sce it falls off from the Wound: 
dhepherdeſs thou art not ſound, 
Full of Luſt. - 
Sat. Who would have thought it, 
So fair a Face! 4 
dor. Why that hath brought it. | | 
Amo. For ought I know or think, theſe Words, my 
Vet Pan ſo help me as my Thoughts are Chaſt. (laſt: 
r. And fo may Pan bleſs this my Cure, 
s all my Thoughts are juſt and pure; 
Some Uncleanneſs nigh doth lurk, 
That will not let my Medicines work. 
catyre, ſearch if thou canſt find it. 
Sat. Here away methinks I wind it, 
Stronger yet: Oh here they be, 
Here, here, in a hollow Tree, 
Two fond Mortals have I found. 
Ju. Ering them out, they are unſound. 
Euter 
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Stronger yet: Oh here they be 
Here, here, in a hollow Tree, 
Two fond Mortals have I found. 
Clor. Bring them out, they are unſound, 
Enter Cloe, and Daphnis. 

Sat. By the Fingers thus I wring ye, 
To my Goddeſs thus I bring ye; 

Strife is vain, come gently in, 
I ſented them, they're full of fin. 

Clor. Hold Satyre, take this Glaſs, 
Sprinkle over all the Place, 

Purge the Air from luſtful Breath, 

To fave this Shepherdeſs from Death, 
And ftand you ſtill whilſt I do dreſs 
Her Wound, for fear the Pain increaſc. 

Sat. From this Glaſs I throw a drop 
Of Chriſtal Water on the top 
Of every Graſs, on Flow'rs a pair: 
Scnd a Fume, and keep the Air 
Pure and wholſome, ſweet and bleſt, 
Till this Virgin's Wound be dreſt. 

Clor. Satyre help to bring her in. 

Sat. By Pan, I think ſhe hath no fin, 
She is ſo light: lye on theſe Leaves. 
Slcep that mortal Senle deceives, | 
Crown thine Eyes, and eaſe thy Pain, 

. May'ſt thou ſoon be well again. 

Clor. Satyre, bring the Shepherd near, 

Try him if his Mind be clear. 
Shepherd come. | 

Daph. My Thoughts are pure. 

Sat. The better 'T rial to endure. 

Clor.In this Flame his Finger thruſt, 
Which will burn him if he luſt, 

But if not, away will turn, 

As loth unſpotted Fleſh to burn. 
See it gives back, let him go 

Farc wel Mortal, keep thee ſo. 

Sat. Stay fair Nymph, flye not ſo faſt, 
We muſt try if you be chaſt: 140 


— 
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Here's a Hand that quakes for fear, | 
Sure ſhe will not prove ſo clear. 
Clor. Hold her Finger to the Flame, 
That will yield her Praiſe or Shame. 
Sat. To her Doom ſhe dares not ſtand, 
But plucks away her tender Hand, 
And the Taper darting ſends 
His hot Beams at her Fingers ends. 
O thou art foul within, and haſt 
A Mind, if nothing elſe, unchaſt. | 
| Alex. Is not that Cle ? tis my Love, tis ſhe: 
he, Fair Clas. 
Che. My Alexis. Alex. He. 7 
dhe. Let me embrace thee. - Cor. Take her hence, 
Leſt her Sight diſturb his Senſe. 3 
Alex. Take not her, take my Lite firſt. 
Nn. See, his Wound again is burſt: 
Keep her near, here in the Wood, 
Till I have ſtopt theſe Streams of Blood. | N 
Soon again he Eaſe ſhall find, 
If I can but (till his Mind. 
This Curtain thus I do diſplay, 
To kcep the piercing Air away. . ,, 
Enter Old Shepherd and Prieſt. 
Prieſt. Sure they are loſt for ever; tis in vain 
To find them out with trouble and much pain, 
That have a ripe Deſire, and forward Will 
1o fly the Company of all bur ill, 
What ſhall be counſell'd now, ſhall we retire, | 
Or conſtant follow ſtill that farſt Deſire 
We had to find them? 
0%, Shep. Stay a little while; 
For, if the Morning's Milt do not ile 
My fioht with Shadows, ſure I ſee a Swain; 
One of this jolly Troop's come back again. 
Enter Thenot. | 
Prieſt. Doſt thou not bluſh, young Shepherd, to be 
Thus without care, leaving thy Flocks alone, (known, 
And following what Defire and preſent Blood , 
Shapes out before thy burning Senſe, for good, 


Having 
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Having forgot what Tongue hereafter may 
Tell — World thy falling off, and (ay 
Thou art regardleſs both of good and ſhame, 
Spurning at Virtue, and a virtuous Name, 
And like a glorious defp'rate Man that buys 
A Poiſon ot much Price, by which he dies, 
Doſt thou lay out for Luſt, whoſe only gain 
Is foul Diſeaſe, with preſent Age and Pain, | 
And then a Grave? Theſe be the Fruits that grow 
In ſuch hot Veins that only beat to know 
Were they may take moit Eaſe, and grow Ambitiou 
Through their own wanton Fire, and Pride delicious, 

The. Right holy Sir, I have not known this Night, 
What the imooth Face of Mirth was, or the fight 
Of any Looſeneſs; Muſick, Joy and Eaſe. 
Have been to me as bitter Drugs to pleaſe 
A Stomach loſt with weakneſs, not a Game 
That I am skill'd at throughly: Nor a Dame, 
Went her Tongue ſmoother than the feet of Time, 
Her Beauty ever living, like the Rhime 
Our bleſſed Tyrrres did fing of yore, 
No, were ſhe more enticing than the ſtore | 
Ot fruitful Summer, when the loaden Tree 
Bids the faint Traveller be bold and free, 
*T were but to me like Thunder *gainſt the Bay, 
WhoſeLightning miy incloſe, but never ſtay 
Upon his charmed Branches ; ſuch am I 
Againſt the catching Flames of Woman's Eye. 

Prieft. Then wherefore haſt thou wandred? 

The. *'Twas a Vow 
That drew me out laſt Night, which I have now 
Strictly perform'd, and homewards go to give 
Freſh Paſture to my Sheep, that they may live. 
| Prieſt. Lis good to hear ye Shepherd, if the Heut 

In this well founding Muſick bear his part. 
Where have you left the reſt? 

The. 1 have not ſeen, 1 
Since yeſternight we met upon this Gree 
To fold our Flocks up, any of that Train; 


Yet have I walk'd thoſe Woods round, and haye 1 
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All this ſame Night under an Tree, N 
Yet neither wandring Shepherd did I ſee, 
Or Shepherdeſs, or drew into mine Ear 
The ſound of living thing, unleſs it were | 
The Nightingale among the thick-leay'd ſpring 
That fits alone in Sorrow, and doth ſing | 
Whole Nights away in mourning, or the Owl, 
Or our great Enemy that ſtill doth howl 
Againſt the Moon's cold Beams. 
Prieſt. Go, and beware | 
Of after falling. n e 
The. Father, tis wy care. [Exit Thenot. 
Inter Daphnis. 


Old Shep. Here comes another Straggler, ſure I ſee 
A ſhame in this young Shepherd.  Daphnis! 
Daph. He. bbpeen, 
Prieſt. Where haſt thou left the reſt, that ſhould have 
Long before this, grazing upon the Green 3 

Their yet impriſon d Flocks? 
Daph. Thou holy Man, 
Give me a little breathing, till I can 
Be able to unfold what I have ſcen;n 
Such horror, that the like hath never been 
Known to the Ear of Shepherd: Oh my Heart 
Labours a double motion to im LET os 
So heavy Tidings! You all know the BoW r 
Where the chaſt Cloriz lives, by whoſe great Pow'r 
dick Men and Cattle have been often cur'd, 
There lovely Amoret, that was afſur'd 
To luſty Perigor, bleeds out her Life, | 
Forc'd by ſome Iron Hand and fatal Knife; —__ I 
And by her young Alexis. | - =" 
Enter Amarillis, running from her SullenShepberd, «oY 
Amar. If there be 1 
Ever a Neighbour-brook, or hollow Tree, * 
Receive my Body, cloſe me up from Luſt F ; 
That follows at my Heels; be ever juſt, 
Thou God of Shepherds, Pan, for her dear fake. 
That loves the Rivers brinks, and ſtill doth ſhake * 
ain Vor. II. a 74 | B b N . In 
All * =_— | 
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In cold remembrance of thy quick” Purſuit: 
Let me be made a Reed, und ever mut. ö 
Nod to the Waters full, whilev'ty Blat nfs 
Sings through my fender Leaves that I Was chaſt. 
Prieſt. This is a Night of wonder: Aim! 
3 Be comforted, the holy Gods are {till — 
4 Revengers of theſe W rongs. * 
| Amar. Thou bleſſed Man, ghd; ob gt 
Honour'd upon theſe Plains, and loyd of Pan, 
Hear me, and fave from endle's Infamy, 
My yet unblaſted Flow'r, Virginity. 


By all the Catlands that have crown'l thiit 'Heag, 


By thy chaſt Office, and the Marriage Bed 
That iſtill is bleſt by thee, by all the Rights 
Due to our God, and by thoſe Virgin Eiglits 
That burn before his Altar, let me not 
Fall from my former ſtate, to gain the blot 
That never ſhall be purg'd. I am not now 
That wanton Amarillts ! here I vowWͤ 
To Heav'n, and thee grave Father, if I may 
Scape this unhappy Night, to know the Day, 
To live a Virgin, never to endure | 
The Tongues, or Company of Men impure. 
I hear him come, fave m. 5 
Prieſt. Retire a while 55 
Behind this Buſh, till We have known that vile 
Abuſer of young Maidens. Ak 
| Enter Hillen Shepherd. 
Sul. Stay thy pace, 
Moſt loved Amarillis, let the Chaſe | 
Grow calm and milder, fly me not ſo faſt, 
I fear the pointed Brambles have unlac'd 
Thy golden Buskins; turn again and ſee 
Thy Shepherd follow, that is ſtrong and free, 
Able to give thee all Content and Eaſe. 
J am not baſhful, Virgin, I can pleaſe 
At firſt Encounter, hug thee in mine Arm, 
And give thee many Kiſſes, ſoft and warm, 
As thoſe the Sun prints on the ſmiling Cheek 
Of Plums or mellow Peaches; I am fleck 
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And ſmooth as Neptune, when ſtern Eokus 
Locks up his ſurly Winds, and nimbly thus 
Can ſhew my active Yourh;z why doſt thou fly ? 
Remember Amarillis, it was I 
That kill'd Alexis for thy fake, and fer 
An everlaſting Hate *rwixt Amoyer - 
And her beloved r; *rwas TI | 
That drown'd her in the Well, where ſhe muſt lye 
Till Time ſhall leave to be; then turn again, 

Turn with thy open Arms, and clip rhe Swain 
That hath perfof mid all this; turn, turn I ſay: 
I muſt not a dehuded. 

Prieſt. Monſter, 725 
Thou that art like a Canker to the State 
Thou liv'ſt and breath ft in, eating with debate 
Through every honeſt Boſom, forcing till 
The Veins of any that may ferve thy Will, 
Thou that halt offer'd with a ſinful Hand 
To ſeize upon this Virgin, that doth ſtand 


Yet trembling here. 
Sul. Good Holineſs, declare 
What had the Danger been, if being bare 
had embrac'd her, tell me by your Art, 4 
Mhat coming wonders would that ſight impart ? | 
Prieſt. Luſt, and a branded Soul. et | 1 
dull. Yet tell me more, | | = 
Hath not our Mother Nature, for her ſtorc | 
And great increaſe, ſaid it is good and juſt, ; 
And wills that every living Creature muſt | . _— 
7 5 his like ? _ 
teſt. Ye are better read than I, SA | | 
| muſt confeſs, in Blood and Lechery. | * 
Now to the Bow'r, and bring this Beaſt along, N 2 
Where he may ſuffer Penance for his wrong. ¶ Exeunt. g 
Enter Perigot with his Hand bloody. | 
Per. Here will I wafh it in this Morning's Dew, | 
Which ſhe on every little Graſs doth ſtrew | 
in Silver drops againſt the Sun's appear: 
I's Holy Water, and = make me clear. 


b 2 My * 


And for ever ſo to laſt? 
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My Hand will not becleans'd. My wronged Love, 
It thy chaſt Spiritin the Air yet move, | 
Look mildly do non him that yet doth ſtand 

All tull of Guilt, thy Blood upon his Hand; 

And though ] {truck thee undeſervedly, 

Let my Revenge on her that injur'd thee 

Make leſs a Fault which 1 intended not, 

And let theſe Dew drops waſh away my Spot. 

It will not cleanſe, O to what ſacred Flood 
Shall Ireſort to waſh away this Blood? 

Amidſt theſe Trees the holy Clorindwells 

In a low Cabin of cut Boughs, and heals 

All Wounds: To herl will my ſelf addreſs, 

And my rath Faults repentantly confels 
Perhaps ſhe'll find a means, by Art or Pray r, 

To małe my Hand, with chaſte Blood ſtained, fair: 
That done, not far hence, underneath ſome Tree 
I'll havea little Cabin built, ſince ſhe 

W hom [I ador'd is dead; there will Igive | 
My ſelf to ſtrictneſs, and like Cloris live. { Exit. 


The Curtain is drawn, Clorin appears fitting in the Cabin, 
Amoret ſitting on the one fide of her, Alexis and Cloe 
on the other, the Satyre ſtanding by. 0 


Chor. Shepherd, once more your Blood is ſtaid, 

Take example by this Maid, 
W ho is heal'd e er you be pure, 
So hard it is lewd Luſt to cure. 
Take hced then how you turn your Eye 
On each other luſtfully : 

And Shepherdeſs, take heed leſt you 
Move his w.lling Eye thereto 
Let no Wring, nor Pinch, nor Smile 
Of yours, his weaker Senſe beguile. 
ls your Love yet True and Chaſt, 


Alex. I have forgot all vain Deſires, 
All looſer Thoughts, ill temper'd Fires. 
True Love I find a pleaſant Fume, 

W hole mod'rate Heat can neer conſume. ' 
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Cloe. And IT a new Fire feel in me, _ 
Whole chaſt Flame is not quencht to be. 
Clor. Join your Hands with modeſt touch, 
\nd for ever keep you ſuch. 
Enter Perigot. 
Per. Yon is her Cabin, thus far off I'll ſtand, 
And call her forth: For my unhallowed Hand 
dare not bring ſo near yon ſacred Place. 
lorin, come forth, and do a timely Grace 
o a poor Swain. | 
Clor. What art thou that doſt call? 
rin is ready to do good to all: 
ome near. 
Per. 1 dare not. 
Clor. Satyre, ſee 
ho it is that calls on me. 
Sat. There at hand ſome Swain doth ſtand, 
dtretching out a bloody Hand. 
Per. Come Clorin, bring the holy Waters clear, 
o waſh my Hand. 
Clor. What w onders have been here ; 
To Night! Stretch forth thy Hand, young Swain, 
Vaſh and rub it, whilſt I rain . 
oly Water. 
Per, Still you pour, 
Fut my Hand will never ſcour. 
Cor. Satyre, bring him to the Bow'r, 
e will try the Soveraign Pow'r 
Vf other Waters. 
dat, Mortal, ſure 
Tis the Blood of Maiden pure 
hat ſtains thee ſo. 
e Satyre leadeth him to the Bow'r, where he ſpieth Amo- 
ret; kneeling down, ſhe knoweth him. 1 
Per. Whatc'er thou be, 
ft thou her Spright, or ſome Divinity, 
hat in her Shape thinks good to walk this Grove, 
ardon poor Perzgot. 
Amo, I am thy Love, . 
y Amoret, for evermore thy Love: 
ike ance more on my naked Breaſt, I'll prove 
| . B b 3 8 Ay 
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Upon thoſe guilty Wretches, through whoſe ſpight 
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As conſtant ſtill. O cou'dft thou love me yet; 

How ſoon ſhou'd I my former Griefs forget 

Per. So N with Joy that you live, now 

I am, that no defire of knowing how | 

Doth ſeize me; haſt thou ſtill pow'r to forgive? 
Amo. W hilit thou haſt pow'r to love, or I ta live; 


More welcome now than hadſt thou never gone 


Aſtray from me. 

Per. And when thou lov'ſt alone 
And not I, Death, or ſome lingring pain 
That's worſe, light on me. | 

Clor, Now your ſtain 
This perhaps will cleanſe again; 

See the Blood that earſt did ſtay, 
With the Water drops away. 

All the Pow'rs again are plcas'd, 

And with this new Knot are appeas'd. 
Join your Hands, and rife together, 
Pan be bleſt that brought you hither. 

Enter Prieſt, and Old Shepherd. 
 Clir. Go back again what e'er.thou art, unleſs 
Smooth Maiden Thoughts poſſeſs thee ; do not pres 
This hallow'd Ground. Go Saryre, take his Hand, 
And give him preſent Trial. 

Sat. Mortal, ſtand, 

Till by Fire I have made known 
Whether thou be ſuch a one, 
That mayſt freely tread this Place. 
Hold thy Hand up; never was 
More untainted Fleſh than this. 


Faireſt, he is full of Bliſs. 


Cor. Then boldly ſpeak, whydoſt thou ſeek this Place? 

Prieſt. Firſt, honour'd Virgin, to behold thy Face 
W here all good dwells that is : Next, for to try 

The truth of late Report was giv'n to me: 

Thoſe Shepherds that have met with foul miſchance, 
Through much neglect, and more ill governance, 
Whether the Wounds they have may yet endure 
The open Air, or ſtay a longer Cure 

And laitly, what the doom may be ſhall light 


All 
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All this Confuſion. fell: For to this Place, x 
Thou holy Maiden, have I brought the Race 
Of theſe Offenders, who have freely told, 
Both why, and by what means they gave this bold 
Attempt upon their Lives. Wh Hp 
Cor. Fume alF the Ground, 
And ſprinkle holy Water, for unſound 
And foul Infection gins to fill the Air, 
It gathers yet more ſtrongly; take a pair e 
Of Cenſors fill'd with Frankincenſe and Mirrh, | 
Together with cold Camphyr : Quickly ſtir 
Thee, gentle Satyre, for the Place begins 
To ſweat and labour with th* abhorred Sins 
Of thoſe, Offenders z let them not come nigh, 
For full of itching Flame and Leproſie 
Their very Souls are, that the Ground, goes back, 
And ſhrinks to feel the ſullen weight of Black 
And ſo unheard of Venom; hye thee faſt, 
Thou holy Man, and baniſh from the chaſt 
Theſe manlike Monſters, let them never more 
Be known upon theſe Downs, but long before 
The next Sun'srifing, put them from the fight 
And Memory of every honeſt Wight. 
Be quick in ee leſt the Sores | | 
Oftheſe weak Patients break into new Gores. [.Ex.Prie/t. 
Per. My dear, dear Amoret, how happy are ö 
Thoſe bleſſed Pairs, in whom a little jar 
Hath bred an everlaſting Love, too ſtrong 
For Time, or Steel, or Envy to do wrong! 
How do youl feel your Hurts? Alas poor Heart, 
How much I was abus'd z give me the Smart, 
For it is Juſtly mine. | 
Amo, I do believe. 
It is enough dear Friend, leave off to grieve, 
And let us once more, in deſpight of ill, 
Give Hands and Hearts again. 
Per, With better will 
Than e'er 1 went to find in hotteſt Day 
Cool Chriſtal of the Fountain, to allay | 
Pb 4 \ _ My 
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My eager thirſt: May this Band never break 
Hear us O Heav'n. phe 
Amo. Be conſtant. 
Per. Elſe Pan wreak, 
With double Vengeance, my Diſloyalty; 
Let me not dare to know the Company 


Amo. Thus Shepherd with a Kiſs 
Enter Prieſt. 
Prieſt. Bright Maid, 1 have perform'd your will; the 
In whom ſuch Heat and black Rebellions reign (Swain 
Hath undergone your Sentence, and Diſgrace : | 
Only the Maid I have reſery'd, whoſe Face 
Shews much amendment, many a Tear doth fall 


Envy dyes. 


In é ſorrow of her Fault; great Fair recal 


Your heavy doom, in hope of better Days, 
Which I dare promiſe; once again upraiſe 
Her heavy Spirit, that near drowned lyes 
In ſelf confuſing care that never dyes. 
Cor. | am content to Pardon, call her in; 
The Air grows cool again, and doth begin 


Jo purge it ſelf, how bright the Day doth ſhow 


After this ſtormy Cloud? go Satyre, go, 

And with this Taper boldly try her Hand. 

If ſhe be pure and good, and firmly ſtand 

To be ſo ſtill, we have perform'd a work IR 

Worthy the Gods themſelves, [Satyre brings Amarillis in. 
Sat. Come forward Maiden, do not lurk, 

Nor hide your Face with Grief and Shame; 

Now or never get a Name 

'That may raiſe thee, and re-cure 

All thy Life that was impure : 

Hold your Hand unto the Flame ; 

If thou beeſt a perfect Dame, 

Or haſt truly vow'd to mend, 

This pale Fire will be thy Friend. 

See the Taper hurts her not. 

Go thy ways, let never ſpot 

Henceforth ſeize upon thy Blood. 


Thank the Gods, and ſtill be good. | oi 


— — 2 2 — — — 2 — — — — 2 2 —— EH; JU» oA2AWWI 


M 


The Faithful Shepherdeſs. 34 


 Clor. Young Shepherdeſs, now ye are brought again 

To Virgin State, be ſo, and fo remain "IT 

To thy laſt Day, unleſs the faithful Love 

Of ſome good Shepherd force thee to remove; 

Then labour to be true to him, and live 

As ſuch a one, that ever ſtrives to give 

A bleſſed Memory to after Time, 

Be Famous for your Good, not for your Crime. 

Now holy Man, I offer up again 

Theſe Patients full of Health, and free from Pain: 

Keep them from after ills, be ever near 

Un their Actions, teach them how to clear 

The tedious way they paſs through, from Suſpect, 

Keep them from wronging others, or 

Of Duty in themſelves, correct the Blood 

With thrifty Bits and Labour, let the Flood, 

Or the next neighbouring Spring give Remedy 

To greedy Thirſt, and travel not the Tree | 

That hangs with wanton Cluſters, let not Wine, 

Unleſs in Sacrifice, or Rites Divine, 

Be ever known of Shepherds, have a care 

Thou Man of holy Lite. Now do not ſpare 

Their Faults through much remiſneſs, nor forget 

To cheriſh him, whoſe many Pains and Sweat 

Hath giv'n increaſe, and added to the Downs. 

Sort all your Shepherds from the lazy Clowns 

That feed their Heiftrs in the budded Brooms : 

Teach the young Maidens ſtrictneſs, that the Grooms 

May ever fear to tempt their blowing Youth 

Banith all Complements, but ſingle Truth, 

From every Tongue, and every Shepherd's Heart, 

Let them till uſe Perſwading, but no Art: 

Thus, holy Prieſt, I wiſh to thee and theſe, 

All the beſt Goods and Comforts that may pleaſe. 
Alex. And all thoſe Bleſſings Heav'n did ever give, 

We pray upon this Bow'r may ever live. (Hand 
Prieſt. Kneel ev'ry Shepherd, while with pow'rful 

| bl:(s your After-Labours, and the Land 

You feed your Flocks upon. Great Pan defend you 

irom Misfortune, and amend you, 


Keep 


84 Th hath em 


| you. from thoſe Dangers ſtill, 
e follow'd by your Sell, 

Give ye Means to know at length 

All your Riches, all your Strength, 

Cannot keep your Foot from, fal ng 

To lewd Luft, that ftill is calling 

At your Cottage, till his pow'r 

Bring again that Golden Hour 

Of Peace and Reſt to every Soul. 

May his Care of you controul 

All Diſeaſes, Sores or Pain, 

That in after Time may reign, 

Either in your Flocks or you; 

Give ye all Affections new, f 

New Deſires, and Tempers new, 
That ye may be ever true. 
Now riſe and go, and as ye paſs oy 

Sing to the God of Sheep; chad 

That honeſt Dorus taught ye, Dorus, 

That was the Soul and God of Melody. 


The SONG. 


All ye Woods, 2 Treg, and Boy're, 
All ye Fixings and ye P mrs 
That inbalit in the Lakes, 
In the pleaſant Springs or. Brakes, 
Mpue yous Feet 
Fo our Sound, 
Whilſt we greet 
All this Ground, 
With his Honours and bis Name 
That defends our Flocks from blue. 


He is great, and be is juſt, 


He is ever good, and mn 


Thus be honowr?d. Daffadillies, 
Roſes, Pinks, and loved Lilies, 
Let ns fling, 
Whilſt we / 7 ng 
Ever hol, 
Ever boy, 
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.The Faithful Shepherdeſs. - 
Ever honour'd, ever young, 

Thus great Pan is ever ſung. 

Sat. Thou divineſt, faireſt, brighteſt, 
Thou moſt pow'rful Maid, and Whiteſt, 
Thou moſt virtuous and moſt bleſſed, 

Eyes of Stars, and Golden treſſed 

Like Apollo, tell me Sweeteſt 
What new Service now is mecteſt * 'Y 
For the Saryre? ſhall I ſtray | | 
In the middle Air, and ſtay 

The ſayling Rack, or nimbly take NG 
Hold by the Moon, and gently make 4 
Sute to the pale Queen of Night = 
For a Beam to give thee Light? 
Sall TI dive into the Sea, 

And bring thee Coral, mgking way 
Through the rifing Waves that fall 
In ſnowy Fleeces ? deareſt, ſhall 

I catch the wanton Fawns, or Flyes, 1 
Whoſe woven Wings the Summer dyes "= 
Of many Colours? get thee Fruit? | of 
Or ſteal from Heav'n old Orpbens Lute? 

All theſe I'll venture for, and more, 

To do her ſervice alltheſe Woods adore. + 
Chor. No other Service, Satyre, but thy Watch 
About theſe Thickets, leſt harmleſs People catch 
Miſchief or ſad Miſchance. | 6 BS 

Sat, Holy Virgin, I will dance 
Round about theſe Woods as quick 
As the breaking Light, and prick 
Down the Lawns, and down the Vales 
Faſter then the Wind-mill fails. | 
So I take my leave, and pray 
All the Comforts of the Day, 
Such as Phebus Heat doth ſend 
On the Earth, may till befriend 
Thee and this Arbour.  * 

Cor. And to thee, 

All thy Maſter's Love be free. 
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PROLOGUE. 


0 pleaſe all's impoſſi ble, and to dafdair 2 
Ruins our ſelves; and damps the Writers Care: 
Would wwe knew whit to do, or ſay, or when | 
To find the Minds here equal with the Men: 
But we muſt venturr ; now to-Sea gn 
Fair Fortune with us, give us Rodn, andblow, © 
Remember you're all Vent'rers; and in this Pia 
How many Twelve-pences ye have ſtou d this Day: 
Remember for return of your Delight, Spirit, 
We launch, and plough through ſtorms of Fear, wad 
Cive us your Fore-winds fairly, fill our Wings, 
And ſteer us right; and as the Saylor ſings, 
Loaden with Wealth, bn wunton Gras, ſo we 
Hall make our Home-bound-voyage cheerfully 8.5. 
#nd you our woble Merchants, for your Treaſure 


Hare N the Frauzht, We Fes For Ple eafin 72. 1 


172 


. 
Dia- 


Dramatis Perſone. | 
M E N. 


n. King of Paphos. | 
Memnon, the General and the Mad ** 


Polydor, Brother to Memnon, beloved of Cali, 


A Toipdius two eminent Soldiers. 


Chilax, us old inorry Soldier. YES > b 
Siphax, 4 Soldier in Love with the rel. 
Stremon, 4 Soldier that can ſing. TR 


< { | 
| 


Demagoras, Servant to the General. ; 
Fool. | ] \ OUT 4-AS ALT ITY 
Page. 
Corriere. t 7 

wv 0 M E N. N N 


Calis, Ss iſter to the King, and Mi liftreſs zo Wien 
Cleanthe, & er to Siphax. 

Lucippe, one of the Princeſs's Women. 

\ Prieſt of Venus, an old Wanton. 

A Nun. 


| | Cloe, 4 Camp "FR 
SCENE PAPHOS. 
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ACT I. SC E NE I. 
Flouriſh. Enter Aſtorax King of Paphos his N. 
ſter Calis, Train, and Cleanthe, Lucippe, Gen- 


tlewomen, at one Door; at the other — 4 
Soldier. 


E UE NE S. 


King. Eumenes, welcome: 
== 8 Welcome to Paphos, Soldier, to our Love, 
And that fair Health ye wiſh us, through 

1 1 (the Camp 
— May i it diſperſe it ſelf, and make all happy; 

How does the General, the valiant Memnon, 

And how his Wars, Eumenes? 

Eum. The Gods have giv'n you (Royal Sir) a | Soldier; 
Better ne'er ſought a Danger, more approv'd | 
In way of War, more Maſter of his Fortunes, 

kepert | in leading em; in doing valiant, 
In Türig all fis Deeds to Victories, 845 
ol holding ng Fortune certain there- 1 
ug. O Soldier, 
Thou ſpeak'ſt a Man indeed; A General's General, | 
: Hk Vo L. 5 A 


850 The Mad Lover. © 
A Soul conceiv'd a Soldier. 74 
Eum. Ten et Battels. 4 
Againſt the ſtrong Uiurper Diocle 
(W hom long Experience had begot a Leader, 
Ambition rais'd too mighty) hath your Memnon 
Won, and won gloriouſly, diſtreſt and ſhook him 
Even from the head of all his Hopes to nothing: 
In three, he beat the Thunder=bolt his Brother, 
Forc'd him to wall himſelf up: There not ſafe, 
Shook him with warlike Engines like an Earthquake, 
Till like a Snail he left his Shell, and crawil'd 
By Night and hideous Darkneſs to Deſtruction: 
Diſarm'd for ever riſing more: Twelve Caſtles, 
Some thought impregnable; Towns twice as many z 
Countries that like the Wind knew no command 
But Savage wildneſs, hath this General 
With loſs of Blood and Youth, through Storms and Tem- 
Call'd to your fair Obedience. (peſts 
King. O my Soldier, 1 | 
Thar thou wert now within my Arms! what Drums 
Are thoſe that beat, Eumenes * [ Drums within, 
Eum. His, my Soveraignz 8 
Himſelf i' th Head of Conqueſt drawing home, 
An old Man now to offer up his Glories, 
And endleſs Conqueſt, at your Shrine. 
King. Go all, 
And entertain him with all Ceremony 3 
We'll keep him now a Courtier. 
Eum. Sir, a ſtrange one, f 
Pray God his Language bear it; by my Life, Sir, 
He knows no Complement, nor curious caſting 
Of Words into fit Places e' er he ſpeak em: 
He can ſay Fight well Fellow, and I'll thank thee: | 


" af Jy 


rr DET" TY YET , . CELTS 


He that muſt eat, muſt fight; bring up the Rear there, 1 

Or charge that Wing of Horſe home. [ Flouriſh I 

King. Go too, go too. | 

Ente, Memnon, with a train of Courtiers, and W 
Soldiers, two Captains, Chilax, SS. 

Vali:nt and Wiſe are twins, Sir: Welcome, welcome, ©, 

c 


Weicome my fortunate and famous General; iet 
| ] 


em- 


el, 


That ſhall hereafter 


How gloriouſly. 


| be Mad Loder. 851 
High in thy Prince's Favour, as in Fame, 
Welcome to Peace, and Paphos. 

Mem. Thank your Grace, | 
And wou'd to God my dull Mes had that Sweetneſs 
To thank you as I ſhou'd z but pardon me, 
My Sword and I ſpeak roughly, Sir: Your Battels, 
| dare well ſay, I un fought well z for I bring ye 
That lazy end you with for, Peace, ſo fully, 
That no more name of War is: Who now thinks 
Sooner or ſafer theſe might have been ended, 
Begin em if he dare again; I'll thank him. 
Soldier and Soldier's Mate theſe twenty five years, 
At 1 your General, (as one whoſe Merit 

Kk upon no leſs,) I have waded through 

Dangers — damp theſe ſoft Souls, but to hear of. 
The Maiden- heads of thouſand Lives hang here, Sir, 
Since which time, Prince, I know no Court but Marſhal n 
No oylie Language, but the ſhock of Arms, 
No dalliance be with Death; No lofty Meaſures 
But weary and fad Marches, Cold and Hunger, 
Larums at midnight Valours ſelf would ſhake at, 
YetI ne'er ſhrunk : Balls of confuming Wildfire, 
That lickt Men up like Lightning, have I laught at, 
And oſt em back again like Childrens trifles. 


Upon the edges of my Enemies Swords (ing, . 


have marcht!like Whirl-winds, Fury at this Hand wait» 
Death at my right; Fortune m 9 Hope, 
When! bh rapled with Deſtruction, 
And tug'd with pale-fac'd Ruin, Night and Miſchief, 
Fight to ſeea new Day break in Blood; 
ev'ry where I conquer'd; and for you, Sir, 
Mothers have wanted Wombs to make me F amous, 
And blown Ambition, dangers; Thoſe that griev d ye, 
have taken order for i'th* Earth: Thoſe Fools. 


King. No more Wars, my Soldier: 


We muſt now treat of Peace, Sir. 


[King takes Memnon afide and talks with 4 
Ce. How he talks, 


— 


Ce 2 Cal. 


852 The Mad Lover. 

Cal. A goodly timber'd Fellow, | if 
Valiant no doubt. 

Cle. If Valour dwellin vaunting ; N fp 
In what a Phraſe he ſpeaks, as if his Aion 
Cou'd be ſer off in nothing bur a Noiſe? 

Sure h'as a Drum in's Mouth. 

Cal. I wonder, Wenches, 
How he wou'd ſpeak to us. 

. Cle, Nothing but Larum, 
Tell us whoſe Throat he cut, ſhew us his Sword, 
And bleſs it for ſure biting. 

Lucip. And it like your Grace, 
Ido not think he knows us what we are, 
Or to what end; for 1 have heard his Followers 
Affirm he never Aw a Woman that exceeded 
A Sutler's Wife yet, or in Execution | 
Old bed-rid Beldames without Teeth or Tongues, 
That wou'd not fly his Fury ? How he looks. 

Cle. This way devoutly. | 

Cal. Sure his Lordſhip's viewing 
Our Fortifications. 

Lucip. If he mount at me, + 
I may chance choak his Battery. 

Cal. Still his Eye 
Keeps quarter this way: Venus grant 2 Valou 
Be not in Love. 

Cle. If he be, preſently 
Expect a Herald and a Trumpet with ye 
To bid ye render; we two Perdu's pay for't elſe. 

King. I'll leave ye to my Siſter, dee Ladies, 
To make you welcome fuller. My good Soldier 
We muſt now turn your Sternnefs i — Courtſhip z. 
W hen ye have done there, to your fair Repoſe Sir: Hu 
I know you need it Mæmnon; welcome, Gentlemen. 

| Fx King. 

Licip. Now he begins to march: Madam, the Vans yours 

Keep your Ground ſure; tis for your Spurs. 
Men. O Venus. 

[He kneels ama d, and Habe 70 fen 
. How he ſtares on me. 


Cle, Knight him Madam, knight hi 
He will 8 to th* Ground b 2 
Eum. 2 tis a L bent ; 
1 Cap. Ye your to her. 
Col. Rite and ſpeak, Sir. 222 
Ye are welcome $0 the Court, to me, to all, Sir. 
Lucip. Is he not Deaf? | 
Cal. The Gentleman's not well. 
Eum. Fic, noble General. 5 
Lucip. Give him freſh Air, his Colour goes; how do ye? 
The Princeſs will be glad, Sir. | 
Mem. Peace, and hear me. 
Cle. Command a Silence there. 
Mem. I love thee, Lady. | 
Cal. 1 thank your Lordſhip heartily : Procced, Sir. 
Lucip. Lord how it ſtuck in's Stomach like a Surfeit. 
Cle. It breaks apace now from him, Gad be thanked, 
What a fine ſpoken Man he is. . 
Lucip. A choice one, of ſingular variety in Carriage. 
Cle. Yes, and I warrant you be knaws his diſtance. 
Mem. With all my Heart I love thee. 
Cal. A hearty Gentleman, bh 
And I were &en an arrant Beaſt, my Lord, 
But I lov'd you again, 4 
Mem, Good Lady kiſs me. „ 15.54 ü 
Cle. Ay marry, Mars, there thou cam'ſt cloſeup to her. 
Cal. Kiſs you at firſt, my Lord? Tis no fair fuſhion, 
Our Lips are like Roſe buds, blown with Mens Breaths, 
They loſe both Sap and Savour ; there's my Hand, Sir. 
Em. Fie, fie, my Lord, this is too iude. 
Mem. Unhand me, : 
Conſume me if I hurt her; good ſweet Lady 
Let me but look upon thee. 
Cal. Do. 
Aem. Vet — 
Cal. Well Sir, 
Take your full view. | 
ſpeak. Lucip, Bleſs your Eyes, Sir. 
|. Mercy, 3 
dib this the Man they talkt of for a Soldier, | 
| 1 80 


1 

854 The Mad Lover. 
So abſolute and excellent? O the Gods, 
If I were given to that * 
Of making ſport with Men for Ignorance, 
What a moſt precious Subject had I purchas d? 
Speak for him, Gentlemen: Some one that knows 
What the Man ails; and can ſpeak Senſe. 

Cle. Sure, Madam, 
This Fellow has been a rare Hare-finder. 
See how his Eyes are ſet. . 

Cal. Some one go with me, 
III ſend him ſomething for his Head; poor Gallen 


He's e with the Staggers. 
Lucip. Keep him dark, 


PO 28 ov 22 — 


He will run March mad elſe, the fumes of Battels A 
Aſcend into his Brains. 0 
Cle. Clap to his Feet Br 
An old Drum-head, to draw the Thanked downward; v. 


cal. Look to him Gentlemen: Farewel, Lord, I 
We cannot kiſs at this time, but believe it (lor 
We'll find an hour for all. God keep my Children 
From being ſuch ſweet Soldiers z ſoftly, Wenches, 
Leſt we diſturb his Dream. | Exeunt Calis, and Ladis. 

Eum. Why this is monſtrous. 

1 Capt. A ſtrange Forgetfulneſs, yet ſtill he holds it. 

2 Capr. Though he ne'erſaw a Woman of great Faſhion 
Before this Day, yet methinks *tis poſſible 
He might 1 imagine what they are, and what 
Belongs unto 'em: Meer Report of others. 

Eum. Piſh, his Head had other Whimſies in't: My Lord, 
Death I think y'are ſtruck dumb; my good Lord „ 

1 Capt. Sir. (neral, 

Mem. That I do love ye, Madam; and fo love Jes 
An't like your Grace. 
2 Capt. He has been ſtudying this Speech. 
Eum. Who do ye ſpeak to, * 
Mem, Why where's the L 
The Woman, the fair Woman? 
1 Capt, Who? 85 
Mem. The Princeſs, 
Give me the Princels. 


Vo 


The Mad Lover. 


Eum. Give ye Counſel rather 
To uſe her like a Princeſs : Fy my Lord, 
How have you born your ſelf, how nakedly 
Laid your Soul open, and your Ignorance 
To be a ſport to all. Report and Honour 
Drew her to do you Favours, and you bluntly, 
Without „ e whos or who ſhe was, 
Neither collecting Reaſon, nor Diſtinction. 
Mem. Why, what did I, my Maſters? 
Em. All that ſhews | 
A Man unhandſom, undigeſted Dough. 
Mem. Did not I kneel unto her? 
Eum. Dumb and ſenſcleſs, 
As though ye had been cut out for your Father's Tomb, 
Or ſtuck a Land-mark; when ſhe {poke unto you, 
Being the Excellence of all our Iſland, 
Ye ſtar'd upon her, as ye had ſeen a Monſter. 
Men. Was I ſo foolith? I confeſs, Eumenes, 
I never ſaw before ſo brave an Outſide. ; 
But did I kneel fo long? 
Eum. Till they laught at ye, 
And when you ſpoke, I am atham'd'to tell ye 
What *twas, my Lord; how far from Order; 
Bleſs me, is't poſſible the wild noiſe of War, 
And what ſhe only teaches thou'd poſt. {s ye? 
Knowledge to treat with her, and full Diſcretion 
Being at flood ſtill in ye: And in Peace, 
And manly Converſation, ſmooth and civil, 


Lord, Bi Where Gracefulneſs and cory twyn together, 

6. Thruſt your ſelf out an Exile? 

neri. BY Do you know, Sir, what State ſhe carries? 

Je, ¶ hat great Obedience waits at her Beck continually? 


Mem. She ne'er commanded 
A hundred thouſand Men, as I have done, | 
Nor nc'er won Battel ; ſay I wou'd have kiſt her. 

Eum. There was a dainty offer too, a rare one. 

Mem. Why, the is a Woman, is ſhe not? 

Eum. She is ſo. 1 

Mem. Why, very well; what was ſhe made for then? 
6 ſhe not young, and handſom, bred to breed? 

3 C 4 3 


pu 
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Do not Men kiſs fair Women? if they do, 

If Lips be not unlawful ware; why a Princeſ; 

ls got the ſame way that we get a Begpgar, 

Or I am cozen'd ; and the felt-ſame way 

She muſt be handled e'er ſhe get another, 

That's Rudenels, is it not? 15. 5 
2 Capt. To her ' tis held ſo, and Rudeneſs in that high 
Mem. Tis Reaſon; | | (degree 

But I will be more punctual; pray what thought ſhe? 
Eum. Her * were merciful, but ſhe laught 

Pitying the poorneſs of your Compliment, (at ye, 

And ſo ſhe left ye. Good Sir, ſhape your ſelf 

To underſtand the Place and noble Perſons 

You live with now. 4 4A, 
1 Capt. Let not thoſe great Deſerts 

The King hath laid up of ye, and the People, 

Be blaſted with ill bearing. at 

_ Eum. The whole Name of Soldier then will ſuffer, 
Mem. She's a ſweet one, 2 

And good Sirs leave your Exhortations, 

They come untimely to me; I have Brains 

That beat above your reaches: She's a Princeſs, 

That's all; T have kilFd a King, that's greater. 

Come let's to Dinner, if the Wine be good, 

You ſhall perceive ſtrange Wiſdom in my Blood. 

Exeunt all but Chilas 

Chi. Well, wou'd thou wert i' the Wars again 

Old Aemnon, there thou wou'dit talk to th* purpoſe, 

And the proudeſt of all theſe Court Cameleons 

Wou'd be glad to find it Senſe too: Plague of this 

Dead Peace, this Baſtard breeding, lowzy, lazy Idleneß, 

Now we muſt learn to pipe, and pick our Livings 

Out of old rotten Ends: "Theſe twenty five Years 

I have ſerv'd my Country, loſt my Youth and Blood, 

Expos'd my Life to.Dangers more than Days; 

Yet let me tell my Wants, I know their Anſwers, 

The King is bound to right me, they good People 

Have but from Hand to Mouth, Look to your Wives 

Your young trim Wives, your high-day Wives, you! 

For if the Soldiers find not Recompence, {Marchpar 
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As yet there's none a hatching ; I believe, | 
You Men of Wares, the Men of Wars will nick ye, 
For ſtarve nor beg thy muſt not; my ſmall Means 
Are gone in fumo: Here to raiſe a better, 
Unleſs it be with lying, or Dog flattering, 
At which our Nation's excellent; obſervi N 
When this good Lady broils and wou be baſte 
By that good Lord, or ſuch like Moral Learnings, 
Is here Impoſſible: Well; I will rub among em 
If any 5 Honeſty be gotten, | 
Though't be but Bread and Cheeſe, I can be fatisfied : 
If otherwiſe the Wind blow, {tiff as I am n 
Yet I ſhall learn to Shuffle: There's an old Laſs 
That ſhall be nameleſs yet alive, my laſt hope, 
Has often got me my Pocket full of Crowns. EY 
If all fail ——Jack-Daws, are you alive till? (proſper, 
Then I ſee the Coaſt clear, when Fools and Boys can 
| Enter Fool, and Page. 8.1 "Ob 

Page, Brave Lieutenant. 

Fool. Hail to the Man of Worſhip. 

Chi, You are fine Sirs, | 


| Moſt paſſing fine at all Points. 


Fool. As ye ſee, Sir, 1 
Home- bred and handſome, we cut not out our Clothes, 
At half ſword as your Taylors do, and pink em (Sir, 
Wich Pikes and Partizans, we live retir'd, Sir, | 
Gentleman like, and jealous of our Honours, (you, 

Chi. Very fine Fool, and fine Boy, Peace plays with 
As the Wind plays with Feathers, dances ye, 

You grind with all Guſts, Gallants. | 

Page, We can bounce, Sir, N 
When you Soldados bend i'th' Hams, and frisk too. 

Fool. When twenty of your Trip- coats turn their 
And your cold Sallets without Salt or Vinegar (ippets, 
Be wambling in your Stomachs; Hemp and Hobnails 
Will bear no price now, Hangings and old Harneſs 
Are like to over-run us. Page. W hores and hot Houſes. 

Fool. Surgeons and Syringes ting out yaur Saints-bells, 

Page. Your Jubile, your Jubile, ' +: of 

Fool, Prob Deum. | 


How. 
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How our St. Georges will beſtride the Dragons, 

The red and ramping Dragons. 
Page. Advance't Fool 


Fool. But then the Sting i'th* tail, Boy: h 
Page. Tanto Melior. 


For ſo much the more Danger, the more Honour. 


Chi. You're very pleaſant with our Occupation, Gentle. 
Which very like amongſt theſe fiery Serpents (men 
May light upon a Blind-worm of your Blood, 

A Mother or a Siſter. + | 

- Fool. Mine's paſt faddley,, _ 
You ſhould be ſure of her elſe: But ſay, Sir Hon, 
Now the Drums dubbs, and the Sticks turn'd Bed-ſtayes, 
All the old Foxes hunted to their Holes, 
The Iron Age return'd to Erebus, 
And Honorificabilitudinitatibus 2 

Thruſt out o'th* Kingdom by the Head and Shoulders, 
What Trade do you mean to follow? 

Chi. That's a Queſtion. ys | 

Fool. Yes a learned Queſtion if ye mark it, 

Conſider and ſay on. | 3 

Chi. Fooling as thoudoſt, that's the beſt Trade, I take it. 
_ Fool. Take it ſtraight then, 

For fear your Fellows be before ye; hark ye, Lieutenant, 
Fooling's the thing, the thing worth all your fightings, 
When all's done ye muſt Fool, Sir. 

Chi. Well, 1 muſt then. 

Fool. Butdo you know what Fooling is? true Fooling, 
The Circumſtances that 'belong unto it? . 

For every idle Knave that ſhows his Teeth, 
Wants and would live, can juggle, tumble, fiddle, 
Make a Dog-Face, or can abuts his Fellow, 

Is not a Fool at firſt Daſh; you ſhall find, Sir, 
Strange rurnings in this Trade; to Fool is nothing 
As fooling has been, but to fool the fair way, 
The new way, as the beſt Men fool their Friends, 
For all Men get by fooling, meerly fooling, | 
Deſert does nothing, valiant, wiſe, virtuous, 

Are things that walk by without Bread or Breeghes. 

Chi. I partly credit that. = 

| vol, 


Pom fol Yn 1» 


le- 
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Fool. Fine Wits, fine Wits, Sir, 
There's the young Boy, he does well in his way too, 


He cou'd not live elſe in his Maſter's abſence; 
He tyes a Lady's Garters fo, ſo prettily, 


Say his Hand flip, bur fay fo. 
hi. Why let it flip then, 
Fool. Tis ten to one the Body ſhall come after, 
And he that works deſerves his Wages. | 
Chi. That's true. 
Fool. He riddles finely to a Waiting- Gentle woman, 
Dreams like a Propet, dreams himſelf too, 
And wiſhes all Dreams true; they cry Amen, 
And there's a Memorandum : He can ſing too 
Bawdy enough to pleaſe old Ladies : He lies rarely, 
Pawns ye a ſute of Clothes at all points, fully, 
Can pick a Pocket if ye pleaſe, or Casket ; 
Liſps when he lift to catch a Chamber-maid, 
And calls his Hoſteſs Mother, theſe are things now, 
If a Man mean to live: To fight and ſwagger, 
Beaten about the Ears with bawling Sheepskins, 
Cut to the Soul for Summer : Here an Arm loſt, 
And there a Leg; his honourable Head 
Seal'd up in Salves and Cereclothes, like a Packet, 
And ſo ſent over to an Hoſpital, ſtand there, charge there, 
Swear there, whore there, dead there, 
And all this ſport for Cheeſe and Chines of Dog - fleſh, 
And Mony when two Wedneſdays meet together, 
Where to be louzy is a Gentleman, [47.3 
And he that wears a clean Shirt has his Shrowd on. 
Chi. I'll be your Scholar, come, if I like 2 
* 


Fool. You cannot chuſe but like it, fight you one 


I'll Fool another; when your Surgeon's paid, 
And all your Leaks ſtopt, ſee whoſe Slops are heavieſt, 


I'll have a Shilling for a Can of Wine, 


When you ſhall have two Sergeants for a Counter. 

Bey. Come lxarn of us Lieutenant, hang your Iron up, 
We'll find you cooler Wars. 

Chi, Come let's together, 


I'll ſee your Tricks, and as I like em. [ Exeunt. 


Enter 
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Enter Memnon, Eumenes, and Captains. 
Mem. Why was there not ſuch Women in the Camp 
Prepar'd to make me know em? (then 
Eum. T was no place, Sir, ((. Creatures 
1 Capt. Why ſhou'd they live in Tumults? they are 
Soft, and of ſober Natures. N | 
Mem, Cou'd not your Wives, 
Your Mothers, or your Siſters, have been ſent for 
To Exerciſe upon? | 
Em, We thank your Lordſhip. | 
2 Capt. But do you mean? | 
Mem. I do mean. Bo, 
2 Capt. What, Sir? 
Mem. To ſee her, : | ba 
And ſee thee hang'd too an thou anger'ſt me, 
And thouſands of your 'Throats cut; get ye from me, 
Ye keepa prating of your points of Manners, 
And fill my Head with lowzy Circumſtances, 
Better have Ballads in't, your courtly Worſhips, 
How to put off my Hat, you, how to turn me, 
And you, forſooth, to blow my Noſe diſcreetly ; 
Let me alone, for I will love her, ſee her, 
Talk to her, and mine own way. 
Eum. She's the Princeſs. . 
Mem. Why let her be the Devil, I have ſpoke 
When Thunder durſt not check me, I muſt Love, 
I know ſhe was a thing kept for me. 
Eum, And I know, Sir; 
Though ſhe were born yours, yet your ſtrange Behaviour 
And want — | 
Mem. Thou lieſt. 
Eum. I do not. 
Mem. Ha! 
Eum. I do not lie, Sir, | 
I fay you want fair Language, nay tis certain 
You cannot ſay Good-morrow 
Mem. Ye Dog-whelps, 


The proudeſt of your prating Tongues —— 


Eum, Do, kill us, KLE. © 
Kill us for telling Truth: For my part, General, 
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| word tot iro wk Men moke/n dag e 
Of him I have made a Maſter; 2 Ys 
Then ye may — 

Mem. What? 

Eum. Do what you lik, draw your Sword childiſhly 
Upon your Servants that are bound to tell Je; 

Jam weary of my Life. 

1 Capt. And IJ. 

2 Capt. And all; S8. 

Eum. Go to the Princeſs, e her ſport, cry to her 
Tam the 2 Man of War. 

Mem. Pray ye leave me, 

Lam ſorry I was angrys PI think better, 
Pray no more Wor 
Eum. Good Sir. 
* Nay then. 
Cee. We are gone, Sir. [Ester Eum. ond Capt. 
"— Calis, Lucippe, and Cleanthe. 

Cal. How came he hither? ſee for Heav'ns lake, Wen- 
What Face, and what Poſtures he puts on, ( ches, 
do not think he is perfect. | 

[Memnon walks afide, full of ſtrange Geſtures. 

Cle. If your Love As 
Have not 2 his little Wits, he's vell 7 
As well as he will be. 

Cal. Mark how he muſes. 

Lucip. H'as a Battalia now in's Brains, he draws out, 
Have at ye Harpers. (now 

Cle. See, ſee, there the Fire fails. 

Luc. Look what an Alphabet of Faces he runs through. 

Cle. O. Love, Love, how amorouſſy thou look'ſt 
In an old ruſty Armour. gal 

Cal. TIl away, for by my Troth 1 fear him. 

Luc. Fear the Gods. Madam, 

And never care what Man can do this Fellow, 
With all his Frights about him, and his Furies, 

His Larums, and his Launces, Swords, and Targets, 
Nay caſe him up in Armour Cap-a-pe, | 

Yet durſt J undertake within two hours, 

If he durſt Charge, to give him ſuch a Shake, 


On 
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Should ſhake his Valour off, and make his'Shanks to ale 
Cle. For ſhame no more. Me, 
Cal. He muſes till. | 
Cle. The Devil — is 

Why ſhou'd this old dry'd Timber chopt with Thunder- 

(Cal. Old Wood burns quickeſt. 

Luc. Out, you wou'd fay, | 

Give me a green Stick that may hold me Heat, 

And ſmoak me ſoundly too; He turns, and ſees ye. 

ASA | [ Memnon comes 10 ber, 
Cle. There's no avoiding now, have at ye. 
AMem. Lady, 

The more I look upon ye—— - | [Stays ber 
Cle. The more you may, Sir. [i | 
Cal. Let him alone. ; 

Mem. I wou'd deſire your Patience. 

The more I ſay I look, the more [Stays be, 
Luc. My Fortune, | 

"Tis very apt, Sir. 

Mem. Women, let my.Fortune 
And me alone I wiſh ye, pray come this way, 
And ſtand you ſtill there, Lady. | 
Cual. Leave the Words, Sir, and leap into the Meaning, 


Mem. Then again: 1 
I tell you I do love ye. A 
Cal. Why? I; 


Mem. No Queſtions: Pray no more Queſtions. 
I do love you, infinitely : Why do you ſmile? 
Am I ridiculous ? | 
Cal. I am monſtrous fearful; no, I joy you love me. 
Mem. Joy on then, and be proud on't, I do love you; 
Stand ſtill, do not trouble me, you Women; 
He loves you Lady, at whoſe Feet have kneel'd 
Princes to beg their Freedoms, he whoſe Valour 
Has over-run whole Kingdoms. 
Cal. That makes me doubt, Sir, 
*T will over-run me too. 
Mem. He whoſe Sword. } 
Cle. Talk not ſo big, Sir, you will fright the Princeb. ( 
AMem. Ha. Lucippe. No rivoth. +: | 
Cal. 


ke; 


2 


ouz 


els. 


Cal. 
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Cal. I know ye have done Wonders; | 

Mem. I have and will do more and greater, braver; 
And for your Beauty Miracles, name that Kingdom 
And take your Choice. 

Cal. Sir, I am not Ambitious. (love, 

Mem. Ye ſhall be, tis the Child of Glory: ſhe that l 
Whom my Deſires ſhall magnifie, time Stories, 
And all the Empires of the Farth | 

Cle. I wou'd fain ask him 

Luc. Prithee be quiet, he will beat us both elſe. 

Cle. What will ye make me then, Sir? 4 


Mem. I will make thee N 
Stand ſtill and hold thy peace; I have a Heart, 1 
Cal. Ye were a Monſter elſe. | 


Mem. A loving Heart, 
A truly loving Heart. 
Cal. Alas, 5 came it? | 
Mem. I wou'd you had it in your Hand, ſweet Lady, 
To ſee the truth ir bears you. N 
Cal. Do you give it. 
Luc. That was well thought upon. 
Cle. Twill put him to't, Wench. 
Cal. And you ſhall ſee I dare accept it, Sir, 
Take't in my Hand and view it: If I find it 
A loving and a ſweet Heart, as you call it, 
Iam bound, I am. 3 
Mem. No more, I'Il ſend it to xe, 
As I have Honour in me, you ſhall have it. 
Cle. Handſomely done, Sir, and perfum'd by all means, 
The Weather's warm, Sir. IST, 19 
Mem. With all Circumſtance. 
Luc. A Napkin wrought moſt curiouſly. 
Mem, Divinely. | 
C/e. Put in a Goblet of pure Gold. 
Mem. Yes, in Facinth, 
That ſhe may ſee the Spirit through. 


Luc. Ye have greas'd him 


For chewing Love again in haſte. 


Cle. If he ſhould. do it. (do it! 
Cal. If Heav'n mould fall we ſhould have Larks; 2 
| e. 


a the " 
ou 


xs Th Mel Tor: 
| ie. Sec how he thinks upon't. t. 
Cal. He will think theſe three Leas 
Fer he prove ſuch an Ass: I like*t his Offer, 
There was no other way to put him off elſe. 
| 1 I _ do it. 
Lady, ex my Heart. 
81 


al. | : | 
Mem. Love it, for tis a Heart that and fol leaveye 


2 [Exit Memnon 
Co. Either he is ſtark mad, Ws; | 
Or elſe I think he means it. 3 bs 
He mult be ſtark mad F545 
== hc will never do it, tis Vain-Glory . 
AV irnt of Judgement that provokes this in him; 
Sleep and Society cures all: His Heart?! 
No, no, good Gentleman, there's more belongs tot, 
Hearts are at higher prices; let's go in 
And there examine him a little better; 
Shut all the Doors behind for fear he follow; 
I hope I have loſt a Lover, and am glad ont. | Exe, 


a * + Ac ned. 4 mL LA .. nes 
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Enter Memnon alone. 


—_— — but to dye, Dogs doit, Ducks with dabling, 
I Birdsfing away their Souls, and Babies ſleep em. 
W hy do I talk of tha: is trevle Vantage ? 

For in the other World ſhe is bound to have me; 

Her Princely Word is paſt: My great Deſert too 
Will draw her to come after preſentlyʒ; 

Tis Juſtice, and the Gods mult ſec it done too. 
Beſides, no Brother, Father, Kindred there * 
Can hinder us, all Languages are alike too. 

There Love is ever laſting, ever young, 

Free from Diſeaſes, Ages, Jealouſies, 2228 
Bawds, Beldames, Painters; Purgers. Dye? *tis nothing | 
Men drown themſelves for Joy to draw in Juleps - Th 
When they are hot with Wine: In Dreams we do 2 Die 


eye. 
Don, 
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and many a handſom Wench that loves the ſport well, 
Gives up her Soul ſo in her Lover's Boſom; | 

But I muſt be incis'd firſt, cut and open d. 
My Heart, and handſomely, ta'en from me; ſtay there, 
Dead once, ſtay, let me think again, who doTknow there? 
For elſe to wander up and down unwaited on 

And unregarded in my Place and Project, 

Is for a Sowter's Soul, not an old Soldier's. | 

My brave old pany tr ty there it goes, 

That have been kill'd before me, right. | 

| Enter Chilax. n 
Chi. He's here, and I muſt trouble him. "OF 
Mem. Then thoſe I have conquer'd, — 


To make my Train full. Fd 
Chi. Sir. * — > ; * | - 
Chi. Sir, I beſeech ye. 
Mem. For to meet her there, 


Being a Princeſs, agda King's ſole Siſter, Q 

With great Accommodation muſt be cared for. 
Chi, Weigh but the Soldiers Poyerty. 
Mem. Mine own Troop firſt, +. 

For they ſhall die. = F 
1 ow, what's this? | IN 

. Nexto—— os #7 

Chi. Shall I ſpeak Icli, Sir ? 15 
Mem. A ſquare Battalia - 
Chi. You do not think of us. 4 5 
Mema#Their Armours gilded ———— | 
Chi. Good noble Sir. DES 
Mem. And round about ſuch Engines 

Shall make Hell ſhake. 
Chi. Ye do not mock me. n en 
Mem. For, Sir, „„ 

I will be ſtrong, as brave. 
Chi. Ve may conſider, ANTE Fs 

You know we have ſery'd you long enough! 
Mews. No Soldier | | 

That ever landed on the bleſt Elyzium 8 

Did or ſhall march, as I will. n 
Vol, II, 3 Chi. 


- 
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Chr. Wou'd ye wou'd march, Sit, 
Up to the King, and get us--<-- 
Mem. King nor Keiſer 
Shall equal me in that World. 
Chi. What a Devil ails he? 
Mem. Next, the rare Beauties of thoſe Towns I fir'd. } 
Chi. I ſpeak of Mony, Sir. ( 
Mem. Ten thouſand Coaches 
Chi. OPounds, Sir, Pounds, I beſeech your Lordſhip, 
Let Coaches run out of your Remembrance. | þ 
Mem. In which the wanton Oxprds, and the Graces 
Drawn with the Weſtern Winds kindling Deſires; 
And then our Poets PEE. 
Chi. Then our Pay. 
Mem. Forchilax when the Triumph comes; the Princeſs 
Then, for I will have a Heav'n made 
Chi. Bleſs your Lordſhip! 
Stand ſtill, Sir. 
Mem. So 1 do, and in it 
Chi. Death, Sir, 
You talk you know not whar. 
Mem. duch rare Devices: 
Make me, I ſay, a Heav'n. 
Chi. 1 ſay ſo too, Sir. 
Mem. For here ſhall run a Conſtellation. 
Chi. And there a piſſing Conduit. 
Mem. Ha! 
Chi. With Wine, Sir. 
Mem. A Sun there in his height, there ſuch a Planet. 
Chi. But where's our Mony, where runs that ? 
Mem. Ha? 
Chi. N 
Mony, an't like your Lordſhip. (Stuff, 
Mem. Why all the Carriage ſhall come behind, the 
Rich Hangings, Treaſure; 
Or ſay we have none. 
Chi. I may fay ſo truly, 
For hang me if I have a Groat: I have ſerv'd wel! 
And like an honeſt Man: I ſee no reaſon 


Mew. Thou muſt needs die, good Chilax, 


- 


et. 


if, 
the 
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Chi. Very well, Sir. 

Mem. 1 will have honeſt, valiant Souls about me, 
I cannot miſs thee. 

Chi. Die? | 

Mem. Yes, die, and Pelius, 
Eumenes and Polybius : 1 ſhall think 
Of more within theſe two hours. 

Chi. Die, Sir? 

Mem, I, Sir, 
And ye ſhall die. 

Chi, When, I beſeech your Lordſhip? 

Mem. To Morrow fee ye do dic. 

Chi. A ſhort 3 
Troth, Sir, J am ill 1 

Mem. I die my ſel 8 
Beſide there's . 

Chi. Oh! 

Mem, 1 pray thee tell me, 
For thou art a great Dreamer. 

Chi. 1 can dream, Sir. 
f I cat well and ſleep well. 

Mem. Was it never 
By Dream or Apparition open'd to thee 

Chi. He's Mad. 

Mem. What the other World was, or Mew 8 ? 
Didſt never travel in thy Sleep? 

. To Taverns, 
When I was drank o'er Night; or to a Wench, 
TON s an Elyzium for ye, a young Lady 
apt round about ye like a Snake: Is that it? 

071 that ſtrange Elyzium that you talk of 
Be where the Devil is, I have dreamt of him, : 
And that J have had him by the Horns, and rid him; 
He trots the Dagger out othꝰ ſheath. 

Mem. Elyzium, 
The bleſſed Fields, Man. . 

chi. I know no Fields bleſſed, but thoſel have gi 


I have dreamt I have been in Heav'n too. 


Mem. There, handle that Place; that's Eyzium. 
Gi. Brave ſin ging, and 7: dancing, 


And 
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And rare things. a 
Mem. All full of F low! IS: 
Chi. And Pot- herbs. 

Mem. Bow'rs for Lovers, 
And everlaſting Ages of delight. 

Chi. I ſlept not ſo far. 

Mem. Meet me on thoſe Banks 
Some two days hence. 

Chi. In Dream, Sir? 

Mem. No in Death, Sir. 

And there I muſter all, and pay the Solder. 

Away, no more, no more. 0 
Chi. God keep your Lordſhip : 

This is fine dancing for us. 

Enter Siphax. 

Sip. Where's the General? .. 

Chi. There's the old ſign of Menmon, where the Soulis 
You may go look, as I have. 

Sp. What's the matter? | 

Chi. Why queſtion him and ſec; he talks of Devils 
Hells, Heav'ns, Princes, Pow'rs, and Potentates; 
You mult to th' Pot too. 7450 

Sip. How? | (Gooſe chaſe of 

Chi. Do you know Elyzium? A Tale he talks the Wild: 

Sip. Elyzium? I have read of ſuch a Place. 

Chi. Then get ye to him, 

Ye are as fine Company as can be fitted. * Chilax. 

Your Worſhip's fairly met. | 
Sip. Mercy upon us, 

What ails this Gentleman? 

Mem. Proviſion- 

Sip. How his Head works? 

Mem. Between two Ribs, 

If he cut ſhort or mangle me; 111 take him 

And twirl his Neck about. 

Sip. Now Gods defend us. 

Mem. In a pure Cup tranſparent, with a writing 
To ſfignifie———— e 1 VE 
Si. I never knew him thus: 
Sure he's bewitch'd, or poiſon'd. 
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Mem. Who's there? * | 
Sip. I, Sir. | 
Mem. Come hither, Selur, hu | 
Sp. Yes, how does your-Lordſhip?- ,'-- | 4 
Mem. Well, God a mercy Soldier, very well, | 
But r prithee tell me | 
Sp. Any thing I can, Sir.. ö 

Mem. W hat durſt thou do to gain che aneh Banuey | 
The World has? 

Sp, That the World has? 'tis worth doing. 

Mem. Is it ſo ; but what doing bears it? 

Sip. Why, any thing; all danger it appears to. 

Mem. Name Cos of thoſe things; do. 

Sp. I would undertake, Sir, 
A Voyage round about the World. 

Mem. Short, Siphax. 
A Mcrchant does it to ſpice Pots of Ale. 

Sip. I wou'd ſwim in Armour. 

Mem. Short ſtill; a poor Jade 
Loaden will take a Stream, and ſtem it ſtrongly 
To leap a Mare. 

Sy. The Plague, I durſt. 

Mem. Still ſhorter, 
Il cure it with an Onion. 

Sp. Surfeits. * 

Mem. Short {till : % 

They are often Phyſicks for our Healths and help us; 
Sip. I wou'd ſtand a Breach. | 
Mem. Thine Honour bids thee, Soldier: | 

'Tis ſhame to find a ſecond Caule. 1 
Sip. I durſt, Sir, 

Fight with the felleſt Monſter. 

Mem. That's the pooreſt; 

Man was ordain'd their Maſter; durſt ye dic, mire 
Sp. How? die, my Lord! ine 
Mem. Die, Siphax; take thy Sword, 2 

And come by that Door to her; 9 $A die. 


Sp. lam content, Sir, 


D d 3 : Jem. 
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Mew. Away thou W orld-worm, 
Thou win a matchleſs Beauty? 

Sip. Tis to loſe't, Sir; 
For being dead, where's the Reward I reach at? 
The Love I labour for? 

Mem. There it begins, Fool, 
Thou art meerly cozen'd ; for the Loves we now know 
Are but the heats of half an hour; and hated 
Deſires ſtir d up by Nature to encreaſe her; 
Licking of one another to a Luſt ; ] 
Courſe and baſe Appetites, Earths meer Inheritors 
And Heirs of Idleneſs and Blood; pure Love, 
That, that the Soul affects, and cannot purchaſe, 
While ſhe is loaden with our Fleſh ; that Love, Sir, 
Which is the Price of Honour, dwells not here, 
Your Ladies Eyes are Lampleſs to that Virtue, 
That Beauty ſmiles not on a Cheek waſht over, 
Nor ſcents the ſweet of Ambers; below, Siphax 
Below us, in the other World Elyzium, 
Where's no more dying, no deſpairing, mourning, 
Where all deſites are full, deſarts down loaden, 
There, Siphax, there, where Loves are ever living. 

Sip. Why do we live in this World then? 

Mem. To preſerve it, 
The Maker loſt his work, elſe; but mark, Sipbar, 
What Iflues that Love bears. ee 

Sp. Why Children, Sir. | 
1 never heard him talk thus; thus divinely 

And ſenſible before. | 

Mem. It does ſo, Siphax, 
Things like our ſelves, as ſenſual, vain, unvented 
Bubbles, and breaths of Air, got with an itching 
As Bliſters are, and bred, as much Corruption 
Flows from their Lives, Sorrow conceives and ſhapes em, 
And oftentimes the Death of thoſe we love moſt. 
The breeders bring them to the World to curſe em, 
Crying they creep amongſt us like young Cats. 
Cares and continual Croſſes keeping with em, 
They make Time old to tend them, and Experience 
An Aſs, they alter ſoz they grow and good iy, Fer 
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Fer we can turn our Thoughts, like drops of Water 
They fall into the Main, are known no more; 2 
This is the love of this World; I muſt tell thee, 
For thau art NG | 

Sip. What you pleaſe, Sir. 

Mem. And as a faithful Man: 
Nay 1 dare truſt thee, | 
| love the Princeſs. | 

$ip. There 'tis, that has fired him, 
| knew he had ſome Inſpiration, 
But does ſhe know it, Sir? 

Mem. Yes marry does ſhe, 
[ have given my Heart unto her. 

Sip. 1t ye love her. 

Mem. Nay, underſtand me, my Heart taken from me, 
Out of my Body, Man, and ſo brought to her. 
How lik'ſt thou that brave Offer? There's the Love 
told thee of; and after Death, the living; 
She muſt in Juſtice come Boy, ha? 

Sip; Your Heart, Sir? 

Mem. Ay, by all means, Sipbax. 

Sip. He lote; Roaſt well 
Thar ears the Spit. | 

Mem. And fince thou art come thus fitly, 
I'll do it preſently and thou ſhalt carry it, 
For thou canſt tell a Story, and deſcribe it. 
And I conjure thee, Siphax, by thy Gentry, 
Next, by the glorious Battels we have fought in, 
By all the Dangers, Wounds, Heats, Colds, Diſtrefles, 
Ihy Love next, and Obedience, nay thy Life. 

dp, But one thing, firſt, Sir, if ſhe pleas'd to grant it, 
Cou'd ye not love her here and live? Conſider. 

Mem. Ha? Yes, I think I cou'd. 

Sip. Twou'd be far nearer, 
| Beſides the Sweets here wou'd induce the laſt Love 
And link it in. | | 

Mem. Thou ſay'ſt right, but our Ranks here 
And Bloods are bars between us; ſhe muſt ſtand off too, 
As I perceive ſhe does. 

'" Dd 4 Sip. 
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_ Sip. Deſert and Duty | | | 

Makes even all, Sir. | . Fl 
Mem, Then the King, though 1 

Have merited as much as Man can, muſt not let her, 1 

So many Princes covetous of her Beauty 

I wou'd with all my Heart, but tis impoſſible. 1 
Sip. Why, ſay ſhe marry after. ( 
Mem. No, ſhe dares not; U 

The Gods dare not do ill; come. / 
Sip. Do you mean it? | 5 / 

m. Lend me thy Knife, and help me off. 

_ Sip. For Heav'n fake, 11 

Be not ſo ſtupid mad, dear General. | 
Mem. Diſpatch, I fay. ; 
Sip. As ye love that ye look for, a 

Heav'n and the bleſſed Life. 

| Mem. Hell take thee, Coxcomb, | 

Why doſt thou keep me from it? Thy Knife, I ſay. | 
Sip. Do but this one thing, on my Knees I beg it, ll | 

Stay but two hours *till I return again. | 

For I will to her, tell her all your Merits, 

Your moſtunvalu'd Love, and laſt your Danger; N 

If ſhe relent, then live ſtill, and live loving, 

Happy, and high in favour: if ſhe frown 
Mem. Shall I be ſure to know it? | 
Sip. As I live, Sir, 1 

My quick return ſhall either bring ye Fortune, 

Or leave you to your own Fate. 

Mem. Two hours? | , 
Sip. Ves, Sir. : : 


Mem. Let it be kept, away, I will expect it. 
1 oh 4 [ Exe. Mem. and dip. 
Enter Chilax, Fool and Boy, 

Chi. You dainty Wits? Two of ye to a Cater, 


To cheat him of a Dinner? 
Boy. Ten at Court, Sir, 
Are few enough, they are as wiſe as we are. | 
Chi. Hang ye, I'll eat at any time, and any where, 
I never make that part of want, preach to me 
What ye can do, and when ye liſt. 


Fu. 


it, 


1Sip. 


Foul. 


— 


The Mad Lover. 


Fool. Your Patience, ay 
'Tis a hard Day at Court, a fiſh Day. 
Chi. So it ſeems, Sir, 
The Fins grow out of thy Face. 
Fool. And to purchaſe | 
This day the company of one dear Cuſtard, 
Or a Meſs of Rice ap Thomas, needs a main Wit; 
Beef we can bear before us lined with Brewes 
And tubs of Pork; vociferating Veals, 
And Tongues that ne'er told Lie yet. 
Chi. Line thy Mouth with em. 
Fool. Thou haſt need, and great need, 
For theſe finny Fiſh-days, | 
The Officers Underſtandings are ſo flegmatick, | 
They cannot apprehend us. 185 
Chi. That's great pity, | 
For you deſerve it, and being apprehended 
The whip to boot; Boy, what do you ſo near me? \ 
| dare not truſt your touch, Boy. 
ter Stremon, and his Boy. 
Boy. As J am virtuous, 4 
What, Thieves amongſt our ſelves ? 
Chi. Stremon. 
Stre. Lieutenant. 
Chi. Welcome aſhore, aſhore. 
Fool. What, Monſieur Muſick ? 
Stre. My fine Fool. 
Boy. Fellow Crack, why what a Conſort 
Are we now bleſt withal? | 
Fool. Fooling and fidling, 
Nay and we live not now, Boys; what new Songs, Sirrah ? 
Kre. A thouſand, Man, a thouland. 
Fool. Itching Airs 
Alluding to the old ſport. | 
Fre. Of all ſizes. _ (ont; 
Fool. And how does ſmall Tim Treble here; the Heart 
2 Hor. To do you ſervice. n 
Fool. O Tym, the Times, the Times, Tym. 
Stre. How does the General, 


Ang next, what Mony's ſtirring? 
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Chi. For the General 
He's here, but ſuch a General ! 
The Time's chang'd, Stremon, 
He was the liberal General, and the lovi 
The Feeder of a Soldier, and the Father, 
But now become the ſtupid'ſt. 
Fre. Why, what ails he? 
Chi. Nay, if a Horſe knew, and his Head's bigenough, 
T'll hang for't ; didſt thou ever ſee a Dog 
Run mad o'th' Tooth-ach, ſuch another toy 
Is he now, ſo he glotes, and grins, and bites. 
Fool. Why hang him quickly, 
And then he cannot hurt Folks. 
Chi. One hour raving, 
Another ſmiling, not a word the third hour: 
I tell thee, Srremon, Has a ſtirring Soul, 
Whatever it attempts or labours at 
Wou'd wear out twenty Bodies in another. 
Fool. I'll keep it out of me, for mine's but Buckram, 
He wou'd bounce that out in two hours. 
Chi. Then he talks 
The ftrangeſt and the maddeſt ſtuff from Reaſon, 
Or any thing ye offer; ſtand thou there, 
I'll ſhow thee how he is, for I'll play Memnon 
The ſtrangeſt General that cer thou heardſt of, Stremon. 
Stre. My Lord. 
Chi. Go prelently and find me 
A black Horſe with a blue Tail ; bid the blank Cornet 
Charge through the Sea, and fink the Navy; ſoftly, 
Our Souls arc things not to be waken'd in us 
With larums, and loud bawlings, for in Ehyzium, 
Stilneſs and Quietneſs, and Sweetneſs, Sirrah, 
I will have, for it much concerns mine Honour, 
Such a ſtrong Reputation for my welcome _ 
As all the World ſhall ſay: For in the Forefront 
So many on white Unicorns, next them 
My Gentlemen, my Cavaliers and Caprains, 
Ten deep and trapt with Tenter-hooks to take hold 
Of all occaſions: For Friday cannot fiſh out 
The end I aim at; tell me of Dzocles, 
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And what he dates do? Dare he meet me naked? 
Thunder in his Hand? In his left Fool 
Fool. Ves, Sir. 
Chi. Fool, I would have thee fly i'th' Air, fly willy 
To that lace where the Sun ſets, there deliver. 
Fool. Deliver? What, Sir? 
Chi. This Sir, this ye Slave, Sir, [Al laugh. 
Death ye rude Rogues, ye Scarabe's. 
Fool. Hold for Heav'ns 25 Lieutenant, ſweet Lieu- 
Chi. J have done, Sir. | (tenant. 
Bry. You have wrung his Neck off. 
Chi. No Boy, tis the nature 
Of this ſtrange Paſſion when't hits, to hale People 
75 by th' Hair, to kick em, break their Heads. 
Do ye call this Acting, was your Part to beat me? 
Chi. Yes, I muſt act all that he does. 
Fool. Plague act ye, 
Ill act no more. 


Here. Tis but to ſhew Man. 


Fool. Then Man 
He ſhould have ſhew'dit only; and not done it, 
I am ſure he beat me beyond Action, 


Gouts o' your heavy Fiſt. 
Chi. I'll have thee to hing, 
Thou haſta fine Wit, fine Fool, and cauſt play rarely. 
He'll hug thee, Boy, and ſtroke thee. 
Fool. Tl to the rocks firſt, 
Eer I be ftrok'd thus. 
Kere. But how came he, hilar? 
Chi. I know not that. 
Stre, I'll to him. 
Chi. He loves thee well, 
And much delights to hear 'thee ſing; much taken 


He has been with thy battel Songs. 
Here. If M ſick 
Can find his Madneſs; I'll fo fiddle him, 
That out it ſhall by th Shoulders. 
Chi. My fine Fidler, 
He'll firk you and ye take not heed too: Twill be rare ſport 
To ſce his own Trade triumph over him; 


His 
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His Lute lac'd to his Head, for creeping Hedges; 
For Mony there's none ſtirring; try good Stremon 
Now what your Silver ſound can do; our Voices 
Are but vain Echoes. 
Stre. Something ſhall be done | 
Shall make him underſtand all; let's to th' Tavern, 
I have ſome few Crowns left yet: My whiſtle wet once 
Il pipe him ſuch a Paven ——— 
. Hold thy Head up, 
Tl cure it with a quart of Wine; come Coxcomb, 
Come Boy take heed of Napkins. = 
Fool. You'd no more acting? 
Chi. No more, Chicken. 
Fool. Go then. [ Exennt, 
Enter Siphax at one Door, and a Gentleman at the other 
Sip. God ſave you Sir; pray how might I ſee the Princch? 
Gent. Why very fitly, Sir, ſhe's even now read 
To walk out this way into th' Park; ſtand there, 
Ye cannot miſs her fight, Sir. FE: 
Sip. I much thank ye. Exit Gentleman. 
Enter Calis, Lucippe, and Cleanthe. 
Cal. Let's have a care, for I'll aſſure ye, Wenches, 
I wou'd not meet him willingly again; 
For though I do not fear him, yet his faſhion - 
| wou'd not be acquainted much with. 
Cle. Gentle Lady, | 
Ye need not fear, the Walks are view'd and empty 
But methinks, Madam, this kind Heart of hi 
Lucip. He's flow a coming. 
Sip. Keep me, ye bleſt Angels, 
W har killing power is this? 
Cal. Why, doſt thou look for't ? 
Dot think he ſpoke in earneſt? 
Lucip. Methinks, Madam, 1 
A Gentleman ſhou'd keep his Word; and to a Lady, 
A Lady of your Excellencies. | 
Cal. Out Fool! OE NT EP ; 
Send me his Heart? Whatſhould we do with't? Dance it 
Lucip. Dry it and drink it for the Worms. 
Cal, Who's that? COTULRE IST 2 4 
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What Man ſtands there? 

Cle. Where? 

Cal. There. 

Cle. A Gentleman, 
Which I beſeech your Grace to honour ſo much, 

As know him for your Servant's Brother. 

Cal. Siphax 

Ce. The ſame an't . our Grace; what does he here? 
Upon what buſineſs! ignorant? 

Cal. He's grown a handſome Gentleman: Good Siphax 
You're welcome from the Wars, wou'd ye with us, Sir? 
Pray ſpeak your Will: He bluſhes ; be not fearful, 
can afſure ye for your Siſter's fake, Sir, 

There's my Hand on it. 

Cle. Do you hear, Sir? 

Cal. Sure theſe Soldiers are all grown ſenſeleſs. 

Cle. Do you know where ye are, Sir? 

Cal. Tongue ryed, 


Ne looks not well too, by my Life, I think—— 


Cle. Speak, for ſhame ſpeak. 
Lucip. A Man wou'd ſpeak 
Cal. Theſe Soldiers 
Are all dull Saints: Conſider and take time, Sir; 
Let's forward, Wenches, come, his Palat's down. (lets, 
Lucip. Dare theſe Men charge i' th' face of Fire and Bul- 
And hang their Heads down at a handſome Woman? 
Cood Maſter Mars, that's a foul fault. [ Ex. Cal. and Lucip. 
Cle. Fie Beaſt, 
No more my Brother. 
Sp. Siſter, honour'd Siſter. 
e. Diſhonour'd Fool. 
Si 1 do confels. 
= Fie on thee. 
But ſtay till I deliver. 
e. Let as go, I am aſham'd to own thee. 
2 Fare wy well then, ye _ ne'er ſee me more. 
Pa Why ſta y, dear Sip Ee . 
y Anger's aſt; I will hear ye 
dp, O Sitter! ö ET 


Cle. 
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Cle. Out with it, Man. 

Sip. O have drunk my Miſchief. 

Cle. Ha? What? 

Sip. My Deſtruction. 
In all mine Eyes havedrunk it; O the Princeſs, 
The rare ſweet Princeſs ! 

Cle. How Fool? The rare Princeſs ? 
Was it the Princeſs that thou ſaidſt? 

= The Princeſs. ' 

Thou doſt not love her ſure, thou dar'ſt not. 

Sip. Yes, by Heav'n. 

Cle. Yes, by H eav'n? I know thoudar'ſt not. 
The Princeſs? Tis thy Life the Knowledge of it, 
Preſumption that will . it into all th by Kindres, 
And leave em Slaves and Succourleſs. The Princeſs? 
Why ſhe's a ſacred thing to ſee and worſhip, 

Fixt from us as the Sun is, high, and glorious, 

To be ador'd, not doted on; efire things poſſible, 
Thou fooliſh young Man, nouriſh not a Hope 

Will hale thy Heart out. 

Sip. Tis my Deſtiny, 

And I know both Diſgrace and Death will, quit it, 
If it be known. 

Cle. Purſue it not then, Siphax, 
Get thee good wholſom Thoughts may nouriſh thee, 
Go home and Pray, 

Sip. J cannot. 

Cle. Sleep then, Sipbax, 
And dream away thy Doting. 55 

Sip. I muſt have her, 

Or you no more your Brother; work Cleanthe, 
Work, and work ſpeedily, or I ſhall die, Wench 
Cle. Die then, I dare forget; farewel. 
1. Farewel, Siſter. 
Farewel for ever, {ce me buried. 

Cle. Stay. 

Pray ſtay: He's all my Brothers, No way, Spar 
No other Woman? 

2 None, none, ſhe or ſinking. 

Go and hope well, my Life Il venture for "= 1 
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\nd all my Art, a Woman may work Miracles; 

o more, pray heartily againſt my Fortunes, 

or much ] fear a main one. | 
Sp. 1 ſhall do it. | [ Exeunt. 
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Enter a Prieſteſs of Venus, and a Boy. 


057 Tu him by any means; and Child tell him 
He has forgot his old Friend, give him this, 
And ſay this Night without excuſe or buſineſs, 
As ever he may find a Friend, come to me, 
He knows the way, and how; begon. 
Boy. I Gallop. [ Evit Boy. 
Enter Cleanthe. 
Cle. J have been looking you. 
Prieſt. The fair Cleanthe, 
What may your buſineſs be? 
Cle. O holy Mother | 
Such buſineſs, of ſuch ſtrange weight, now or never. 
As ye haveloy'd me, as yt do or may do, 
When I ſhall find a fit time. 
Prieft. If by my means 
Your beds may be fitted; ye know me, 
And how am tied unto you; be bold, Daughter, 
To build your beſt Hopes. 
Cle. O but 'tis a ſtrange one, 
Stuck with as many Dangers 
Prieſt. There's the working, | 
Small things perform themſelves and give no Pleaſures 
be confident, through Death I'll ſerve. | 
Cle. Here, Prieft. Fie, no Corruption. Z 
Cle. Take it; 'tis yours, + | 
And Goodneſs is no gall to th* Conſcience | 
lknow ye have ways to vent it: Ve may hold it. | 
Prieſt. I'll keep it for ye; when? 
. To Morrow Morning 
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In viſit ye again; and when Occaſion 


Offers it ſelf —— 
Prieſt. Inſtruct me, and have at ye. 
Cle. Fare wel tilt chen; be ſure. 
Prieſt. As your own Thoughts, Lady. 


Cle. Tisa main Work, and full of Fear. [ Exit Cle. 


Prieſt. Fools only 


Make their effects ſeem fearful; farewel, Daughter. 


This Gold was well got for my old ruff Soldier, 
Now I ſhall be his ſweet again; what buſineſs 

Is this ſhe has a- foot? Some luſty Lover 
Beyond her Line, the young Wench wou'd fain piddle, 
A little to revive her 'muſt be thought of, 

*Tis cen ſo, ſhe muſt have it; but how by my means, 


A Devil, can ſhe drive it? I that wait {till 


Before the Goddeſs, giving Oracle, 

How can I profit her? Tis her own Project, | 
And if ſhecaſt it falſe, her own fault be it. [Exit 
Enter Polydore, Eumenes, Captains, and Stremon. 

Pol. Why, this is utter Madneſs. 
Eum. Thus it is, Sir. | 
Fol. Only the Princeſs fight?  _ F 
1 Cap. All we can judge ar. 12 
Fol. This muſt be lookt to timely. 
Eum. Yes, and wiſely. 
Pol. He does not offer at his Life? 
Eum. Not yet, Sir, 
That we can hear of. 
Pol. Noble Gentlemen, 


Loet me entreat your Watches over him, 


Ye cannot do a worthier Work. 
2 Cap. We came, Sir, 
Provided for that Service. 
Pol. Where is Chilax? 
Stre. A little buſie, Sir. 
Pol. Is the Fool and Boy here? 
Strre, They are, Sir. 
Enter Memnon. . 


* 
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Eum. Now ye may behold him. 


Pol. Let 'em be ſtill ſo; and as they find his humour. 
3 50 
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Pol. Stand cloſe, and make no Noile 

By his Eyes now, Gentlemen, 

| gueſs him full of Anger. 
Eum. Be not ſeen there. - 
Mem. The hour's paſt long ago, he's falſe, and fearful ; 

Coward, $9 with thy Caitive Soul, thou Cur Dog, 

Thou cold Clod, Wild-fire warm thee, monſtrous fearful, 

I know the Slave ſhakes but to think on'r, 

Pol. Who's that ? | 
Eum. I know not, Sir. | 
Mem. But I ſhall catch ye, Raſcal, 

Your mangy Soul is not immortal here, Sir, 

Ye muſt die, and we muſt meet; we muſt, Maggat, 

Be (ure we muſt, for not a Nook of Hell, 

Not the moſt horrid Pit ſhall harbour thee ; 

The Devil's Tail ſhan't hide thee, but I'll have thee, 

And how I'll uſe thee? Whips of Firebrands: 

Toſting thy Tail againſt a flame of Wild- fire, 

And baſting it with Brimſtone, ſhall be nothing, 

Nothing at all; I'll teach ye to be treacherous: 

Was never Slave ſo ſwing'd ſince Hell was Hell 5 

As Iwill ſwinge thy Slave's Soul; and be ſure on't. 

Pol. Is this Imagination, or ſome Circumſtance? 

For tis extream ſtrange. Arq 155 
Eum. So is all he does, Sir. (the Surgeon? 
Mem. Till then I'll leave ye; who's there? Where's 

Demagoras £ | 
Dem. My Lord. | 
Mem. Bring the Surgeon: And wait you too. 

Enter Surgeon. 
Pol. What wou'd he with a Surgeon ? | 
Em. Things muſtring in his Head: Pray mark, 
Mem. Come hither, 

Have you brought your Inſtruments? 

Sur. They are within, Sir. 

Mem. Put to the Doors a while there; ye can inciſe 
To a Hairs breadth without Defacing ? \ 

Sr, Yes, Sir. F 

Mem. And take out fairly from the Fleſh ? 

Ser. The leaſt thing, | 

V D Ls II. E C | Mem. 
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Alem. Well, come hither; take off my Doublet, 
For look ye Surgeon, I muſt have ye cut 
My Heart out here, and handſoraly : Nay, ſtare not, 


Nor do not ſtart ; I'll cut your Throat elſe, Surgean, g 


Come ſwear to do it. 
Sur. Good 8si 
Mem, Sirrah, hold him, 
V'Il have but one blow at bis Head. 
Sur. I'll do it, 
Why what ſhould we do living after you, Sir? 
We'll Die before, if ye pleaſe. 
Mem. No, no. 
Ser, Living? Hang living. 


Is there ne'er a Cat- hole * may creep through? 


Wou'd | were in the Iedzes. 

Mem. Swear then, and after my Death reſently 
To kill your ſelves and follow, as ye axe honeſt, 
As ye 2 Faiths, and Loves to me. 

em. We'll do it. 

Eum. Pray do not ſtir N arg ncar enough 
To run between all Dangers 
Mem. Here Lam, bes | 

Come, look upon me, view the beſt way boldly,. 
Fear nothing, but cut home; if your bland ſhake, Sirrahy 
Or any way face my Heart uth* cutting, 
Make: the leaſt ſcratch upon it; but draw, it whole, 
Excellent fair, ſhewing all the Points, Surgeon, -- 
The Honour and the Valour of the Owner, 
Mixt with the: moſt immaculate Love I lend. i it, 
Look to't, I'll ſlice thee to the Soul. 

Sur. Ne'er fear, Sir, 
III do it daintily. Wou'd I were out once. 


Mem. | will not have ye ſmile, Sirrah, vhen ye do ib 


As though ye cut a Lady's Corn; tis ſcurvy: 
Do me it as chou doſt my Pray'rs, ſeriouſly. 
Str, I'll do it in a dump, Sir. 
Mem. In a Dog, Sir, 
I'll have no Dumps, nor Dutoplicsz etch your Tools 
And then I'll tell ye more. 
Ster. If I return 


Ti 
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To bear more, I'll be hang'd fort, | 
Mem. Quick, quick. 
Dem. Ves Sir, | ; 
- "With all the Heels we have. [Exaunt Surgeon, and Dema- 
Eum. Vet ſtand. (goras. 
Pol. He'll do it. | org | 
Eum. He cannot, and we here 
Mem. W hy when. ye Raſcals, 
e dull Slaves: Will, ye come, our? Surgeon, W 
Dog-leach, ſhall I come fetch ye? 
Fol. Now I Il to him. 
od ſave ye, honour'd Brother : 
Mem. My dear Polydore, 
elcome fo Travel, welcome; and how do ye: ? 
Pol. Well Sir; wou'd you were ſo. 
Mem. I am, I thank ye. 
You are a better'd Man much, I the ſame ſtill, 
un old rude Soldier, Sir. 
Pol. Pray be plain, Brother, 
ind tell me but the meaning of this Viſion, 
or to me ĩt ap no more: So far 
rom common Courſe and Reaſon. 
Mem. Thank thee, Fortune, 
t length J have found the Man, the Man mult do it, 
he Man i in Honour bound. 
Pol. To do what? 
Mem. Hark, for I will bleſs vo with the Circumſtance 
that weak Shadow that appear' 
. Speak on, Sir- | . 
Mem. It is no Story for all Ears. (Walks, with him. 
Pol. The Princeſs? - | 
10 Mem. Peace, and hear all. | (Whiſpers, 
We. How ? | | 
| Eum. Sure tis 8, he ſtarts ſo at it. 
Tol. Your Heart ? Do you know, Sir? 
Mem, Yes, pray thee be ſofter. \| 
Pol. Me bo do i | 
29» Alen. Ont yr refered, and dedicated. 
Pol. For ſhame, Brother, 
Ti Ee 2 | Know 
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| 
Know what ye are, a Man. 
Mem. None of your Athens, 
Good ſweet Sir, no Socom wht thou feel'ſt not 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


"The honourable end, Foo 
Pol. J am ſure I feel 

The ſhame and ſcorn that follows; have yeſery'd thus long 

The glory of your Country, in your Conqueſts ? 

The envy of your Neighbours, in your Virtues? 

RuPd Armies of your own, giv'n Laws to Nations, 

Felov'd and fear'd as far as Fame has travell'd, | 

Call'd the molt fortunate and happy Memnon, 

To loſeall here at home, poorly to loſe it? 

Poorly, and pettiſhly, ridiculouſly | 

To fling away your Fortune? Where's "wo Wiſdom? 

Where's that you govern'd others by, Diſcretion? 

Do's your Rule laſtly hold upon your ſelf? Fie Brother, 

How yc are faln? Get up into your Honour, | 

The top branch of your Bravery, and from thence, 

Look and behold how little Memnon ſeems now. 

Mem. Hum! Tis well ſpoken; but doſt thou think, young 
| The Tongues of Angels from my happineſs © (Scholar, 
| Cou'd turn the end I aim at? No, they cannot. 

This is no Book-caſe, Brother; will ye do it? 
Uſe no more Art, I am reſolv'd. 
3% Pol. Ye may, Sir, 
Command me to do any thing that's honeſt, 
| And for your noble end: But this, it carries 
Mem. Ye ſhall not be ſo honour'd; live an Aſs ſtill, ] 
And learn to ſpell for Profit : Go, go ſtudy. 
Eum. Ye muſt not hold him up fo, he is loſt then, 
Mem. Get thee to School again, and talk of Turnips, 
And find the natural Cauſe out, why a Dog ; 
Turns thrice about e' er he lies down: There's Learning. 
Pol. Come, I will do it now; *tis brave, I find it, I 
And now allow the Reaſon. 
Mem. O do you fo, Sir? | 

Do ye find it currant? 

Pol. Yes, yes, excellent. | I 
Mem, I told ye. | | 
Fol. 4 was foolith; I haye here too 
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The rareſt way to find the Truth out ; hark ye ? 
Ye ſhall be rul'd by me. 
Mem. It will be : But — 
Pol. I reach i. | 
If the worſt fall, have at the worſt; we'll both go. 
But two Days, and *tis thus; ha? 
Mem. T will do well fo. 
Pol. Then is't not excellent, do ye conceive it? 
Mem. Twill work for certain. | 
Pol. O *twill tickle her, 
And you ſhall know then by a Line. 
Mem. 1 like it, 


But let me not be fooPd again. 


Pol. Doubt nothing, 
You do me wrong then, get ye in ther? private 
AsI have taught ye. Baſta. 
Mem. Work. [ Exit Memnan. 
Pol. 1 will do. 
Eum. Have ye found the Cauſe ? 
Pol. Ves, and the ſtrangeſt, Gentlemen, 
That &er I heard of, anon F 11 tell ye; Stremon, 
Be you {till near him to affect his Fancy, 
And keep his Thoughts off: Let the Fool and Boy 
Stay him, they may do ſome pleaſure too. Eumenes,  - 
What if he had a Wench, a handſome Whore brought, 
Rarely dreſt up, and taught to ſtate it? 
Eum. Well Sir. | | 
Pl. His Cauſe is mcerly Heat: And made believe 
It were the Princeſs mad for him? | 
Eum, | think 
Twere not amiſs. 
1 Cap. And let him kiſs her. 
Pol. What elſe? (Wholeſome 
2 Cap. I'll be his Bawd an't pleaſe you, Young and 
I can aſſure ye he ſhall have. 1942 
Em, Faith let him. 8 Yo VE 
Pol. He ſhall, 1 hope twill help him; walk a little, 
I'll tell you how his caſe ſtands, and my Project, 


In which you may be Mourners ; but by all means 
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Stir not you from him, Sermon. 
Stre. On our Lives, Sir. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Prieſteſs, and Chilax. 
Prieſt. O you're a precious Man? Twodaysin Town 
And never ſee your old Friend? | 
Chi. Prithee pardon me. 
Prieſt. And in my Conſcience, if I hadnot "50h 
Chi. No more, I wou'd ha' come; TI muſt. | 
Prieſt. I find ye, 
God-a-mercy want, ye never care for me”; 
But when your Slops areempty. 
Chi. Ne'er fear that, Wench ; pA 
Shall find good currant Coin ill; Is this the old Houſe? 
Prieſt. Have ye fogort it? 
Chi. And the Door ſtill ftanding 
That goes into the Temple? 
Prieſt. Still. 
Cli. The Robes too, us 
That I was wont to ſhift in here? 93 
Prieſt. All here ſtil. | (through? 
Chi. Oye tuff Rogue, what Troubles have I trotted 
What fears and frights ? Every poor Mouſe a Monſter 
That heard ftir, and every Stick I trod on 
A ſharp Sting to my Conſcience. 
Prieſt. Las poor Conſcience. 
Chi. And all to liquor thy old Boots, Wench. 
Prieſt. Out Beaſt: How you talk ?* 
Chr. I am old, Wench, 
And talking to an old Man is like a Stomacher, 
It keeps his Blood warm. | 
Prieſt. But pray tell me? | e 
Chi. Any thing. cure? 
Prieſt. W here did the bevy meet with ye? At a Wench 
At one end of a Wench, a Cup of Wine, ſure? 
Chi. Thou know'ſt I am too honeſt, 
Prieſt. That's your Fault, | 
And that the Surgeon knows,” © 
Chi. Then farewel, F 
I will not fail ye ſoon. | ä „ 
33 x 128 Prieſt, 


Prieft. Ve ſhall ſtay Supper, 
| 3 ye ſhall, by his ye ſhall. 
Chi. I will, Wench); | 
But after Supper for an Hour, my bufineſs. 
Prieſt. And but an Hour? - - th 1 ao” 
(hi. No by this Kiſs, that ended | 
| will return, and all Night in thine Arme, Wench. (time. 
Prieſt. Nomore, II take your meaning; come, 'tisSupper 


| Ereuut. 
Enter Calis, Cleanthe, and Lucippe. 

Cal. Thou art not well. 

Cle. Your Grace ſees more a deal 
Than I feel. (Vet 1 He) O Brother! 

Cal. Mark her | | | 
Isnorthe quickneſs of her Eye conſum d, Wench? 
The lively red and White? | | 


Lucip. Nay the is mitth alter'd, 
That on my underſtandinꝑ, all her Sleeps, Lady, 
Which were as ſound and We et 
Cle. Pray do not force me, s 
Good Madam, where I am not, to be ill; 
Conceit's a double Sickneſs; on my Faith yout Highneſs 


ls meer miſtaken in me. 


[A Dead Auch within Drum and Sagbuts. 

Cal. I am et YA AY | 

vet this 1 have ever noted, when thou waſt thus, 

lt ſtill forerun ſome ſtrange Event: My Siſter 

Died when thou waſt thus laſt: Hark, hark, ho, 

What mournful Noiſe is this comes creeping forward ? 

Stil it grows nearer, nearer, do ye hear it? | 

Enter Polydor, and Captains, Eumenes Mournivg. 

Lucip. It ſeems ſome Soldier's Funeral: Sec, it enters. 
Cal. What may it mean? 9 
Pol. The Geds keep ye, fair Calis. dus; 
Cal. This Man can ſpeak, and well; he ſtands and views 

Wou'd I were ne er worſe look'd upon: How humbly 

His Eyes are caſt now to the Earth! Pray mark him, 

And mark how rarely he has rankt his Troubles: 

dee now he weeps; they all weep; a ſweeter Sorrow 

never look d upor, nor one that braver 

Became his Grief. Your Will with us? | 

Ee 4 Pol. 
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Pol. Great Lady. [Plucks out the Cu, 


Excellent Beauty. 
Cal. He ſpeaks handſomely. | 
W hat a rare Rhetorician his Grief plays! 
That ſtop was admirable. ; 
Pol. See, {ee thou Princeſs, 
Thou great Commander of all Hearts. 
Cual. | have found it, oh how my Soul ſhakes! 
Pol. See, ſee the noble Heart 
Of him that was the nobleſt : See, and glory 
| (Like the proud God himſelf) in what thou haſt wN 
Behold the Heart of Memnon : Does it ſtart ye 
Cal. Good Gods, what has his wildneſs done? 
Pol. Look boldly, 51 
You boldly ſaid you durſt; look, wretched Woman, 
Nay fly not back, fair Folly, tis too late now, 
Virtue and blooming Honour bleed to Death here, 
Take it, the Legacy of Love bequeath'd ye, 
Of cruel Love, a cruel Legacy; 
W hatwas the willthat wrought it then? Can ye weep? 
Imbalm it in your trueſt Tears 03, 
If Women can weep a Truth, or ever Sorrow ſunk yet 
Into the Soul of your Sex, for 'tis a Jewel 
The World's worth cannot weigh down, 
Take it, Lady; and with it all (dare not curſe) my Sor- 
And may they turn to Serpents. © (row 
EFum How ſhe looks | 
Still upon him ! See now a Tear ſteals from her. 
2 Cap. But ſtill ſhe keeps her Eye firm. 
Pol. Next read this: 
But ſince I ſee your Spirit ſomewhat troubled 
I'll do it for ye. 
2 Cap. Still ſhe eyes him mainly. 


Pol. Go, happy Heart, for thou ſhalt lis 

Tntomb'd in bo for whom ] Die, 
Example of ber Cruelty. 
Tell ber, if ſbe chance to chide 
Me for ſlowneſs in ber Pride, 
That it was for ber T dy d. 
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If a Tear 1 1 ber Eye, ET 


"Tis not for 
But rby Right of Ob OV equy. 


The Altar was m my loving Broaſt, 
My Heart the ſacrificed Beaſt, 
And I was my ſelf tbe' Prieſt. 


Tour Body was the ſacred Shrine, 
Tour cruel Mind the Power Divine, 
Pleas'd with Hearts of Men, not King. 


Eum. Now it pours down. 
Pol. I like it rarely: 7 4 | 
Eun. How greedily the ſwallows up his Language? 
2 Capt. Her Eye inhabits on him. 
Pol. Cruel Lady, 
Great as your Beauty ſcornful had your Pow'r 
But equal poiſe on all Hearts, all Hearts periſh'd; 
But Cupid has more Shafts than one, more Flames n 
And now he mult be open-ey'd, tis Juſtice: 
Live to enjoy your longing live and laugh at 
The Loſſes — the Miſeries we ſuffer; 
Live to be ſpoken when your Cruelty 
Has cut off all the Virtue from this Kingdom, 
Turn'd Honour into Earth, and faithful Service 
Cal. I ſwear his Anger's excellent, 7 
Pol. Truth, and molt try'd Love, 
Into Diſdain and Downfa!l. 
Cal. Still more pleaſing. | | 
. Live then, 1 ſay, famous for civil 1 | 
Live and lay out your Triumphs, gild your Glories, 
Live and be ſpoken this 1s ſhe, this Lady, 
This goodly Lady, yet moſt killing Beauty, | 
This with the two-edg'd Eyes, the Heart for Lardacf | 
Outdoing Rocks; and Coldnck, Rocks of Cryſtal. | 
This with the ſwelling Soul, more coy of Courtſhip, | 
Than the proud Sea is when the Shorcs embrace him; 
Live till the Mothers find ye, read your Story, 
And ſow their barren Curſes on your Beauty 
Tm thoſe that have enjoy d r Loves delpile xe, RM | 
il 
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Till Virgins pray againſt ye, old Agefind ye, 

And ev'n as waſted Coals — in their dying, of 
So may the Gods reward ye in your Aſhes. 
But y' are the Siſter of my King; more Prophecies He 


Elſe I ſhou'd utter of ye, true Loves and Loyal 
Bleſs themſelves ever from ye. So I leave ye . 
Cal. Prethee w_ ſtill, young Man: fair Sir, 
Chide me again. What wou'd this Man do pleas'd, 
That in his Paſſion can bewitch Souls? Stay. 
Eum. Upon my Life ſhe loves him. | 
Cal. Pray ſtay.; Pol. No. 
Cal. I do command ye. 
Pol. No, ye cannot, Lady, june 
I have a ſpell againſt ye, Faith and Reaſon, 
Ye are too weak to reach me: I have a Heart too, 
But not for Hawks Meat, Lady.  _ 
Cal. Even for Charit | | 
Leave me not thus afflicted: You can teach me. 
Pol. How can you preach that Charity to others 
That in your own Soul are an Arheiſft, 
Believing neither Pow'r nor Fear? I trouble ye, 


The Gods be good unto ye. baer, 
Cal. Amen. 8 {be Swoons. 
Luc. Lady. | | 
Cel. ORoyalMadam! Gentlemen, for Heav'n ſake! 


[They come back. 
Pol. Give her freſh Air, ſhe comes again: Away, Sits, 
And here ſtand cloſe till we perceive the working, 
Eum. Ye have undone all. 
Pol. So I fear. 
2 Cap. She loves ye. er 
Eu. And then all Hope's loſt this way. 
Pol. Peace, ſhe riſes. "md; 
Cle, Now for my purpoſe, Fortune: 
Cal. Where's the Gentleman? 
Luc. Gone, Madam. 
Cal. Why gone? 
Luc. H'as difpatch'd his bufinefs. 
Cal. He came to ſpeak with nie, 
He did. Mee II" 7D 
Jie. He did not. 


* 
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Cal. For I had many Queſtions. 
Lucip. On my Faith, Madam, he 
Talk'd a great while to ye. © © 
Cal. Thou conceiv'ſt not, 
He talk'd not as he ſhou'd do; O my Heart 
Away with that fad Sight; Didſt thou e er love me? 
Lucip. Why do you make that Queſtion? 
Cal. If thou didſt, 
Run, run Wench, run: Nay ſee how thou ſtirſt. 
Licip. Whither ? 
Cal. It *twere for any thing to pleaſe thy ſelf 
Thou wou'dft run toth* Devil: am grown 
on Fic Lady. 
2 mx of your Fortunes, nor your Loves, 
None o your bent Deſires I ſlack, ye are not 
In love with all Men, are ye? one for ſhame 
You will leave your honourd Miſtreſs? why do yorues 
Whatis that ye ſce about me, tell me? (ſo? 
Lord what am I become? I am not wild, ſure, 
Heav'n keep that from me: O Cleanthe help me, 
Or I am ſunk to Death (againſt ye, 
Cle. Ye have offended, and mightily; Love is incenſt 
And therefore take my Counſel z to the Temple, 
For that's the ſpeedieſt Phyſick: Before the Goddels 
Give your repentant Prayers: Ask her Will, 
And from the Oracle attend your Kentende, 
dhe is mild and merciful 
Cal. L will: O Henn 
Eren as thou lov'ſt thy felf 
Cle. Now for my Fortune. [rene Cal: and Women. 
Pol. What ſhall I do ? 
1 Capt. Why make your ſelf. 
Pol. 1 dare nor, | 
No Gentlemen, I dare not be a Villain, 
Though her bright Beauty wou'd entice an Angel. 
| will toth* King, my laſt hope. - Get him a Woman, 
fs we before concluded; and as ye paſs | 


Gire out the Spartans are in Arms; and tetrible; 


nd let ſome Letters to that end befeign'd too 


nd ſent to you, ſome Poſts too to the General; 


— 
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And let me work: Be near him ſtill. 
Eum. We will, Sir. . 
Pol. Fare wel: And pray for all. What cer I will 

Do it, and hope a fair end. | 


Eum. The Gods ſpeed F f [Exem . 
Enter Stremon, Fool, Boy, and Servants. 
Serv. He lies quiet. | + 
Strem. Let him lye, and as I told ye . 
Make ready for this Shew : H'as divers times 25 
Been calling upon Orpheus to appear b 
And ſhew the Joys: Now I will be that Oꝛpheut, T 0 
And as I play and ſing, like Beaſts and Trees 0 
I wou'd have you ſhap'd and enter: Thou a Dog, For 6 
I have ſent about your Sures: The Boy a Buſh, p 
An Aſs you, you a Lion. | l 
Fool. I a Dog: 1 | 
.P1-fit you for a Dog: Bow wow. 55 
Strem. Tis cxcellent, 5 


Steal in and make no noiſe. | 
Fool. Bow wow. | , 
. Srrem. Away Rogue. | | 1. Exentt 


* Enter Prieſteſs, and Chilax. _ 2 
Prieſt. Good ſweet Friend be not long. But 


-Chi. Thou think'ſt each Hour ten | Th 
Till I be ferreting. | . 


Prieſt. Vou know I love ye E | — 
Chi. I will not be above an Hour; let thy Robe be read) * 
And the Door be kept. n | f Th. 
[Cleanthe Enocks,within, BY y . 

Pirieſt. Who knocks there? 13 Þ 
Yet more buſineſs ? | 0 
chi. Have ye more Penſioners? the Princeſs Woman! 1 
Nay then I'll ſtay a little; what Game's a foot now? 8 
Cle. Now is the time. Fore f f Ar 
Chi, A rank Bawd by this Hand too, 1 Nor 
She grinds o both ſides: Hey Boys. xc} 20 Ang 
Frieſt. How, your Brother Siphaxy xs The 
Loves he the Princeſs? 10 on Fol. P 


Cle. Deadly, and you know eee 
bal. | 


ill Ye 


He 
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He is a Gentleman deſcended nobly. 
chi. But a rank Knave as ever piſt. 
Cle. Hold Mother, | 
Here's more Gold, and ſome Jewels. 
Chi. Here's Villany! 
I am glad I came toth' hearing. 
Prieſt. Alas, Daughter, 
What would ye have me do? 
Chi. Hold off, ye old Whore; 
There's more Gold en; all's mine, all. 
Cle. Do ye ſhrink now! | 
Did ye not promiſe faithfully, and told me 
Through any Danger? 
Prieſt. Any I can wade through. jy 
Cle. Ye ſhall and eaſily, the Sin not ſeen neither, 
Here's for a better Stole, and a new Vail, Mother: 
Come, ye thall be my Friend. | | 
Chi. If all hit, hang me, | 
Ill make ye richer than the Goddeſs. 
Prieſt. Say then, 
I am yours, what muſt I do? 
Cle. I'th* Morning, Few 
But very early, will the Princeſs viſit 
The Temple of the Goddeſs, being troubled . 


With ſtrange things that diſtract her: From the Oracle 


(Being ſtrongly too in love) ſhe will demand 
The Goddeſs Pleaſure, and a Man to cure her. 
Thar Oracle you give: Deſcribe my Brother, 
You know him perſectly. W 

Prieſt, 1 have ſeen him often, (with 
de. And charge her take the next Man ſhe ſhall meet 
When ſhe comes out : You underſtand me. 

Prieſt. Well. Ihe, 

de. Which ſhall be he attending; this is all, 
And eaſily without ſuſpicion ended, 
Nor none dare diſobey, tis Heav'n that does it, 
And who dares croſs it then, or once ſuſpect it? 
The Venture is moſt caſie. | 

Prieſt. I will do it. 

e. As ye ſhall proſper? 


Prieſt 
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Prieſt. As I ſhall proſper. can 1D] 6 # 
Cle. Take this too, and farewel z but firſt hark hither 
Chi. What a young Whore's this to betray her Miſtreſ? 

A thouſand Cuckolds ſhall that Husband be 

That marries thee, thou art ſo miſchievous. 

I'll put a Spoak among your W heels, 

e. Be conſtant. .. 
Prieſt. Tis done. 
Chi. I'll do no more at drop ſhot then. [ Exit Chilax, 
Priſt. Farewel, Wench. — Prieſt and Cleanthe, 


- 


ACT V. SCENE I. 
Enter a Servant, and Stremon at the Door. 


Serv. E ſtirs, he ſtirs. 
Strem. Let him, I am ready for him, 
He ſhall not this Day periſh, if his Paſſions 
May be fed with Muſick ; are they ready? 
Enter Memnon. 
Serv. All, all: Sce where he comes: 
Strem. I'Il be ſtraight for him. Exit Stremon, 
Enter Eumenes, and Captains. 
Serv. How ſad he looks and ſullen! [ Stand cloſe. 
Here are the Captains: My Fear's paſt now. 
Mem. Put caſe i'th' other World 
She do not love me neither? I am old 'tis certain. - 
Fum. His Spirit is a little quieter, | 
Mem. My Blood loſt, and Limbs ſtiff; my, Embraces, 
Like the cold ſtubborn Bark, hoary, and heatlels, 
My Words worſe : My Fame only and Atchievements 
Which are my Strength, my Blood, my Vouth, my Faſhion, 
Muſt woo her, win her, wed her; that's but Wind, 
And Women are not brought to Bed with Shadows: 
I do her wrong, much wrong; ſhe is young and bleſſed, 
Sweet as the Spring, and as his Bloſſoms tender, 
And Ia nipping North-wind, my Head hung 
With Hails, and froſty Iſicles: Are the Souls ſo too 
When they depart hence, lame and old, and loyelels? 


— 
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| No ſure, tis ever Youth there; Time and Death 
h Follow our Fleſh no more: And that forc'd Opinion 
of) That Spirits have no Sexes, I beheve not. wn 
| Enter Stremon, like Orpheus. | 9 
There muſt be Love, there is Love: What art thou ? | 


8 O N G. 


Strem. Orpheus I am, come from the Deeps below, 
lax. WY To thee, fond Man, the Plagues of Love to ſhow : | 
che, 75 he fair Fields where Loves Eternal dwell 
There's none that come, but firſt they paſs through Hell: 
Ti Hark and beware, unleſs thu haſt Igy'd ever, 
Belrd again, thou ſhalt ſes thoſe Joys never. 


Hark how they groan that dy'd deſpairing, 

0 take heed then : : ets 
Hark hom they bowl for over-daring : 

All theſe were Men. 


They that be Fools, and dye for Fame, 
They loſe their Name ; 

And they that bleed 
Hark how they ſpeed. _ 


Nw in cold Froſts, now ſcorching Fires 

aſe, Ihey fit, and curſe their loſt Deſires: 
Nor ſball theſe Souls: be free from Pains and Fears, 
Till Women mafr then over in their Tears. 


Mem. How ſhould I know my Paſſage is deny'd me? 
c Or which: of all the Devils dare? 

Eum. This Song 
ats Was rarely form'd to fit him. 


5 8. ON G. 


lech Orph. Charon, O Charon, 
Thou Wafter of the. Souls to Bliſs or Baue. 
Cha. Who calls the Ferry-man of Hell? 
Orph. Come.near, : x8 
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And ſay who lives in Foy, and who in Fear. 
Cha. Thoſe that dye well, eternal Foy ſhall follow, 

Thoſe that dye ill, their own foul Fate ſhall ſwallow. 
Orph. Shall thy black Bark thoſe guilty Spirits ſtow 

That kill themſelves for Love? lle 
Cha. O no, no, 5 

My 1 cracks when ſuch great Sins are near, 

No Wind blows fair, nor I my ſelf can ſteer. , 
Orph. What Lovers paſs and in Elyzium reign? 
Cha. Thoſe Gentle Loves that are Lelo'd again. 
Orph. This Soldier loves, and ſain wou d die to win; 

Shall he go on? ä | 
Cha. No, vis too foul a Sin. 

He muft not come aboard: I dare not rom, 

Srorms , Deſpair and guilty Blood will blow. 
Orph. Shall Time releaſe bim, ſay © 
Cha. No, no, no, no. 

Nor Time nor Death can alter us, nor Pray'r; 

My Boat is Deſtiny, and who then dare 

But thoſe appointed come aboard? Live ſtill, 

And Love by NN Mortal, not by Will. 
Orph. And when thy Miſtreſs ſball cloſe up thine Eyes, 
Cha. Then come aboard and paſs; | 
Orph. Till when be wiſe. 
Cha. Till when be wiſe. 


kum How ſtil he fits: I hope this Song hasſetled bim. I ©" 

1 Capt. He bites his Lip, and rowles his fiery Eyes, ] 

| I fear tor all this— 5 (yet To 
| 2 Capt. Stremon, (till apply to him. Wa 
| Srrem- Give more room, ſweetly ſtrike, divinely An, 
| Such Strains as old Earth moves at. 8 
| Orph. The Pow'r I have both over Beaſt and Plant, Ane 
| Thou Man alone feel'ſt miſerable want. [ Muſick, He 
Strike you rare Spirits that attend my Will, Il 
| And lole your ſavage wildneſs by my Skill. 
| Enter a Mask of Beaſts FC 
| This Lion was a Man of War that dy'd, C 
1 As thou wou'dſt do, to gild his Lady's Pride: | Anc 
This Dog a Fool that hung himſelf for Love: I'th 
This Ape, with daily hugging of a Glove, \ 


Forgot 


nw 


The Mad Lower. 897 


Forgot to eat and died. This goodly Tree, 

An Uſher that ſtill grew before his Lady, | 

Wither'd at Root. yy 4 he e Woo, | 

bl La Wer- 11s y ird a | K = 

TE: moe woy es he owe Age. 22 

Still theſe lye howling on the Szygian Shore, 

O love no more, O love no more. ¶ Exit Memnon. 
Zum. He ſteals off ſilently, as though he wou'd ſlecp. 

No more, but all be near him, feed his Fancy 

Good Stremon ſtill ; this may lock up his Folly. 

Yet Heav'n knows I much fear him. Away ſoftly. 


[Exeunt Captains, 
Fool. Did I not do moſt doggedly? | 
Stre. Moſt rarely. | | 
Fool. He's a brave Man, when ſhall we dog again? s 
Boy. Unty me firſt for God's fake, (hony Stremon 
Fool. Help the Boy; he's ina Wood poor Child: Good 
Let's have a Bear-baiting; ye ſhall ſee me play 
The rareſt for a ſingle Dog: At head all; 
And if I do not win immortal Glory, 
Ply Dog play Devil. 
Stre. Peace for this time. 
Fool. Prithee 
Let's ſing him a black Santis, then let's all howl 
In our own beaſtly Voices; Tree keep your time, 
Untye there ; bow, wow, wow. | | 
Stre. Away ye Aſs, away. 
Fool, Why let us do ſomething 
To ſatisfie the Gentleman, he's mad 
A Gentleman-like humour, and in faſhion, 
And muſt have Men as mad about him. 
Stre, Peace, | 
And come in quickly, *tis ten to one elſe _ | 
He'll find a ſtaff to beat a Dog; no more words, 


Il get ye all employment; ſoft, ſoft, in all. ¶Exeunt. 


Enter Chilax and Cloe. 
Chi, When cam'ſt thou over, Wench? 
Ch. But now this Evening, 
And have been ever ſince looking out Siphax, 
I'th* Wars he would haye look'd me: Sure h'as gotten 
o. {8 . 
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Some other Miſtreſs? 

Chi. A thoufand, Wench, a cat; 
They are as common here as ; Caterpillers 
Among the Corn, they eat up all the Soldiers. 

Clo. Are they ſo i Vet by their leave, Philay, 
I'll have a ſnatch too. 

Chi. Doſt thou love him ſtill, Wench ? 

Clo. Why ſhou'd I not? He had my Maidenhead \ 
And all my Youth. 

Chi. Thou art come the happieſt, 
In the molt bleſſed time, ſweer Wench, the fitteſt, 
If thou dar*ſt make thy Fortune: By this Light, Cle, 
And ſo I'll kiſs thee: And if thou wilt but let me, 
For 'tis well worth a kindneſs. 
Co. What ſhou'd I let ye? 

Chi. Enjoy thy Miniken. 

Clo. Thou art ſtill old Chr/ax. | 

Chi. Still, ſtill, and ever ſhall be: If, I ſay, (Wench 
Thou wo't firke the ſtroke: I cannot do much hary 

Clo. Nor much good. 

Chi. Siphax ſhall be thy Husband, 
Thy very Husband, Woman, thy Fool, thy Cuckl 
Or what thou wilt make him: I am over-Joy'd, 
Raviſh'd, clean raviſh'd with this Fortune; kiſs me, 
Or I ſhall loſe my ſelf. 

Clo. My Husband, faid ye? 

Chi. Said 1? And will ſay, Cloe: Nay, and do it, 


: a And do it home too; Peg thee as cloſe to him 
As Birds are with a Pin to one another; 


I have it, I can do it: Thou want'ſt Cloaths too, 

And he'll be hang'd unleſs he marry thee 

E'er he maintain thee: Now he has Ladies, Courtiets 

More than his back can bend at, multitudes ; 

We are taken up for Threſhers. Will ye bite? 
Ch. Yes. 

_ Chi, And let me 

Clo. Yes, and let ye 
Chi, What! 

Co. Why that ye wot of. 

Ci. 1 cannot ſtay, take e your laſtruRtion 


And 


ay, 


cold, 
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and ſomething toward Houſhold, come, whatever 
| ſhall adviſe ye, follow it exactly, 
And keep your times I In ye; for I'll tell ye 
A ſtrange way you muſt wade through. 
Clo. Fear not me, Sir. 
Chi, Come then, and let's diſpatch this modicum, 
For I have but an hour to ſtay, a ſhort one, 
Beſides more Water for another Mill, 
An old weak over-ſhot 1 muſt provide for, 
There's an old Nunnery at hand. 
Clo. What's that ? 
Chi. A bawdy Houſe. 
Clo. A- pox conſume it. 
Chi, If the Stones tis built on 


Were but as brittle as the Fleſh lives in it, 


Your Curſe came handſomly: Fear not, there's Ladies, 
And other good ſad People: Your pinkt Citizens 
Think it no ſhame to ſhake a Sheet there: Come, Wench. 
| [Exount- 
Enter Cleanthe and Siphax. | 
Ge. A Soldier and ſo fearful ? | 
Sip. Can ye blame me; 
When fuch a weight lies on me? 
Cle. Fye upon ye, 
I tell ye, ye ſhall have her: Have her ſafely, 
And for your Wife; with her own Will. 
= Good Siſter | | 
e. What a diſtruſtſul Man are you? To morrow, 
To morrow Morning 8 
Sp. Is it poſſible? | | | 
Can there be ſuch a Happineſs? | 
de. Why hang me OC 
If then ye be not married: It to morrow Night 
Ye do not | 
= O dear Siſter 
e. What ye wou'd do, SY 
What ye deſire to do; lye with her: Devil, 8 
What a dull Man are you? 
Sp. Nay I believe now, 
And ſhall the loye me? 


2 Cls, 
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Cle. As her Life, and ſtroke ye. 

Sip. O I will be her Servant. 

Cle. Tis your Duty. 

Sip. And the ſhall have her whole Will. 

Cle. Ves tis reaſon, 

She is a Princeſs, and by that Rule boundleſs. 

Sip. What wou'd you be? For Iwou'd have ye, Siſter, 
Chuſe ſome great Place about us: As her Woman 
Is not ſo fit. : 

Cle. No, no, I ſhall find Places. f 

Sip. And yet to be a Lady of her Bed-chamber 
I hold not ſo fit neither, 

Some great Title, believe it, ſhall be look'd out. 

Cle. Ye may, a Dutcheſs | 
Or ſuch a Toy, a ſmall thing pleaſes me, Sir. 

Sip. What you will, Siſter: If a neighbour Prince, 
When we ſhall come to reign 
Cle. We ſhall think on't, 

Be ready at the time, and in that place too, 
And let me work the reſt; within this half hour 
The Princeſs will be going, 'tis almoſt Morning, 
Away and mind your buſineſs. 
Sip. Fortune bleſs us. [ Exewt 
Enter King, Polydor and Lords. 

Pol. I do beſcech your Grace to baniſh me. 

King. Why, Gentleman, is ſhe not worthy Marriage! 

Pol. Moſt worthy, Sir, where Worth again ſhall mett 
But I like thick Clouds failing flow and heavy, (het 
Although by her drawn higher, yet ſhall hide her. 
dare not be a Traitor; and 'tis Treaſon, 
But to imagine. As you love your Honour 

King. Tis her firſt Maiden doting, and if croſt, 
know it kills her. 

1 Lord. How knows your Grace ſhe loves him? 

King. Her Woman told me all (beſide his {tory) 
Her Maid Lucifpe, on what reaſon too, 

And tis beyond all but enjoying. 

Pol. Sir, 

Ev'n 5y your Wiſdom by that great Diſcretion | 
Le owe to Rule and Order 


I 


* 28 * - 
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2 Lord. This Man's mad ſure, 
To plead againſt his Fortune- 

1 Lord. And the King too, 
Willing to have it ſo? 
Pol. By thoſe dead Princes 
From whoſe Deſcents ye ſtand a Star admir'd at, | 
Lay not fo baſe a lay upon your Virtues; | 
Take heed, for Honour's ſake take heed: The Bramble 
No wiſe Man ever planted by the Roſe, | 
It cankers all her Beauty; nor the Vine, 
When her full Bluſhes court the Sun, dares any 
Choke up with wanton Ivy. Good my Lords, 
Who builds a Monument, the Baſis Jaſper, 
And the main Body Brick ? 
2 Lord. Ye wrong your Worth, 

Ye are a Gentleman deſcended nobly. 

1 Lord. In both Bloods truly noble. 

King. Say ye were not, 
My Will can make ye ſo. 

vl. No, never, never; 
'Tis not Deſcent, nor Will of Princes does it, 
Tis Virtue which I want, tis Temperance, 


ſter, 


eum. Man, honeſt Man: Is't fit your Majeſty 
Should call my Drunkenneſs, my Raſhneſs, Brother? 
Or ſuch a bleſſed Maid my breach of Faith, 

age? (For | am moſt laſcivious) and fell Angers 

meet n which Jam alſo miſchievous, her Husban!? 


0 Gods preſerve her! I am wild as Winter, 

Ambitious as the Devil; out upon me, 

| hate my ſelf, Sir; if ye dare beſtow her 

Upon a Subject, ye have one deſerves her. 
King. But him ſhe does not love: I know your meaning. 
bis young Man's Love unto his noble Brother 

Appears a Mirrour; what muſt now be done, Lords? 

For I am gravel'd ; if ſhe have not him 

dhe dies = certain, if his Brother miſs her, 
arewel to him, and all our Honours, 

I Lord. He is dead, Sir, 

Your Grace has heard of that, and ſtrangely. 

fz ö 
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King. No, 5 
I can aſſure you no, there was a trick in't, | 
Read that, and then know all; what ails the Gentleman? 
Hold him; how do ye, Sir? [Polydor is fick 0th ſudden. 

Pol. Sick o'th' ſudden, ; 

Extremely ill, wondrous ill. - 

King. Where did it take ye? 

Pol. Here in my Head, Sir, and my Heart; for Heav'n fake, 

King. Conduct him to his Chamber preſently, 

And bid my Doctors 

Pol. No, I ſhall be well, Sir, t 
I do beſcech your Grace, even for the Gods ſake, 
Remember my poor Brother, I ſhall pray then. 

King. Away, he grows more weak ſtill: I will do it, 
Or Heav'n forget me ever. Now your Counſels, [ Ex. Pol. 
For 1 am at my wits end; what with you, Sir? 
Enter Meſſenger with a Letter. 

Meſſ. Letters from warlike Pelius. 

King, Yet more Troubles ? 

The Spartans are in Arms, and like to win all: 

Supplies are ſent for, and the General; 

This is more croſs than t'other; come let's to him, 

For he muſt have her, tis neceſſity, 

Or we muſt loſe our Honours ; let's plcad all, 

For more than all is needful, ſhew all reaſon 

If Love can hear o that fide, if ſhe yield 

We have fought beſt, and won the nobleſt Field. [ Err. 
Enter Eumenes, Captains and Stremon. 

1 Cap. I have brought the Wench, a luſty Wench, 
And ſomewhat like the Princeſs. 

Eum. Tis the better, let's ſee her, 

And go you in and tell him, that her Grace 
Is come to viſit him: How ſleeps he, Stremon ? 

Stre. He cannot, only thinks, and calls on Polydv, - 
Swears he will not be fool'd; ſometimes he rages, 
And ſometimes fits and muſes. / [Exit Stremon 

Euter Whore, and Captain. 
Eum. He's paſt all help ſure: 
How do ye like her? 
2 Cap, By th' Maſs a good round Virgin, 


| And 
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And at firſt fight reſembling ; the is well eloath'd too. 
| Eum. But is ſhe ſound? | 
nan? 2 Cap. Of Wind and Limb, I warrant her. 
Alen Eum. You are inſtructed, Lady? 
Who. Yes, and know, Sir, 
How to behave my ſelf, ne'er fear. 
Eum. Polybinus, 


ſake WW Where did he get this Vermin? 
1 Capt, Hang him Badger, (Mates 
There's not a hole free from him, Whores and Whores 
Do all pay him Obedience. 


Eum. Indeed i' th War Fan 
His quarter was all Whore, W hore upon Whore, 
And lin'd with Whore; beſhrew me *tis a fair Whore. 
1 Capt. She has ſmockt away her Blood; but fair or foul, 
Or blind or lame, that can but lift her Leg up, 
Comes not amiſs to him, he rides like a night Mare, 
All Ages, all Religions. 
Eum. Can ye ſtate it? 
Who. I'll make a ſhift. 
Eum. He muſt lye with ye, Lady. 
Who. Let him, he's not the firſt Man i have lain with, 
Nor ſhall not be the laſt. - 
Enter Memnon. 
2 Capt. He comes, no more words 
She has her Leſſon throughly 3 how he views her? 
Eum. Go forward now, fo, bravely, ſtand! 
Mem. Great Lady, 
How humbly I am Lad 
Who. You ſhall not kneel, Sir, | 
Come, I have done you wrong; ſtand my Soldier, hi 
And thus I make amends [Kiſſes bim. 
Em. A Plague confound ye, 
ls this your State? 
2 Capt. Tis well enough. 
Mem. O Lady, * We” 
Your Royal Hand, your Hand, my deareſt, Beauty, 
s more than I muſt purchaſe : Here divine one, 
dare reyenge my wrongs. Ha! | 


Capt. A damn'd foul one. * S045) « ͤ 
Tf4 Fun. 


Ext. 
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Eum. The Lees of Bawdy Prewns: Mourning Gloves 
All ſpoil'd by Heav'n. b 6 x ; 
Mem. Ha! who art thou? 
2 Capt. A ſhame on ye, 
Ye clawing ſcabby W hore. 
Mem. I ſay, who art thou? 
Eum. Why *tis the Princeſs, Sir. 
Mem. The Devil, Sir, 
'Tis ſome Roguy thing. | 
bo. If this abuſe be Love, Sir, 
Ot I that laid aſide my Modeſty —. 
Eum. So far thou'lt never find it. 
Mem. Do not weep, 
For if ye be the Princeſs, Iwill Love ye, 
Indeed I will, and honour ye, fight for ye, (thou? 
Come, wipe your Eyes; by Heav'n ſhe ſtinks; who art 
Stinks like a poyſon'd Rat behind a Hanging 
Woman, who art thou? Like a rotten Cabbage. 
2 Cap. You're much to blame, Sir, tis the Princek, 
Mem. How ? 
She the Princeſs? 
Eum. And the loving Princeſs. 
x Capt. Indeed the doating Princeſs. 
Adem. Come hither once more, 
The Princeſs ſmells like Morning's breath, pure Amber, 
Beyond the courted Indies in her Spices. 
Still a dead Rat by Heaven ; thou a Princeſs? 
Eum. What a dull Whore is this? | 
Mem. I'II tell ye preſently, _ 
For if the be a Princeſs, as ſhe may be 
And yet ſtink too, and ſtrongly, I ſhall find her. 
Fetch the Namidian Lyon I brought over, 
If ſhe be ſprung from the Royal Blood, the Lyon, 
He'll do you Reverence, elſe — 
Who. I beſeech your Lordihip 
Eum. He'll tear her all to pieces. | 
Who. I am no Princeſs, Sir. 1 
Mem. Who brought thee hither ? 
2 Capt. If ye conteſs, we'll hang ye. 
bo. Good my Lord —g—- f 


ves? 
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Mam. Who art thou then? i 
Who. A poor retaining W hore, Sir, 
ſo one of your Lordſhip's Captains. 
Mem. Alas poor Whore, 705 
Go, bea W hore ſtill, and ſtink worſe : Ha, ha, ba. Ex. Cloe. 
What Fools are theſe, and Coxcombs? [Ex. Memnon. 
Eum. I am right glad yet, 
He takes it with ſuch lightneſs. 
1 Cap. Methinks his Face too 
Is not ſo clouded as it was; how he looks? 
Eum. Where's your dead Rat? 
2 Capt. The Devil dine upon her 
Loins; why what a Medicine had he gotten 
To try a Whore? 
| . Enter 1 > 
Stre, Here's one from Po ſtays to with ve: 
Eum. With whom? 5 n 7 
Stre. With all; where has the General been? 
He's laughing to himſelf extremely. 
Eum. Come, | 
III tell thee how; Iam glad yet he's ſo merry. [Exeunt. 


— 


ACTI BESCENE L 


Enter Chilax and Prieſteſs, Calis, Lady and Nun. 
Chi, \ Hat Lights are thoſe that enter there, ſtill 


nearer ? 

Plague o' your rotten Itch, do you draw me hither 
Into the Temple to betray me? Was there no place 
To fatisfie your Sin in? Gods forgive me, 
Still they come forward. 

Prieſt. Peace ye Fool, I have found it, 
'Tis the young Princels Calis. 

Chi. Tis the Devil, 
To claw us for our catterwauling. 

Prieft. Retire ſoftly. | 
did not look for you theſe two Hours, Lady. 


Beſhrew your haſte: That way. [To * 
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Chi. That goes to the Altar? 
Ye old blind Beaſt. | 
Prieft. I know not, any way; 
Still they come nearer. . | 
Fll in to th' Oracle. 
hi. That's well remembred, I'Il in with ye. 
Prieſt. Do. [ Exeunt Prieſt and Chilax, 


Enter Calis and her Train with Lights, ſinging: 
Lucippe and Cleanthe. 


SON G. 


O fair ſweet Goddeſs Queen of Loves, 
Soft and gentle as thy Doves, 
Tie f. e&y'd, and _ ruing | 
e poor Hearts, their Loves purſuing : 

O * of Delights, hs 
Crowner of all happy Nights, 
Star of dear Content, and Pleaſure, 

O mutual Loves the _ Treaſure, 
Accept this Sacrifice we bring. 
Thou continual Touth and Spring, 

Grant this Lady her Deſires, 
And every bour we'll crown thy Fires. 
Enter a Nun. 
Nun. Jon about ber all retire, 


Whilſt the Princeſs feeds the Fire, 
When your Devotions ended be 
To the Oracle I will attend ye. 

[ Exit Nun, anddraws the Curtain cloſe to Cali. 


| Euter Stremon and Eumenes. 

Stre. He will abroad. 

Eum. How does his humour hold him? 

Sere. He is now grown wondrous ſad, weeps often too 
Talks of his Brother to himſelf, ſtarts ſtrangely. 

Eum. Does he not curſe ? | 

Stre. No. | 

Eum. Nor break out in Fury, 
Offering ſome new Attempt? 


- 
* 
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Stre. Neither; to th' Temple | 
Is all we hear of now: What there he will do 
Eum. J hope repent his Folly; let's be near him. 
Stre. Where are the reſt? 
Eum. About a buſineſs 
Concerns him mainly; if Heay'n cure his Madneſs, 
He's made for ever, Stremon. | 
Here. Does the King know it? 
Eum. Yes, and much troubled with it, he's now gone 
To ſeek his Siſter out. 
Stre, Come let's away then. Exe. Eum. and Stre. 
Enter Nun, ſhe opens the Curtain to Calis. 
Calis az the Oracle. 
Nin. Peace to your Prayers, Lady, will it pleaſe ye 
To paſs on to the Oracle? 1 
Cal. Moſt humble. [Chilax and Prieſteſs in the Oracle. 
Chi. Do ye hear that? | 
Prieſt. Yes, lie cloſe. 
Chi, A Wildfire take ye, 2720 
What ſhall become of me? I ſhall be hang d now: 
F this a time to ſhake? a Halter ſhake ye, 
Come up and juggle, come. | 
Prieſt. IJ am monſtrous fearful. | 
Chi. Up ye old gaping Oyſter, up and anſwer ; 
A mouldy Mange upon your Chops, ye told me 
| was ſafe here till the Bell rung. a 
Prieſt. 1 was prevented, 
And did not look theſe three hours for the Princeſs. 
Chi, Shall we be taken? 
Prieſt. Speak for loves ſake, Chilax; 
cannot, nor I dare not. 


hi. l ſpeak Treaſon, for L had as lieve be hang d for that. 


Prieſt. Good Chilax. 

Chi, Muſt it be ſung or faid? What ſhall I tell em? 
They are here ; here now preparing. 

Prieſt. O my Conſcience! (now ? 

Chi. Plague o' your ſpurgall'd Conſcience, does it tire 
Now when it ſhould be tuffeſt? I cou'd make thee 

Prieſt, Save us, we are both undone elle. 8 
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Chi. Down ye Dog then, 


Be quiet, and be ſtanch to no Inundations: 
Nun. Here kneel again, and Venus grant your Withes, 


Calis. O Divine Star of Heav'n, 

Thou in Power above the ſev'n: 
Thou ſweet Kindler of Defires, 
Till they grow to mutual Fires : 
Thou, O gentle Queen, that art 
Curer of each wounded Heart: 

| Thou the Fuel, and the Flame; 
Thou in Heav'n, and here the ſame: 
Thou the Moder, and the Woo'd : 
Thou the Hunger, and the Food : 
Thou the Pray'r, and the Pray'd; 

Thou what is, or ſhall be ſaid: 
Thou ſtill young, and golden treſſed, 
Make me by thy Anſwer bleſſed. 


Chi. When? | | 
Prieſt. Now _ handſomly, and ſmall by all means, 
T have told ye what. | [ Thunder, 


Chi. But I'Il tell you a new Tale, 
Now for my Neck-verſe; I have heard thy Pray'rs, 
And mark me well. 
| Myufick. Venus deſcends. 
Nen. The Goddeſs is difpleaſed much, 
The Temple ſhakes and totters; ſhe appears, 
Bow, Lady, bow. | 


Venus.Purge me the Temple round, 
And live by this example henceforth ſound. 
Virgin, T have ſeen thy Tears, 
Heard thy Wiſhes, and thy Fears 

Thy holy Incenſe flew above, 
Hark therefore to thy doom in Love; 
Had thy Heart been ſoft at firſt, 
Now thou bad'ſt allay'd thy Thirſt , 
Had thy ſtubborn Will but bended, 
All thy Sorrows here bad ended; 


Therefore 


The Mad Lover. 


Therefore to be juſt in Love 
A ſtrange Fortune thou 7. prove, 
And, for thou baſt been ſtern and coy, 
A dead Love thou ſhalt enjoy. 


Cal. O gentle Goddeſs! 

ven. Riſe, thy Doom is ſaid, _ 
And fear not, I will pleaſe thee with the dead. [Aſcends. 

Nun. Go up into the Temple, and there end 
Your holy Rites, the Goddels ſmiles upon ye 

[ Exeunt Cal. and Nun. 
Enter Chilax in bis Robe. ; 

Chi. I'll no more Oracles, nor Miracles, 
Nor no more Church Work, I'll be drawnand hang'd firſt. 
Am not I torn a pieces with the Thunder? | 
Death, I ean ſcarce believe I hve yet, 
It gave me on the Butrocks, a cruel, a huge bang, 
I had as lieve ha' had em ſcratcht with Dog-whips: 
Bc quiet henceforth, now ye feel the end on't, 
I wou'd adviſe ye my old Friends, the good Gentlewoman 
Is ſtrucken dumb, and there her Grace fits mumping 
Like an old Ape cating a Brawn; ſure the good Goddeſs 
Knew my intent was honeſt, to ſave the Princeſs, 
And how we young Men are entic'd to Wickedneſs 
By theſe lewd Women, I had paid for't elſe too. 
am monſtrous holy now, and cruel fearful, 
O 'twas a plaguy thump, charg'd with a vengeance. 

Enter Siphax, walks ſoftly over the Stage, and goes in. 
Wou'd I were well at home; the beſt is, tis not Day: 
Who's that? ha? Siphax! I'll be with you anon, Sir; 
Ye ſhall be Oracled I warrant ye, 
And thunder'd too, as well as I; your Lordſhip 

Enter Memnon, Eumenes, Stremon, and tms 
carrying Torches. 

Muſt needs enjoy the Princeſs, yes: ha! Torches? 
And Memnon coming this way? He's Dog-mad, 
And ten to one appearing thus unto him, 
He worries me. 1 muſt go by him. 

Eum . Sir ? | . 

Mem. Ask me no further Queſtions. What art thou? 
How doſt thou ffare? Stand off; nay look upon me, 


hes, 
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I do not ſhake, nor fear thee — [Draws bis Sword 
Chi. He will kill me: my 


This is for Church Work. 
Mem. Why doſt thou appear now? 


Thou wert fairly ſlain: I know thee, Dioc let, I 
And know thine Envy to mine Honour: But——— 
Chi. Stay Memmnon,  _ [4 ft ; 
I am a Spirit, and thou canſt not hurt me. 
Eum. This is the Voice of Chilax. 7 


Stre. What makes him thus? 

Chi. Tis true, that I was ſlain in Field, but foully, 
By Multitudes, not Manhood: Therefore mark me, 
I do appear again to quit mine Honour, 

And on thee ſingle. 1707 

Mem. I accept the Challenge. 
Wenn 

Chi. On the S:ygian Banks. 

Mem. When? 

Chi. Four Days hence. 

Mem. Go noble Ghoſt, I will attend. 

Chi. I thank ye. | 
Srre. Ve have ſav'd your Throat, and handſomely: 
Farewel, Sir. [Exit Chilas 

Mem. Sing me the Battels of Pelnſuum, 

In which this Worthy died. 

Eu. This will ſpoil all, and make him worſe 
Than e'er he was: Sit down, Sir, 

And give your {elf to reſt. 


SONG. 


Arm, arm, arm, arm, the Scouts are all come in, 

Keep your Ranks cieſe, and now your Honours win. 

Behold from yonder Hill the Foe appears, 

Bows, Bills, Glaves, Arrows, Shields, and Spears, 

Like a dark Wood he comes, or Tempeſt pouring, 

O view the Wings of Horſe the Meadows ſcowring; 
The Van-guard marches bravely, hart, the Drum: dub 
They meet, they meet, and now the Battel comes: dub 
See how the Arrows fly,, © 

That darken all the Sky; 


Hark 
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Hark how the Trumpets | 
Hark bow the Hills — 
Tara, ta tara, tara. 
Hark how the Horſes charge: In Boys, B 8 . 
The Bartel rotters; now the Wounds begin; 
2 bow they cry 7 | 
O how they Die! © | 
Fw. for the Valiant Memnon arm'd with Thunder, | 
See how he breaks the Ranks aſunder : 
They Fly, they Fly, Eumenes bas the Chaſe, 
And brave Polybius makes good his Place. 
To the Plains, to the Woods, 
To 71 wy to the Floods, 4 
They fly for Succour : Follow, follow, follow, Hey, h 
Hark how the Soldiers arty 7 * 
Brave Diocles in Dead, 
And all his Soldiers fled, 
The Battel's won, and loft, - 
That many a Life bath coſt. | 
Mem. Now forward to the Temple. [Exeunt. 
Enter Chilax. 
Chi. Are/ye gone? 
How have I *ſcap'd this Morning! By wha Miracle! 
Sure J am ordain'd for ſome brave end. 
Enter Cloe. 
Clo, Ho is it? 
Chi. Come, tis as . can be. 
Clo. But is it poſſible 
This ſhou'd be true you tell me ? 
Chi, Tis moſt certain. 
Clo. Such a groſs Aſs to love the Princeſs ? 
Chi, Peace, 
Pull you Robe cloſe about ye: Vou are perfect 
In - I taught ye? | 
Cle. Sure. 


yord 


Chi. Gods give thee good luck. 
ub, Tis ſtrange my Brains ſhould {till be beating Kay 
ub For all theſe Dangers, but they are needful Miſc 9 
And ſuch are Nuts to me; ; and d I I muſt do em. 


ou will remember me —— 
ark di 
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Clo. By this Kiſs, Chilax. d 

Chi. No more of that, I fear another Thunder. 

Clo. We are not i' fh Temple, Man. 

Enter Siphax. 

Chi. Peace, here he comes, | (and Cloe. 
Now to our buſineſs e 4 away now. [ Ex. Chilay, 

Sip. Twas ſure the Princeſs, for he kneePFd unto her, 
And ſhelooktevery way: I hope the Oracle | 
Has made me happy; me I hope ſhe lookt for. 

Enter Chilax and Cloe at the other Door. 
Fortune, I will ſo honour thee, Love, ſo adore thee. 
She is here again, looks round about her, again too, 
*Tis done, I know *'tis done, *tis Chilax with her, 
And I ſhall know of him. Who's that? 

Chi. Speak ſoftly, 
The Princeſs from the Oracle. 
Sip. She views me, 
By Heav'n ſne beckons me. | 
Chi. Come near, ſhe wou'd have ye. 
4 O Royal Lady. | [Ae ber Haul 
Chi. She wills ye read that, for belike ſhe's bound to d. 
For ſuch a time: She is wondrous gracious to ye. (lence 
1 4 Heav'n make me thankſul. | 
i. She wou'd have ye read it. He mad. 
Sip. Siphax, the will of Heav'n hath caſt me on thee 
Tobe thy Wife, whoſe Will muſt be obey d: 
Uſe me with Honour, I ſhall love thee dearly, 
And make thee underſtand thy Worths hereafter 3 
Convey me to a ſecret Ceremony, 
That both our Hearts and Loves may be united, 
And uſe no Language, till before my Brother 
We both appear, where J will ſhew the Oracle, 
For till that time I am bound, I muſt not anſwer. 
— 5 O happy I? 
Chi. Yeare amade Man. 
Sp. But Cbilax, 
Where are her Women! 
Chi. None but your Grace's Siſter, 
Becauſe ſhe wou'd have it private to the World yet, 
Knows of this Buſineſs, 
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Sip. 1 ſhall thank'thee, Chilax, 
Thou art a careful Man. 
Chi. Your Graces Servant. 


Sip. III find a fit place for thee. 
Chi. If you will not, | 


| There's a good Lady will, ſhe points ye forward, 1 


Away and take your Fortune; not a word Sir, | 
So, you are greas'd, I hope. [ Ex. Sip. andCloe,manetChi- 
Enter Stremon, Fool, and Boy. (lax. 
Chi. Stremon, Fool, Picus, | * 
Where have you left your Lord? 
Srre. IL'th' Temple, Chilax. 
Chi, Why are ye from him? 
Ste. Why, the King is with him, 
And all the Lords. 
Chi. Is not the Princeſs there too? 
Srre. Yes, | $3 
And the ſtrangeſt Coil amongſt em; She weeps bitterly : 
The King entreats, and frowns, my Lord like Autumn 
Drops off his hopes by handtulls, all the Temple | 
Sweats with this Agony. 51 | 
Chi, Where's young Polydor? 
Stre. Dead, as they ſay, o'th' ſudden. 
Chi. Dead? 4-24 
Stre. For certain, 
But not yet known abroad. | 
Chi, There's a new trouble, | Fa 
A brave young Man he was; but we mult all Die 
dre. Did not the General meet you this Morning 


Like a tall Stallion Nun? 

Chi, No more o that, Boy. _ 

Fre. You had been Ferreting- 

Chi. That's all one, Fool; 1 poked 
My Maſter Fool that taught my Wits to Traffck, 
What has your Wiſdom done? How have you profited? 
Out with your Audit: Come, you are not empty 


Put out mine Eye with twelve Pence? Do you ſhaker? 
What think you of this ſhaking? Here's Wit, Coxcomb, 


Ha Boys? Ha my fine Raſcals, her E'S a 


7 i Pull, our a Purſe. _* 
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How right they go! 
Fool. O let me ring the fore Bell. 3 
And here ar e Thumpers, Chiqueens, golden Rogues, 
Wit, Wit, ye Raſcals. | 
Fol. J have a Sty here, Chilax. | 
Chi. I have no Gold to cure it, not a Penny, 
Not ont croſs, Cavalier; we are dull Soldiers, 
Groſs heavy-headed Fellows; fight for Victuals? 
Fool. Why, ye are the Spirits of the Time. 
Cbi. By no means. 
Ful. The valiant firie. 
Chi. Fie, fie, no. 
Fool. Be- lee me, Sir. 
. Chi. I wou'd I cou'd, Sir. 
Fool. 1 will fatisfie ye. . 
Chi. But I will not content you; alas poor Boy, 
Thou ſhewꝰ'ſt an honeſt Nature, weep'ſt for thy Maſter, 
There's a red Rogue to buy thee Handkerchiefs. 
- Fool. Hewas an honeſt Gentleman, | have loft too. 
= Chi. You have indeed your labour, Fool; but Stremon, 
0 Doſt thou want Mony too? No Virtue living? 
[ No firking out at Fingers ends ? 
| Stre, It ſeems ſo. 
| Chi. Will ye all ſerve me? 
Stre. Yes, when ye are Lord General, 
For leſs I will not go. 
Chi. There's Gold for thee then, 
Thou haſt a Soldier's Mind. Fool — 
Fool. Here, your firſt Man. | 
Chi. will give thee for thy Wit, for 'tis a fine Wit, 
A dainty diving Wit, hold up, juſt nothing, 
Go Graze i' th* Commons, yet I am merciful 
There's ſix-pence: Buy a Saucer, ſteal an old Gown, 
And beg i' th* Temple for a Prophet. Come away Boys, 
Let's ſee how things are carried, Fool, up Sirrah, 
You may chance get a Dinner: Boy, your Preferment 
I'll undertake, for your brave Maſfer's fake, 
You ſhall not periſh, + 
Fool. Chilax. | 


chi. Pleaſe me well, Fool. 


— 


And 
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And you ſhall 1 my Pipes: Away to the Temple. 
I 


But ſtay, the King's here, ſport upon ſport, Boys. 
Enter King, Lords, Spee ee, Coe 14 Vail; 
King. What wou'd you have, Captain? 

Speak ſuddenly, for I ata wondrous buſie. i 
Sip. A Pardon, Royal Sir, | 
King, For what? 
Sip. For that 2 3 | 

Which was Heav'ns Will, ſhou'd not be mine alone, Sirg 

My marrying with this Lady. | 
King. It needs no Pardon, 

For Marriage is no Sin. 

Sip. Not in it ſelf, Sir; 

Put in preſuming too much: Yet Heav'n knows; 

So does the Oracle that caſt it on me; 

And the Princeſs, Royal Sir. 

King. W hat Princeſs? te N 
5p. O be not angry, my dread King, your Siſter. 

ng. My Sifter ſhe's i' th Temple, Man. 
Sp. She is here, Sir. 8 wg 
Lord. The Captain's mad, ſhe's kneeling at the Altar. 
King. I know ſhe is; with all my Heart, good Captain, 

Ido forgive ye both: Be unvail'd; Lady. ¶ Puts off ber Vail 

Will ye have more forgiveneſs? The Man's Frantick, 

Come let's go bring her out: God give ye joy; S.r. 

Hr. How, Cloe? My old Cloe? [ Ex. Lordi. 
Clo, Ev'n the ſame, Sir. 3 Medals LAG th 
Chi. Gods give your Manhood much content. 
dre. The Princes e Pat, 
Looks ſomething muſty ſince her coming over. 
Fool, Tyere good you'd bruſh her over. 
Sp. Fools and Fidlers 
Make ſport at my abuſe too? 
Fool. Otis the Nature BATH 

Of us Fools to make bold with one anotherz + 

But you are wiſe, brave Sirs. " | 
Gi. Cheer up your Princeſs, _ 

believe it Sir, the King will not be angry, 

Or ſay he were; why, twas the Oracle. 

The Oracle, an't like your Grace, the Oracle, 8 jo > 
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Stre, And who, moſt mighty Siphag ? - 1 


Sp. With mine own Whore. + e 
Clo. With whom elſe ſhou'd ye marry, ſpeak your Con- L, 
Will ye tranſgreſs the Law of Arms, that ever I 
Rewards the Soldier with his own Sin? Gai 
Sp. Devils. 3 | (nels, An 
Clo. Ye had my Maiden-head, my Youth, my Sweet: His 
Is it not Juſtice then? —— Sy. I ſee it muſt be, Ane 
But by this Hand, I'll hang a Lock upon thee. Thi 
Clo. You ſhall not need, my Honeſty ſhall do it. Ta 
Sp. If there be Wars in all the World W. 
Go. VI with ye, * 
For you know I have been a Soldier. ni 
Come, curſe on: When I need another Oracle. Is f 


Chi. Send for me Spas, Ill fit he with a Prince, WY Nc 
And ſo to both your Honours. Fool. And your Graces, | 


Sip. The Devil grace you all. An 
Clo. e Gila. 0 8 
Chi. Shall we laugh half an hour now? b 
Stre. No, the King comes, 4 p 

And all the Train. SP hea iis 1” | Th 
Chi. Away then, our Act's ended. [ Exeunt. 


Eater King, Calis, Memnon, Cleanthe; and Lars, Wl fe 

King. You know he do's deſerve ye, loves ye dearly 8 
You know what bloody Violence h'ad us'd | 
Upon himſelf, but that this Brother croſt it, 
You know the ſame Thoughts {till inhabit in him 
And covet to take birth: Look on him, Lady» 
The Wars have not ſo far conſum'd him yet, 0; 
Cold Age diſabled him, or Sickneſs ſunk him, 
To be abhorr'd: Look on his Honour, Siſter, 


That bears no ſtamp of Time, no Wiinkels on it, 4 
No ſad Demoliſhment, nor Death can xeach it: ; 
Look with the Eyes of Heav'n that nightly, waken, 4 


To view the Wonders of the Glorious Maker, | 
And not the Weakneſs: Look with your virtuous Ec Fit 
And then clad Royalty in all his Conqueſts rn 
His matchleſs Love hung-with a thouſand Merits, Re 


Eternal Youth attending, Fame and Fortune, 


Tin See 


* 
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Time and Oblivion vexing at his Virtues, 
He ſhall appear a Miracle: Look on our Dangers, 
Look on the publick Ruin. Cal. O, dear Brother. 
King. Fie, let us not like proud and greedy Waters, 
Gain to give off again: Thus 1s our Sea, | 
And you his Cynthia, govern him, take heed, 
His Floods have been as high and full as any, 
And gloriouſly now is got up to the Girdle, 
The Kingdoms he hath purchas'd ; noble Siſter, 
Take not your Virtue from him, O take heed 
We ebb not now to nothing, take heed Calis. 
Cal. The Willof Heav'n not mine, which muſt not alter, 
And my eternal Doom, for ought I know, 
Is fixt upon me; alas, I muſt, love nothing, 
Nothing that loves again muſt I be bleſt with: 
The gentle Vine climbs up the Oak and clips him, 
And when the ſtroke comes, yet they fall together. 
Death, Death muſt I enjoy, and live to love him, 
O noble Sir! fem. Thoſe Tears are ſome reward yet, 
Pray let me wend your Sorrows. 
N 0 em 2 = . 
hey are fruitful on a ſigh u em, 
And fraight they will — 4 118 
| told ye what ye would find *em 
Enter a Funeral, Captains following, and Eumenes. 
King. How now, what's this? more drops to th Ocean? 
Whole Body's this? Bam. The noble Fotydor, 
This ſpeaks his Death. Mem. My Brother dead? 
Cal, O Goddess! tint 2 on fol 
O cruel, cruelFexus, here's my Fortune. 
King. Read, Captaan. 
Mem. Read aloud; Farewel my Follies... 31>: $ 
[ Eumen. reads ;. 29 the Excellent Princeſs Calis. 
Eum. Be Wiſe, as you ave Beauteous, love with Judze- 
And look with clear Eyes anmy noble Brother, (ment, 
Value Deſert and Virtue, they are Jewels 
Fit for your Worthand Wearing; Take heed, Lady,, 
The Gods reward Ingratitude moſt grievos ?: 
Remember me no tare on if you muſt, 
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1 durſt not live, becauſe I durſt not wrong him, 
can no more, make m2 eternel Happy 
With looking down upon your Loves. Fare wel. 
Mem. And didſt thou die for me? 
King. Excellent Virtue! 
What will ye now do? 

Cal. Dwell for ever here, Sir. 

Mem. For me, dear Poly4» ? O worthy young Man! 
O Love, Love, Love, Love above Recompence! 
Infinite Love, In finite Honeſty ! 
Good Lady leave, you muſt have no ſhare here, 

Take home your Sorrows: Here's enough to ftore me, 
Brave glorious Griefs ! Was ever ſuch a Brother? 
Turn all the Stories over in the World yet, 
And ſearch through all the Memories of Mankind, 
And find me ſuch a Friend. Hy'as out-done all, 
Outſtript em ſheerly, all, all, thou haſt Polydor, 
To die for me; why, as I hope for Happinels, 
*T'was one of the rareſt Thought on Things, ook 
The braveſt, and carried beyond Compaſs of our Actions, 
I wonder how he hit it, a young Man too, 
In all the blofloms of his Youth and Beauty, 
In all the fulneſs of his Veins and Wiſhes 
W o0'd by that Paradiſe, that wou'd catch Heav'n; 
It ſtarts me extreamly, thou bleſt Aſhes, 5 
Thou faithful Monument, where Love and Friendſlup 
Shall, while the World is, work new Miracles. 
Cal. Ol let me ſpeak tov. 
Mem. No, not yet. Thou Man, 
(For we are but Mans Shadows,) only Man, 
1 have not Words to utter him; ſpeak Lady, 
I'll think a while. 5 | * | 
Cal. The Goddeſs grants me this yet, 
T ſhall enjoy-the Dead: 'No Tomb ſhall hold thee 
But theſe two Arms, no Trickments but my Tears 
rer they Hearſe, my Sorrows like ſad Arms 
hall hang for ever: On the tuffeſt Marble 
Mice Eyes ſhall weep thee out an Epitaph, 
Love at thy Feet ſhall kneel, his ſmart Bow broken; 


Faith at thy Head, Youth and the Graces Mourners- 0 
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O ſweet young Man! We) 
King. Now I begin to melt too. | 

Mem. Have ye enough et, Lady? room fora Gameſter. 
I To my fond Love, and all thoſe idle Fancies © 
Along Farewel; thou diedſt for me, dear Polydor, 
Jo give me Peace, thou haſt eternal Glory, 
I ſtay and talk here; I will kiſs thee firſt, 


an! And now I'll follow thee: olydore riſes. 
Tol. Hold, for Heav'ns fake! Mem. Ha! | 
Does he live? 5 


Doſt thou deceive me? Pol. Thus far, 
me, vet for your Good and Honour. | 

King. Now dear Siſter. 

Cal, The Oracle is ended, noble Sir, 
Diſpoſe me now as you pleaſe. 
1. You are mine then? 

Cal. With all the Joys that may be. ; | 

Pol. Your conſent, Sir? King. Ye have it freely. 

Fol. Walk along with me then, 

And as you love me, love my will. Cal. J will fo. 

Pol. Here, worthy Brother, take this virtuous Princeſs, 
Ye have deſery'd nobly, ſhe will love ye, 

And when my Life ſhall bring ye Peace, as ſhe does, 
Command it ye ſhall have it. Mem. Sir, I thank ye. 

King. I never found ſuch Goodneſs in ſuch Years. 

Mem. Thou ſhalt not over-do me, though I die for't, 
O how 1 love thy Goodneſs, my beſt Brother, 

You have giv'n me here a Treaſure to enrich me, 
Wou'd — the worthieſt King alive a Beggar, 
What may I give you back again? 

Pol. Your Love, Sir | 
Mem, And you ſhall have it, ev'n my deareſt Love, 
My firſt, my nobleſt Love, take her again, Sir, 
he is yours, your Honeſty has over-run me, 
dhe loves ye, loſe her not. Excellent Princeſs, 

Injoy thy Wiſh, and now get Generals. 
Pol. As ye love Heav'n, love him, ſhe is only yours, Sir. 
Mem. As ye love Heav'n, love him, ſheis only yours, Sir; 
My Lord, the King. Pol. He will undo himſelf, Sir, 
) And muſt without 4 periſh ; who ſhall fight then? 
: | | of Who 
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W hoſhall protect your Kingdom? 
Mem. Give me Hearing, 15 . 
And after that, Belicf ; were ſhe my Soul 
(As I do ſove her equal) all my Victories, | 
And all the living Names I have gain'd by War, 
And loving him that good, that virtuous good Man, 
That only worthy of the Name of Brother, 
wou d reſign all freely, tis all Love 
To me, all Marriage Rites, the joy of Iſſues 
To know him Fruitful, that has been ſo Faithſul. (Siſter 
King. This is the nobleſt difference; take your choice, WF — 
Cal. | ſee they are ſo brave, and noble both, 
I know not which to look on. Pol. Chuſe diſcreetly, 
And Virtue guide ye, there all the World, in one Man, 
Stands at the mark. Mem. There all Man's Honeſty, 
The Sweetnels of all Vouth .Cal. O Gods! 1 
Mem. My Armour, | 
By all the Gods ſhe's yours; my Arms, I ſay, 
And I beſeech your Grace, give me 1 N 
-ourtſhip. 


That ſhall be now my Miſtreſs, there my 
King. Ye ſhall have any thing. g 
Mem. Virtuous Lady, "of Lats. 

Remember me, your Servant now; Young Man, 

You cannot over-reach me in your Goodnels; ; 

O Love! How ſweetthoulook'ſtnow ? And how gentle: 

I ſhou'd have flubber'd thee, and ſtain'd thy Beauty: 

Your Hand, your Hand, Sir? . 7 
King. Take her, and Heay'n bleſs her. 

Aen.. So. ; . wy 
Pol. *Tis your Will, Sir, nothing of m Merit; 

And as your Royal Gift, I take this Bleſſing. 
Cal. And l from Heay'n this Gentleman, Thanks Cod 
Mem. So ye are pleas'd now, Lady? —_y dels 
Cal. Now or never- : tare ＋ 80 
Mem. My cold ſtiff Carcaſs wou'd have frozen ye, 


ars, Wars. 
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ive me a Fayour, that the World may know 
am your Soldier. | 


Cal. This, and all fair Fortunes. Cy. 
Mem. And he that bears this from me, mult ſtrike bold- 
[Cleanthe {neeling. 
„ Cal. 1 do forgive thee: Be honeſt; no more, Wench. 
King. Come now to Revels; this bleſt Day ſhall prove 
he happy Crown of noble Faith and Love. 
[ Exeunt. 
noice, — 5 in p | 
% EPILOGUE. 
5 


HE re Iyes the Doubt now, let our Plays be good, 

Our own Care ſailing equal in this Flood, 

Our Preparations new, new our Attire, | 

let here we are becalm'd ſtill, ſtill iᷣth' Mire, 

Here we ſtick faſt ; Is there no way to clear 

Ibis Paſſage of your Fudgment, and our Fear, 

M mitigation of that Law? Brave Friends, 

Omfider we are yours, made for 2 ends, 

And every thing preſerves it ſelf, each Will 

If not perverſe, and crooked, utter ſtill 

Te beſt of that it ventures in: Have care 

Ev'n for your Pleaſures ſake, of what we are, 

And do uot ruin all; you may frownſtill, * 
But vis the nobler way to check the Will. 
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E need not, noble Gentlemen, to invite © 
Attention, pre- inſtruct you who did write 


This worthy Story, being confident 

The Mirth join'd with grave Matter, and Intent 
To yield the Hearers Profit, with Delight, 

ill freak the Mater: And to do him right, 
Wou'd ast a Genius like to his, the Age 
Mourning his Loſs, and aur now widowed Sage 
In vain lamenting. T cou'd add, ſo far 

Behind him the moſt modern Writers are, 4 
That when they wou'd commend him,their beſt Praiſe 
Ruins the Buildings which they ſtrive to raiſe \ 
To his beſt Memory. So much a Friend 

Preſumes to write," ſecure*twill not offend 

The living that are modeſt, with the reſt 

That may repine he cares not to conteſt. | 
This Debt to Fletcher paid; it is profeſy'd 

By us the Attors, we will do our beſt 

To ſend ſuch favouring Friends, as hither come 
To grace the Scene, * and contented home. 


Dra- 


— 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 


Reat Duke of Moſcovia. 
Archas, the Loyal Subject, General of the 
| Moſcovites. 
Theodore, Son to Archas; valorous, but impatient, Ml 
Putskie alias Briskie, 4 Captain, Brother to Archa 
Alinda alias Archas, Son to Archas. . 
Burris, an honeſt Lord, the Duke's Favourite. 


Boroskie, 4 malicious ſeducing Councellor to the 
Duke. 


E nſign to Archas, @ ſtout merry Soldirr. 
Soldiers. 

Gentlemen. 

Guard. 
Servants. 


WOMEN. 


A 
Olympia, Sifter to the Duke. 
Honora, 
Viola, I Daughters of Archas. 
_ Servants to Olympia. | 
Bawd, @ Court Lady. 
ö 
] 


SCENE MOSCO. 
THE 
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| acrt I scENE I. 
Euter Theodore, and Putskie. 


THEO DORE. | 
aAptain, your Friend's prefcr'd, the Princeſs 
PH ENE has her, 
7 ENS Who, Iaſſure my ſelf, will uſe her nobly 
As pretty ſweet one tis indeed. 
— Pur. Well bred, Sir, 
I do deliver that upon 35 * 
And of an honeſt Stock. 
The, It ſeems ſo, Captain, 
And no doubt will do well. 
Pur. Thanks to your Care, Sir 
But tell me, noble Colonel, why "this Habit . 
Of diſcontent is put on through the Army? 
And why your valiant Father, our great General, | 
— Hand that taught to ſtrike, the Love that led alli i 
why he, that was the Father of the War, 
He that ba got, and bred the Soldier, 
Why he 2 ſhaking of his Arms, like Autumn, 
His Colours folded, and his Drums cas'd up, 
The Tongue of War for ever ty d within us? 
The. It muſt be ſo: Captain you are a Stranger, 


But of a ſmall time here a Soldier, | 
| Yet 


Vet that time ſnews ye a right good and great one, 
Fife I cou'd tell ye Hours are ſtrangely alter'd: 
The young Duke has tgo many Eyes upon him, 
Too many Fears tis thought too, and to nouriſh thoſe, 
Maintains too many Inſtruments. | 

Put. Turn their Hearts, f 
Or turn their Heels up, Heavy n: Tis ſt 

The old Duke lov'd him dearly. 
De. He deſerv'd it; 
And were he not my Father, I durſt tell ye 
The memorable Hazards he has run through 
Deſerv'd of this Man too; highly deſerv'd too; 
Had they been leſs, thy had been ſafe, Prurskte, 
And ſooner reach'd Regard. | E 
Put. There you ftruck ſure, Sir. 

The. Did 1 never tell thee of a Vow he made, 
Some Years before the old Duke dy'd? 

Put. J have heard ye + 
Speak often of that Vow; but how it was, 

Or to what end, I never underſtood yet. 

The, I'll tell thee then: And then thou'lt find the Ren- 
The laſt great Muſter, (twas before ye ſery'd here, (fon. 
Before the laſt Duke's death, whoſe honour'd Bones 
Now reſt in Peace) this young Prince had the ordering, 
(To Crown his Father's Hopes) of all the Army: 
Who, to be ſhort, put all his Pow'r in Practice; 
Faſhion'd, and drew 'em up: But alas, ſo poorly, 
So raggedly and looſely, ſo unſoldier'd, 

The good Duke bluſh'd, and call'd unto my Father, 
Who then was General: Go, Archas, ſpeedily, 
And chide the Boy, before the Soldiers find him, 
Stand thou berween his Ignorance and them, 
Faſhion their Bodies new to thy Direction; 
Then draw thou up, and ſhew the Prince his Errors. 
My Sire obey'd, and did ſo; with all Duty 
Inform'd the Prince, and read him all Directions: 
This bred Diſtaſte, Diſtaſte grew up to Anger, 
And Anger into wild Words broke out thus. 
Well, Archas, if I live but to Command here, 


range it ſhouldbe: 


To be but Duke once, ] ſhall then remember. f 
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] ſhall remember truly, truſt me, I ſhally N 
And by my Father's Hand —— the reſt his Eyes ſpoke. 
To which my Father anſwer'd (ſome what mov'd t00) 
And with a Vow he ſeal'd it: Royal Sir, 
Since for my Faith and Fights, your Scorn and Anger 
Only purſue me; if I live to that Day, | 
T 4 Day ſo long expected to Reward me, 
By his xg ever noble Hand you {wore by, 
nd by the Hand of Juſtice, never Arms more 
Shall rib this Body in, nor Sword hang here, Sir. 
The Conflicts I'will do you ſervice thea in, | 
Shall be repentant Prayers. So they parted. 
The time is come; and now ye know the Wonder. 
Put. I finda Fear too, which begins to tell me, 
The Duke will have but poor and flight Detences, - 
If his hot Humour reign, and not his Honour : 
How ſtand you with him, Sir? 
The. A perdue Captain, 
Full of my Father's Danger. ; 
Put. He has rais'd a young Man, 
They ſay a flight young Man, I know him not, 
For what D efert ? f 
The. Believe it, a brave Gentleman, 
Worth the Duke's Reſpect, a clear ſweet Gentleman, 
And of a noble Soul : Come let's retire us, 
And wait upon my Father, who within this hour 
lou will find an alter'd Man. 
Fut. I am ſorry for't, Sir. . [Exennt, 


SCENE IL bo 
Enter Olympia, and two Gentlewomen. 


ole, 


ON, 


Olym. Is't not a handſome Wench ! e 
2 Nom. She is well enough, Madam: 
have ſeen a better Face, and a ſtraighter Body; ; 
And yet ſhe is a pretty Gentlewoman. 
Ohm. What thinbeſt thou, Peteſca? 
Pe. Alas, Madam, I have no skill, ſhe hasablack Eye, 
Which is of the leaſt too, and the dulleſt Water:  ,_ 
And when her Mouth was made, for certain, Madam, = 
YoL Ih H h Nature ] 


| | 
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Nature intended her a right good Stomach. 
Ohm. She has a good Hand. 872] 
2 Mam. * Tis good enough to hold faſt, 
And ſtrong enough to ſtrangle the Neck of a Lute. 
Ohm. What chink ye of her Colour? | 
Pet. If it be her own | 
"Tis good black Blood: Right Weather-proof 
J warrant it. 
2 Mum. What a ſtrange Pace ſhe has got? 
Ohm. That's but her Brecding. | 
Pet. And what a manly Body? methinks ſhe looks 
As though ſhe wou'd pitch the Bur, or go to Buffets. 
2. Nom Yer her Behaviour's utterly againſt it, 
For methinks the is too baſhful. 
Ohm. ls that hurtful? 
2 Wom. Ev'n equal to too bold: Either of *em, Madam, 
May do her Injury when time ſhall ſerve her. 
Ohm. You diſcourſe learnedly ; call in the Wench, 
| [ Exit Gent: 
What envious Fools are you? Is the Rule general, 
That Women can ſpeak handſomly of none, 
Bur thoſe they are bred withal ? 
Pet. Scarce well of thoſe, Madam, 
If they believe they may out-ſhine 'em any way: 
Our Natures are like Oy], compound us with any thing, 
Yer {hill we ſtrive to ſyim o' th' top: 
Sappoſe there were here now, 
Now in this Court of Auſcn, a Stranger Princeſs, 
Of Blood and Beauty «equal to your Excellence, 
As many Eyes and Services ſtuck on her; 
What wou'd you think? 
Ohm. T wou'd think ſhe might deſerve it, 
Pet. Your Grace ſhall give me leave not to believe ye; 
know you are a Woman, and ſo humour'd: 
I'll tell ye, Madam, I cou'd then get more Gownson ye, 
More Cars and Feathers, more Scarfs,and more Sill-ſtock- 
With rocking you aſleep with nightly Railings (ings 
Upon that Woman, than f | had nine Lives 
I cou'd wear out. By this Band ye would ſcratch ber 
Ohm. Thou art deceiv'd, Fool; (Eyes out. 
Now let your own Eye mock ye. Eu 
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Enter Gentlewoman, and Alinda. 
Come hither Girl: Hang me and ſhe be not a handſom one. 
Pet. I fear it will prove indeed ſo. | 
Olym. Did you ever ſerve yer 
In any Place of Worth ? 
Alin. No, Royal Lady. 
pet. Hold up your Head; fie. 
Olym. Let her alone, ſtand from her. 
Alin. It — be now, 
Of all the Bleſſings my poor Vouth has pray'd for 
; The greateſt and te bappieſt to ſerve wo 4 ; 
And might my Promiſe carry but that Credit 
To be believ'd, becauſe I am yet a Stranger, 
Excellent Lady, when I fall from Duty, 
From all the Service that my Life can lend me, 
m, May everlaſting Miſery then find me. 
Ohm. What think ye now? I do believe, and thank ye; 
1. And ſure I ſhall not be ſo far forgetful, 
t. To ſee that honeſt Faith die unrewarded: 
What muſt I call your Name? 
Alin. Alinda, Madam. 
Ohm. Can ye ſing ? | 
Alin. A little, when my Grief will give me leave, Lady. 
Ohm. What Grief canſt thou have, Wench ? 
133 Thou art not in Love? r 
Alin. If I be Madam, tis only with your Goodneſs; 
For yet I never ſaw that Man I ſighed for. 
Ohm. Of what Years are you? 
Alin, My Mother oft has told me, 
That very Day and Hour this Land was bleſt 
8 moſt happy Birth, I firſt ſaluted 
This World's fair Light. Nature was then ſo buſie, 
e; And all the Graces to adorn your Goodneſs, 
| ſtole into the World poor and neglected. | 
05 Ohm. Something there was, when I firſt look'd upon 
Made me both like and love thee: now I know it; (thee, 
And you ſhall find that knowledge ſhall not hurt you: 
| hope ye are a Maid? n | 
er Ain. J hope ſo too, Madam; 
*. Lm ſure for any Man. And were I otherwiſe, - 
| Hh 2 Of 
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Of all the Services my Hopes could point ar, 
I durit not touch at yours. vt 
Flouriſh. Enter Duke, Burris, «nd Gentlemen. 
Per. The great Duke, Madam. 
Dube. Good Morrow, Sitter. 
Ohm. A good Day to your Highneſs. 
- Duke, I am come to pray you uſe no more Perſuaſiom 
For this old flubborn Man: Nay to command ye: 
His Sail is ſwell'd too full: He is grown too Inlolent, 
Too lelf-affeed, proud: Thoſe poor flight Services 
He has done my Father, and my ſelf, have blown him 
To ſuch a Pitch, he flyes to ſtoop our Favours. 
Ohm. I am ſorry, Sir: I ever thought thoſe Services 
Both Great and Noble. | 
Bur. However, may it pleaſe ye 
Bur to conſider em a true hearts Servants, 
Done out of Faith to you, and not ſelt-tame. 
Do but conſider, Royal Sir, the Dangers, 
When you have ſlept ſecure, the Mid- night Tempetts, 
Thar, as he marcht, ſung through his aged Locks; 
When you have fed at full, the Wants and Famincs; 
The Fires of Heav'n, when you have foundall temperate, 
Death with his thouſand Doors 
Duke. I have confider'd; 
No more: And that I will have, ſhall be. 
Olym. For the beſt, 
I hope all ſtill. | 
| Duke. What handſom Wench is that there? 
Ohm. My Servant, Sir. 
Duke. Prethee obſerve her Burrit, 
Is ſhe not wondrous handſom ? ſpeak 
Bur. She appears no lefs to me, Sir. 
Duke. Of whence is ſhe ? 
Ohm. Her Father I am told is a good Gentleman; 
But far off dwelling: Her deſire to ſerve me (her. 


932 


thy Freedom. 


Broupht her to'th* Court, and here her Friends have left 
| Duke. She may find better Friends: 

Le are welcome, fair one, 

I have not ſeen a Sweeter : By your Lady's leave: 

Nay ſtand up, Sweet; we'll have no Superſtinon: You 


= 


A mprrdwQW,. jt 
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You have got a Servant; you may uſe him kindly, 
And he may honour ye: [| Exe. Dyke, and Burris. 
Good Morrow, Sitter. 034045. 55 7. 
Olym. Good Morrow to your Grace. How the Wench + 
How like an Angel now the looks? 
1 Mom. Ar firſt Jump. 
Jump into the Dake's Arms? We muſt look to you, 
indeed we muſt, the next Jump we are Journeymen. 
Pet. I ſee the Ruin of our Hopes already; _ 
Wou'd ſhe wereat home again,milking her Father'sCows. 
Vom. 1 fear ſhe'll milk all the great Courtiers firſt. 
Ohm. This has not made ye proud? 
ices Alin. No certain, Madam. 
Ohm. It was the Duke that kiſt ye. 
Alin. *T'was your Brother, 
And therefore nothing can be meant but Honour. 
Olym. But ſay he love ye? | 
Alin. That he may with fafety: : 
ft, WM A Prince's Love extends to all his Subjects. 
Ohm. But fay in more particular? 
i Aliu. Pray fear not: | 
ty For Virtues fake deliver me from Doubts, Lady. 
'Tis not the name of King, nor all his Promiſes, 
His Glories, and his Greatneſs, ſtuck about me, 
Can make me prove a Traitor to your Service. 
You are my Miſtreſs, and my noble Maſter, 
Your Virtues my Ambition, and your Favour 
The end of all my Love, and all my Fortune : 
And when I fail in that Faith 
Ohm. I believe thee, \ | 
Come wipe your Eyes; I do: Take you Example 
Pet, I wou'd her Eyes were out. 
1 Worms. If the Wind ſtand in this Door, | 
We ſhall have but cold Cuſtom: Some trick or other, 
r. And ſpeedily. | 
lt Per. Let me alone to think on't. 
Ohm. Come, be you near me ſtill. | 
Alin. Wirh all my Duty. Exeuut. 


pu Hh 3 SCENE 
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SCENE III. 


Enter Archas, Theodore, Putskie, Ancient, and Soldiers, 
carrying bis Armour piece- meal, his Colours wound up, 
and his Drums in Caſes. 


The. This is the heavieſt March we cer trod, Captain, 

Put. This was not wont to be: Theſe honour'd Pieces 
The fiery God of War himſelf would ſmile at, 
Buck1'd upon that Body, were not wont thus, 

Like Relicks to be offer'd to long Ruſt, 
And heavy-ey'd Oblivion brood upon em. 

Arch, There ſet em down: And glorious War ſarewel; 
Thou Child of Honour and ambitious Thoughts, 
Begot in Blood, and nurs'd with Kingdoms Ruins; 
Thou golden Danger, courted by thy Followers 
Through Fires _ Famines, for one Title from thee 
Prodigal Mankind ſpending all his Fortunes; 

A long tarewell give thee. ' Noble Arms, 

You Ribs for mighty Minds, you Iron Houſes, 

Made to defie the Thunder-claps of Fortune, 

Ruſt and conſuming Time — now dwell with ye: 
And thou good Sword that knewꝰ'ſt the way to Conqueſt, 
Upon whole fatal edge Deſpair and Death dwelt, 

That when Iſhook thee thus, fore-ſhew'd Deſtruction, 
Sleep now from Blood, and grace my Monument. | 
Farewel my Eagle; when thou flew'ſt, whole Armies 
Have ſtoopt below thee: At Paſſage I have ſeen thee, 
Ruffle the Tartars, as they fled thy Fury; 

And bang em up together, as a Taſflel, 

Upon the ſtretch, a Flock of fearful Pigeons. 

yet remember when the Yoſgacurl'd, 

 Theaged Yolga, when he heav'd his Head up, 
Andrais'd his Waters high, to ſee the Ruins, 

The Ruins our Swords made, the bloody Ruins, 

T hen flew this Bird of Honour bravely, Gentlemen. 
Bur theſe muſt be forgotten: So muſt theſe too, 
And all that tend to Arms, by me for ever. | 
Take em you holy Men; my Vow take with em, 
Never to wear em more: Trophies I give em, 


ks 


And 


| 5 
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and ſacred Rites of War to adorn the Temple: 
There let em hang, to tell the World their Maſter 
Is now Devotion's Soldier, fit for Pray'r. | 
Why do ye hang your Heads? Why look you ſad, Friends? 
lam not dying yet. | 
The. Ve are indeed to ue, Sir. 
Pur. Dead to our Fortunes, General. 
Aich. You'll find a better, 
A greater and a ſtronger Man to lead ye, 
And to a ſtronger Fortune. Iam oid, Friends, * _ 
Timeand the Wars together make me ſtoop, Gentlemen, 
Stoop to my Grave: My Miad unturniſh'd too, 
Empty and weak as | am: My poor Body, 
Able for nothing now but Contemplation, 
And that will be a task too to a Soldicr : 
Yer had they but encourag d me, or thought woll 
Of what I have done, I think I ſhou'd have ventur'd 
For one knock more, I ſhou'd have made a ſhift yet 
To have broke one ſtaff more handſomly, and have died 
Like a good Fellow, and an honeſt Soldicr, 
Inthe head of ye all, with my Sword in my Hand, 
And ſo have made an end of all with Credit. 
The. Well, there will come an hour, when all theſe 
Theſe ſecure flights (Injuries, 
Arch. Ha! No more of that Sirrah, 5 
Not one word more of that, I charge ye. 
The. I mult ſpeak, Sir. | 
Ani may that Tongue forget to ſound your Service, 
That's dumb to your Abuſes. 1 
Arch. Underſtand, Fool, | KA, 
That voluntary I fit down. INS: 
The. You are forc'd, Sir, 
Forc'd for your Safety: I roo well remember 
The Time and Cauſe, and I may live to curſe em: 
You made this Vow, and whoſe Unnoblenels, - 
Indeed forgetfulneſs of good 
Arch. No Mor“, ; 
As thou art mine, no more. 
The. Whoſe Doubt and Envie 
But the Devil will have his Cue. "+ 
: 2 Fur. 
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Put. Good gentle Colonel. - 


The: And though Diſgraces, and contempt of Honour 


Reign now, the W heel muſt turn again. 
Arch. Peace, Sirrah, 
Yeur Tongue's too ſaucy: Do you ſtare upon me? 
Down with that Heart, down ſuddenly, down with it, 
Down with that Diſobedience; tie that Tongue up. 
The. Tongue? 
Arch. Do not provoke me to forget my Vow, Sirrah, 
And draw that fatal Sword again in anger. 
Put. For Heav'ns fake, Colonel. 
Arch. Do not let me doubt 
W hoſe Son thou art, becauſe thou canſt not ſuffer: 
Do not play with mine Anger; if thou doſt, 
By all the Loyalty my Heart holds 
The. I have done, Sir, | 
Pray pardon me. 
Arch. I pray be worthy of it: 
Beſhrew your Heart, you have vext me. 
The. I am ſorry, Sir. 
Arch. Go to, no more of this: Be true and honeſt, 
I know ye are Man enough, mould it to juſt Ends, 
And let notmy Diſgraces, then I am miſerable, 
When I have nothing left me but thy Angers. 
Flouriſb. Enter Duke, Burris, Boroskie, Attend. and Gent. 
Put. And't pleaſe ye, Sir, the Duke. 
Duke. Now, what's all this? 45 
The meaning of this ceremonious Emblem? 
Arch. Your Grace ſhou'd firſt remember 
Bor. There's his Nature. | 
Duke. I do, and ſhallremember ſtill that Injury, 
That at the Muſter, where it pleas'd your. Greatneſs 
To laugh at my poor Soldierſhip, to ſcorn it; 
And more to make me ſeem ridiculous, 
Took from my Hands my Charge. 
Bur. O think not ſo, Sir. | 
Duke. And in my Father's ſight. 
Arch. Heav'n be my Witneſs, 
T did no more, (and that with Modeſty, 


With Love and Faith t oy on) than was my Warranty 4 
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You are my Prince, but I dare ſpeak to ye, . 
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And from your Father ſcal'd, nor durſt that Rudenes, 
And Impudence of ſcorn fall from my haviour; | 
ever yet knew Duty. | 
Due. We ſhall teach ye; . 
| well remember too, upon ſome Words I told ye, 
Then at that time, ſome angry Words ye anſwer'd 5 
f ever I were Duke, you were no Soldier. ö 
You have kept your word, and ſo it ſhall be to you, 
From henceforth I diſmiſs you; take your caſe, Sir. 
Arch. L humbly thank your Grace; this waſted Body, 
Beaten and bruis'd with Arms, dry'd up with troubles, ' 
Is good for nothing eiſe but quiet now, Sir, 
And holy Pray'rs; in which, when [ forget 
To thank Heav'n for all your bounteous Favours, | 
May that the Deaf, and my Petitions periſh. (Pride in? 
Bor. What a ſmooth humble Cloak he has cas'd his- 
And how he has pull'd his Claws in? There's notruſting--- 
Bur. Speak for the belt: 
Bor. Believe I ſhall do ever. | | 
Duke. Tomikeye underſtand, we feel not yet 
Such dearth of Valour, and Expenence, 
duch a declining Age of doing Spirits, 
That all ſhou'd be confin'd within your Excellence, 
And you, or none be honour'd: Take, Boroskte, 
The place he has commanded, lead the Soldier; 
Alittle time will bring thee to his Honour. 
Wbich has been nothing but the World's Opinion, 
The Soldiers Fondneſs, and a little Fortune, 
Which I believe his Sword had the leaſt ſhare in. 
The. O that I durſt but anſwer now. 15 OY] 
Put. Good Colonel. 4 | 
The. My Heart will break elſe. Royal Sir, I know not 
What you eſteem Mens Lives, whoſe hourly Labours, - 
And loſs of Blood, Conſumptions in your Service, 
Whoſe Bodies are acquainted with more Miſeries, 
And all to keep you ſafe, than Dogs or Slaves are. 
His Sword the leaſt ſhare gain'd? 4 | 
Duke. You will not fight with me? 
The. No Sir, I dare not, 


1 


And 
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And dare ſpeak Truth, which none of their Ambitions 
That be Informers to you, dare once think of; 
Yet Truth will now but anger ye; I am ſorry for't, 
And ſo I take my leave. 9 [ Extt. 
Duke. Ev'n when you pleaſe, Sir. 
Arch. Sirrah, ſee me no more. 
Duke. And ſo may you too: 
You have a Houſe i' th Country, keep you there, Sir, 
And when you have rul'd your ſelf, teach your Son Man- 
For this time I forgive him, | Cners, 
Arch. Heav'n forgive all; 
And to your Grace a happy and long Rule here. 


And you, Lord General, may your Fights be proſperous. 


In all your Courſe may Fame and Fortune court you. 
Fight for your Country, and your Prince's Satety ; 
Boldly, and bravely face your Enemy, 
And when you ſtrike, ſtrike with that killing Virtue, 
As if a general Plague had ſeiz d before Je 
Danger, and Doubt, and Labour caſt behind ye; 
And then come home an old and noble Story. 

Bur. A little Comfort, Sir. | 

Duke. Aslittle as may be: | 
Farewel, you know your Limit. [ Ex. Duke, &c. 

Bur. Alas, brave Gentleman. 

Arch. ] do, and will obſerve it ſuddenly. 
My Grave; ay, that's my Limit; *tis no new thing, 
Nor that can make me ſtart, or tremble at it, 
To buckle with that old grim Soldier now: ha 
I have ſeen him in his ſowreſt ſhapes, and dreadfull'ſt ; 
Ay, and | thank my Honeſty, have ſtood him: 
That Audit's caſt; farewel my honeſt Soldiers, 
35 me your Hands; farewel, farewel good Auctent, 
A ſtout Man, and a true, thou art come in Sorrow. 
Bleſſings upon your Swords, may they ne'er fail ye; 
You do but change a Man; your Fortune's conſtant; 
That by your ancient Valours is ty'd faſt ſtill; 
Be valiant till, and good: And when ye fight next, 
When flame and fury make but one Face of Horror, 


When the great reſt of ail your Honour's up, 


2 
2 


When you wou'd think a Spell to ſh:ke the Enemy, 
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Remember me, my Prayers ſhall be with ye: 


So once again farewel, 
Put. Let's wait upon ye: | | | 
Arch, No, no, it muſt not be; I have now left me 

A ſingle Fortune to my ſelf, no more, 

Which needs no Train, nor Compliment ; good Captain; 

You are an honeſt and a ſober Gentleman, 

And one I think has lov'd me. 

Put. I am ſure on't. (me. 
Arch. Look to my Boy, he's grown too headſtrong for 

And'if they think him fit to carry Arms ſtill, 

His Life is theirs; Ihavea Houſe!th* Country, 

And when your better hours will give you Liberty, 

See me: You ſhall be welcome. Fortune to ye. [ Exit. 
Anc. I'll cry no more, that will do him no good, 

And 'twill but make me dry, and I have no Mony. 

Pl! fight no more, and that will do them harm; 

And if I can do that, I care not for Mony. (luck too 

I cou'd have curſt reaſonable well, and I have had the 

To have 'em fit ſometimes. W hoſoever thou art, 

That like a Devil didſt poſſeſs the Duke ET 

With theſe malicious Thoughts; mark what Iſay to thee, 

APlague upon thee, that's but the Preamble. 

Sl, O take the Pox too. 
Anc. They'll cure one another; | 

I muſt have none but kills, and thoſe kill ſtinking. 

Or look ye, let the ſingle Pox poſſe's them, 

Or Pox upon Pox. | 
Pit. That's but ill 1'ch* Arms, Sir. N 
Auc. Tis worſe ''th' Legs, I wou'd not wiſh it elſe: 

And may thoſe grow toScabs as big as Mole-hills, 

And twice a Day, the Devil with a Curry-Comb 

Scratch 'em, and ſcrub em: I warrant him he has em. 
do]. May he be ever Lowzy. 

Anc. That's a pleaſure, 

The Beggar's Lechery; ſometimes the Soldier's : 

May he be ever lazy, ſtink where he ſtands, 

And Maggots breed in's Brains. 

2 Sol. Ay, marry Sir, | 

May he fall mad in Love with his Grand-:other, 
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And kiſſing her, may her Teeth drop into nis Mouth, 
And one fall croſs his Throat, then let him gargle. 
Enter a Peſt, 
Put. Now, what's the matter ? 
Pit, Where's the Duke, pray Gentlemen? 
Put. Keep on your way, you cannot mils. 


Poſt. 1 thank ye. Exit. 


Anc. If he be married, may he dream he's Cuckol'd, 
And when he wakes believe, and ſwear he ſaw it, 
Sue a Divorce, and after find her honeſt : 
Then in a pleaſant Pigſty, with his own Garters, 
And a fine running knot, ride ta the Devil. 

Put. If theſe wou'd do 

Anc. I'll never truſt my Mind more, 
If all theſe fail. 

1 Sol. What ſhall we do now, Captain? 
For by this honeſt Hand I'll be torn in pieces, 
Unleſs my old General go, or ſome that love him, 
And love us equal too, before! fight more. 
I can mike a Shoo yet, and draw it on too, 
If I ike the Leg well. 

Anc. Fight? Tis likely! 
No, there will be the Neat Boys, when there's need on's. 
They think the other Crown will do, will carry us. 
And the brave golden Coat of Captain Cankro 
Boroskie. What a noiſe his very Name carries? 
"Tis Gun enough to fright a Nation, 
He needs no Soldiers; if he do, for oy port too, 
I promiſe ye he's like to ſeek em; fo think you think 
And all the Army; No, honeſt, brave old Archas, 
We cannot To ſoon leave thy Memory, 
So ſoon forget thy Goodnels: He that does, 
The ſcandal and the ſcum of Arms be counted- 

Pur. You much rejoice me now you have hit my mean- 
I durſt not (= ye till I found your Spirits: (ing 
Continue t els 

Anc. [1 * id tell the Duke ont. 

Enter ſecond Poſt. 
Put. No, no, he'll find it ſoon enough, and fear it, 


When once occaſion comes. Another Packet 3 
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From whence, Friend, come you? 

2 Poſt. From the Borders, Sir. 

Put. What news, Sir, I beſecch you? 

2 Poſt. Fireand Sword, Gentlemen; 

The Tartar's up, and with a mighty force 
Comes forward, like a Tempeſt, all before him 
Burning and killing. | 

Anc. Brave Boys, brave News, Boys. 

2 Poſt. Either we muſt have preſent help 

Anc. Still braver. ; 

2 Diſt. Where lies the Duke? 

Sol. He's there. 

2 Poſt. Save ye, Gentlemen. [ Exit. 

Anc. We are ſafe enough, I warrant thee. 

Now the time's come. | 

Pur. Ay, now tis come indeed, and now ſtand firm, 
And let em burn on merrily. (Boys, 

Anc. This City would make a fine marvelous Bonfire: 
'Tis old dry Timber, and ſuch Wood hasno Fellow. 

2 Hul. Here will be trim piping anon and whining 
Like ſo many Pigs1n a Storm, 

When they 4. the news once. 
Enter Boroskie, and à Servant. 

Pur. Here's one has heard it already; 
Room for the General. 

Bor. Say I am faln exceeding ſick o'th' ſudden, 

And am not like to live. | 
Put. If ye go on, Sir, 
For they will kill ye certainly; they look for ye. 

Anc. I ſee, your Lordſhip's bound, take a Suppoſitory, 
'Tis I, Sir; a poor caſt Flag of yours. The tooliſh Tarzers 
They burn and kill, and'thke your Honour, kill us, 
Kill with Guns, with Guns my Lord, with Guns, Sir. 
What ſays your Lordſhip to a Chick in ſorrel Sops? 

Nit. Go, go thy ways old True- penny; 

Thou haſt but one fault: Thouart ev'n too valiant. (ted. 
Come, t'th' Army Gentlemen, and let's make them acquain- 
Sol. Away, we are for ye. - \ [Exenne. 


SCENE 
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: Enter Alinda, and two Gentlewomen. 


Alin. Why, whither run ye Fools; will ye leave my 
Pet. The Tartar comes, the Tartar comes. (Lady? 
Alin. W hy, let him, e 

T thought you had fear d no Men: Upon my Conſcience 

You have try'd their Strengths already; ſtay for ſhame. 
Pet. Shift for thy ſelf, Alinda. [ Exit. 
Alin. Beauty bleſs ye: 

Into what Groom's Feather-Bed will you creep now? 

And there miſtake the Enemy; ſweet Youths ye are, 

And of a conſtant Courage; are you afraid of foining ? 

Enter Olympia. 

Ohm. O my good Wench, what ſhall become of us? 

The Poſts come hourly in, and bring new Danger; 

The Enemy is paſt the Volga, and bears hither 

With all the Blood and Cruelty he carries. 

My Brother now will find his Fault. 
Alin. I doubt me, | 

Somewhat too late, Madam. Bur pray fear not, | 

All will be well, I hope. Sweet Madam, ſhake not. 
Ohm. How cam'ſt thou by this Spirit? our Sex trembles. 
Alin. I am not unacquainted with theſe Dangers; 

And you ſhall know my Truth; for e'er you periſh, 

A hundred Swords ſhall paſs through me: Tis but dying, 

And Madam wemuſtdo it: The manner's all: 

You have a Princely Birth, take Princely Thoughts to 

And take my Counſel too; go preſently, you, 

With all the haſte ye have, (Iwill attend ye) 

With all the poſſible ſpecd, to old Lord Archas, 

He honours ye; with all your Art perſuade him, 

(Twill be a diſmal Time elſe) woo him hither, 

But hither Madam, make him ſee the Danger; 

For your new General looks like an Aſs; 

There's nothing in his Face but Loſs. 

Olym. I'll do it. | 

And thank thee, ſweet Alinda: O my Jewel, 


How 
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How much I'm bound to love thee! by this Hand, Weneh, 

If thou wert a Man——— - | 
Alin. 1 wou'd I were to fight for you. 


But haſte, dear' Madam. 
Olym. 1 need no Spurs, Alinda. 


SCENE V. 


Enter Duke, 2 Foſts, Attendants, and Gentlemen. 


Duke. The Lord General ſick now? is this a time 
For Men to creep into their Beds? What's become, Poſt, 
Of my Lieutenant ? 

Poſt.- Beaten, and 't pleaſe your Grace, 

And all his Forces ſparkled. | 
Enter a Gentleman, 

Duke. That's but cold News. 

How now, what good News? are the Soldiers ready? 

Gen. Ves, Sir, but fight they will not, nor ſtir from that 
They ſtand in now, unleſs they have Lord Archas (Place 
To lead *em out; they rail upon this General, 
And ſing Songs of him, ſcurvy Songs, to worſe Tunes: 
And much they ſpare not you, Sir: Here they ſwear 
They'll ſtand and fee the City burnt, and dance about it, 
Unleſs Lord Archas come, before they fight for't : 
It muſt be ſo, Sir. 

Duke. I cou'd with it ſo too; 
And to that end I have ſent Lord Burris to him; 
Bur all 1 fear will fail, we muſt die, Gentlemen, 
And one ſtroke we'll have for't. 

| Enter Burris. 

What bring'ſt thou, Burris? 

Bur. That I am loth to tell; he will not come, Sir; 

| found him at his Prayers, there he tells me, 

The Enemy ſhall take him, fit for Heav'n - 

I urg'd to bim all our Dangers, his own Worths, 

The Country's Ruin; nay I kneel'd and pray'd him; 

He ſhook his Head, let fall a Tear, and pointed 

Thus with his Finger to the Ground; a Grave 

I think he meant; and this was all he anſwer'd. 

Your Grace was much to b!ame: e 
Where 
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Where's the new Genetal ? N 
Duke. He is ſick, poor Man. 
Eur. He's a poor Man indeed, Sir: 
Your Grace muſt needs go ta the Soldier. 
Duke. They have ſent me Word 
They will nor ſtir, they rail at me, 
And all the ſpight they have 
W hat Shout is that — 1 i 
Is the Enemy come fo near! 2 
ak Archas, Olympia, and Alinda. 
Ohm. T have brought him, Sir, 
At length | have woo'd him thus far. 
Dake. Happy Siſter, 
O blefled Woman! 
Ohm. Uſe him nobly, Brother; 
You never had more need: And, Gentlemen, 
All the beſt Pow'ers ye have to Tongues turn preſently, 
To winning and perſuading Tongues : All my Art, 
Only to bring him hither, I have utter'd; 
Let it be yours to Arm him; And, good my Lord, 
Though I exceed the Limit you allow'd-me, 
Which was the happineſs to bring ye hither, 
And not to urge ye farther; yet, ſee your Country, 
Out of your own ſweet Spirit now behold it: 
Turn round, and look upon the Miſeries, 
On every {ide the Fears; O fee the Dangers ; | 
We find'earſooneſt, therefore hear me firſt, Sir. 
Duke. Next hear your Prince: 4. 
You have ſaid you lov'd him, Archas, | 
And thought your Life too little fot his Service; 
Think not your Vow too great now, now the Time is, 


[ Shout within. 


And now you are brought to th* Teſt; touch right now | 


Now ſhew the manly pureneſs of thy Mettle; (Soldier, 
Now it thou bceſt that valued Man, that Virtue, 
That great Obedience teaching all, now ſtand it. 
What l have ſaid forget, my Youth was haſty, 


And what you ſaid your ſelf forgive, you were angry. 


If Men couꝰd live without their Faults, they were Gods, 
He weeps, and holds his Hands up: To him, Burris (Arc hal. 


Bur. You have ſhew'd the Prince his Faults; \ 


And 
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And like a good Surgeon you have laid 

That to em makes em ſmart ; he feels it, 

Let *em not feſter now, Sir; your own Honour,, 

The Bounty of that Mind, and your Allegiance, 

Gainſt which, 1 take it, Heav'n gives no Command, Sir, 

Nor ſeals no Vow, can better teach ye now 

What ye have to do, than I, or this neceſſity ; 

Only this little's left, wou'd ye do nobly, 

And in the Eye of Honour truly triumph ? 

CO that Mind firſt, and then Men are nothing 
Alin. Laſt, a poor Virgin kneels; for Loves fake, Ge- 

If I ever you have lov'd; tor her ſake, Sir, (neral, 

For your own Honeſty, which is a Virgin, 

Look up, and pity us, be Bold and Fortunate, 

You are are a Knight, a good and noble Sold'er 

And when your Spurs were giv'n ye, your Sword buckl'd, 

Then were you from for Virtues Cauſe, for Beauty's, 

For Chaſtity to ſtrike; ſtrike now, they ſuffer 3 

Now draw your Sword, or elſe you are Recreant, 

Only a Knight i'th' Heels, 1'th' Heart a Coward; 

Your firſt Vow Honour made, your laſt but Anger. (too? 
Arch. How like my virtuous Wife this thing looks,ſpeaks 

So wou'd ſhe chide my Dulneſs. Fair one, I thank ye. 

My gracious, Sir, your Pardon, next your Hand. 

Madam, your Favour, and your Prayers; Gentlemen, 

Your Wiſhes, and your Loves; and pretty ſweet one, 

A favour for your Soldier. „ 
Olym. Give him this, Wench. 
Alin. Thus do I tye on Victory. 
Arch. My Armour, | 

My Horſe, my Sword, my touch Staff, and my Fortune, 

And Olin now I come to ſhake thy Glory. „ 
Duke. Go, Brave and Proſperous, our “Loves go with thee. 
Ohm. Full of thy Virtue, and our Pray'rs attend thee. 
Bur. &c. Loden with Victory, and we to honour thee. 
Alin. Come home the Son of Honour + 

And Ill ſerve ye. 5 | [Exeunt. 
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AC rA SCEWE L 
"Enter Duke, Burris, and two Gentlemen, 


Duke. NO News of Archas yet? 
Bur. But now, and't pleaſe ye, 
A Poſt came in, Letters he brought none with him, 
But this deliver'd. He ſaw the Armies join, | 
The Game of Blood begun, and by our General, 
W ho never was acquainted but with Conqueſt, 
So bravely fou be, be ſaw the Tartars ſhaken, 
And there he ſaid he left em. 
Duke. Where's Boroskie ? : 
1 Gent. He's up again, and't pleaſe ye. 
Bur. Sir, methinks 
This News ſhould make ye lightſome, bring Joy to ye, 
It ſtrikes our Hearts with general Comfort. | Exit Duke. 
Gone? What ſhou'd this mean, fo ſuddenly ? 
He's well ? 
2 Gent. We ſee no other. 
I Gent. Wou'd the reſt were well too, 
That put theſe Starts into him. 
Bur. I'll go after him. ä 
2 Gent. Twill not be fit, Sir: H'as ſome Secret in him 
He would not be diſturb'd in. Know you any thing 
Has croſt him fince the General went ? 
Bur. Not any : | 
If there had been, I am ſure I ſhould have found it: 
Only I have heard him oft complain for Mony: 
Mony he ſays he wants. | 
1 Gent. It may be that then. BER 
Bur. To him that has ſo many ways to raiſe it, 
And thoſe ſo honeſt, it cannot be. 
Euter Duke, and Boroskie. 
t Gent. He comes back, | 
And Lord Boroskie with him. 
Bur. There the Game goes, 
I fear ſome new thing hatching, 
Duke, Come hither, Burris. 


Go 
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Go ſee my Sitter, and commend me to her, 
And to my little Miſtreſs give this Token; 
Tell her Pl ſee her ſhortly. 

Bur. Yes, I ſhall, Sir. Exe. Bur. and Gent. 

Duke. Wait you without. I wou'd yet try him further, 

Bor. *Twill not be much amiſs. Has your Grace heard 
Of what he has done i'th* Field? (yet 

Duke. A Poſt but now 
Came in, who ſaw 'em join, and has deliver'd, 

The Enemy gave Ground before he parted. 

Bor. Tis well. (ing, 

Duke, Come, ſpeak thy Mind Man. Tis not for fight» 
A Noiſe of War, I keep thee in my Boſom; 

Thy Ends are nearer to me; from my Childhood 
Thou brought'f me up: And like another Nature, 
Made good all my Neceſſitics. Speak boldly. 

Bor. Sir, what I utter, will be thought but Envy, 
Though I intend, high Heav'n knows, but your Honour, 
When vain and empty People ſhall proclaim me 
Good Sir, excuſe me. | 

Duke. Do you fear me for your Enemy ? 

Speak on your Duty. 

Bor. Then I muſt, and dare, Sir. (nor, 
When he comes home, take heed the Court receive him 
Take heed he meet not with their Loves and Praiſes, 
That Glaſs will ſhew him ten times greater, Sir, 
(And make him ſtrive to make good that Proportion) 
Than &er his Fortune bred him; he is honourable, 

At leaſt I ſtrive to underftand him fo, a 
And of a Nature, if not this way Poyſon'd, (duc'd, Sir; 
Perfect enough, eaſie, and ſweet, but thoſe arc ſoon ſe- 
He's a great Man, and what that Pill may work, 
Prepar'd by general Voices of the People, 

Is the end of all my Counſel, only this, Sir, 

Let him retire a while, there's more hangs by it 
Than you know yet: There if he ſtand a while well, 
But till the Soldier cool, whom, for their Service 

You muſt pay now molt liberally, moſt freely, 

And ſhowr your ſelf into em; tis the Bounty 

They follow with their Loves, and not the — 
| 1i 2 aater 
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Enter two Gentlemen. 

Duke. But where's the Mony ? how now ? 

2 Gent. Sir, the Colonel, | 

Son to the Lord Archas, with moſt happy News 

Of the Tartars Overthrow, without here 

Atrends your Grace's Pleaſure. 
Bor. Be not ſeen, Sir, 

He's a bold Fellow, let me ſtand his Thunders, 

Jo th' Court he muſt not come: No Bleſſing here, Sir, 

No Face of Favour, if you love your Honour. 

Enter Theodore. 
Duke. Do what you think is meeteſt; I'll retire, Sir. 
| Exit. 

Bor. Conduct him in, Sir----welcome, noble Colonel. 
The. That's much from your Lordſhip: Pray where's 
Bor. We hear you have beat the Tartar. (the Duke? 
The. Is he buſic, Sir? 
Bor. Have ye taken Olin yet ? 
The. I wou'd fain ſpeak with him. 
Bor. How many Men have ye loſt? 
The. Do's he lye this way? 

Bor. I am ſure you fought it bravely- 
The. I muſt ſee him. (miſſion? 
Bor. You cannot yet, ye muſt not, what's your Com- 
{he. No Gentleman o'th* Chamber here? 

Bor. Why, pray ye, Sir, 
Am not 1 fit to entertain your buſineſs? | 
The. I think you are not, Sir; I am ſure ye ſhall not. 
I bring no Tales, nor Flatteries : In my Tongue, Sir, 
I carry no fork'd Stings. | F 6: 
Bor. You keep your Bluntneſs, 
© The. You are deceiv'd : It keeps me: I had felt elſe 
Some of your Plagues cer this: But, good Sir, trifle not, 
I have buſineſs to the Duke. | | 
Bor. He's not well, Sir, 
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And cannot now be ſpoke withal, 


The. Not well, Sir? | "Tp 5 
How wou'd ke ha'been, if we had loſt ? Not well, Sir: 
bring him News co make him well: His Enemy 


That wou'd have burnt his City here, and your nn 
. | 0 
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Your brave Gilt-houſe, my Lord,your Honours hangings, 
Where all your Anceſtors, and all their Battels, 

Their Silk and Golden Battels are Decipher'd : 

That wou'd not only have abus'd your Buildings, (teries, 
Your goodly Buildings, Sir, and have drunk dry your But- 
Purloin'd your Lordihip'sPlate,the Duke beſtow'd on you, 
For turning handfomly o'th* Toe, and trim'd your Virgins, 
Trim'd em of a new cut, and't like your Lordſhip, 

"Tis ten to one, your Wife too, and the Curſe is 

You had had no Remedy againſt theſe Raſcals, (too, 
No Law, and't like your Honour; wou'd have kill'd you 
And roaſted ye, and caten ye, &er this Time: 

Notable Knaves my Lord, unruly Raſcals: 

Theſe Youths have we ty'd up, put Muzzels on 'em, 
And par'd their Nails, that honeſt civil Gentlemen, 
And ſuch moſt noble Perſqns as your ſelf is, 
May live in Peace, and rule the Land with atwine Thread. 
Theſe News I bring. 

Bor. And were they thus deliverd ye? 

The. My Lord, I am no Pen-man, nor no Orator, 
My Tongue was never Oyl'd with Here and't like ye, 
There I beſeech ye; weigh, I am a Soldier, 

And Truth I covet only, no fine Terms, Sir; 
I come not to ſtand treating here; my buſineſs 
Is with the Duke, and of ſuch general Bleſſing 

Bor. You have overthrown the Enemy, we know it, 
And werejoyce in't; ye have done like honeſt Subjects, 
You have done handſomely and well. 

The. But well, Sir? 

But handſomely and well? what, are we Juglers? 
I'll do all that in cutting up a Capon. 


But handſomely and well? Does your Lordihip take us 


For the Dukes Tumblers? we have done bravely, Sir, 
Ventur'd our Lives like Men. | 

Bor. Then bravely be ir. 8 

The. And for as brave Rewards we look, and Graces, 
We have Sweat and Bled for't, Sir. 

Bor. And ye may have it, __- (fir 
if you will ſtay the giving. Men that thank themſelves 
For any good they do, take off the Luſtre, . 
And blot the Benefit. li3 Tha. 
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The. Are theſe the Welcomes, 
The Bells that ring out our Rewards? pray heartilly, 
Early and late, there may be no more Enemies : 
Do my good Lord, pray ſeriouſly, and ſigh too, 
For if there be 


Bor. They muſt be met, and fought with. (ter'd, 
The. By whom? by you? they muſt be met and flat- 


Why, what a Devil ail'd ye to do theſe things? 
With what aſſurance dare ye mock Men thus? 
You have but ſingle Lives, and thoſe I take it 
A Sword may find too: Why do ye dam the Duke up? 
And choak that courſe of Love, that like a River 
Should fill our empty Veins again with Comforts? 
But if ye uſe theſe knick 4 
This faſt and looſe, with faithful Men and honeſt, 
You'll be the firſt will find it. 

Enter Archas, Soldiers, Putskey, Ancient, and others, 

Bor. You are too Untemperate. | 

The. Better be ſo, and Thief too, than unthankful: 
Pray uſe this old Man fo, and then we are paid all. ye, 
The Duke thanks ye for your Service, and the Court thanks 
And wonderful deſirous they are to ſee ye; (games, 
Pray Heav*n we have room enough to march for May- 
Pageants, and Bone-fires for your welcome home, Sir. 
Here your moſt noble Friend the Lord Boros fie, 

A Gentleman too tender of your Credit, 

And ever in the Duke's Ear, for your good, Sir, 
Crazy and Sickly, yet to be your Servant, ; 
Has leapt into the open Air to meet ye. (come home, Sir; 

Bor. The beſt is, your Words wound not; youare wel- 
Heartily welcome home, and for your Service, 

The noble Overthrow you gave the Enemy, 
The Duke ſalutes ye too with all his Thanks, Sir. 

Anc. Sure they will now regard us. 

Put. There's a Reaſon: 3 
Bur by the changing of the Colonel's Countenance, 
The rolling of lis Eyes like angry Billows, 

I fear the Winds not down yet, Ancient. 

Arch. Is the Duke well, Sir? 1 

Bor. Not much unhealthy, 


Only 
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Only a little grudging of an Ague, (ful 
Which cannot lat He has heard, which makes him fears 


And loth as yet to give your Worth due welcome, 

The Sickneſs hath been ſomewhat hot i'th' Army, 

Which happily may prove more Doubt than Danger, 

And more his Fear than Fate; yet howſoever, 

An honeſt Care- 
Arch. Ye lay right, and it ſhall be; 

For though upon my Life tis but a Rumor, ' 


A meer Opinion, without Faith or Fear in't; 


For, Sir, 1 thank Heav'n, we never ſtood more healthy, 
Neyer more high and luſty; yet to ſatisfie, 
We cannot be too curious, or too careful 
Of what concerns his State, we'll draw away, Sir, 
And lodge at further Diſtance, and leſs Danger. 
Boy. It will be well. | 
Anc. It will be very ſcurvy : 
I ſmell it out, it ſtinks abominably, 
Stir it no more. 
Bor. The Duke, Sir, wou'd have you too, 
For a ſhort Day or two, retire to your own Houſe, 
Whither himſelf will come to viſit ye, 
And give ye Thanks. ig 
Arch. 1 ſhall attend his Pleaſure. : * 
Anc. A Trick, a louſie Trick: So ho, a Trick Boys. 
Arch. How now, what's that? g 
Anc. I thought I had found a Hare, Sir, 
But 'tis a Fox, an old Fox, ſhall we hunt him? 
Arch, No more ſuch Words. 
Bor. The Soldier's grown too ſawcy, 

You muſt tie him ſtraiter up. | | 
Arch, ] do my beſt, Sir; . 5 
But Men of free · born Minds ſometimes will flie out. 

Anc, May not we ſee the Duke? 
Bor. Not at this time, Gentlemen, 
Your General knows the Cauſe. I 
Anc. We have no Plague, Sir, : 
Unleſs it be in our Pay, nor no Pox neither; 2 
Or if ve had, I hope that good old Courtier 
Will not Ceny us place there. "= 
14 Fu. 
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Put. Certain my Lord, N 

Conſidering what we are, and what we have done; 

If not, what need ye may have, twou'd be better, 

A great deal nobler, and taſte honeſter 

To uſe us with more ſweetneſs; Men that dig 

And laſh away their Lives at the Carts tail, (too, 
Double our Comforts 3. Meat, and their Maſters Thanks 
W hen they work well, they havez Menof our Quality, 
When they do well, and venture for't with Valour, 
Fight hard, lye hard, feed hard, when they come home, 
And know theſe are deſerving things, things worthy, (Sir, 
Can you then blame 'em if their Minds a little 

Be ſt1r'd with Glory? tis a Pride becomes em, 

A little ſeaſon'd with Ambition, | 

To be reſpected, reckon'd well, and honour'd (poorly, 
For what they have done: When to come home thus 
And met with fuch unjointed Joy, ſo looked on, 

As if we had done no more but dreſt a Horſe well; 

So entertain'd, as if, I thank ye Gentlemen, 

Take that to drink, had pow'r to pleale a Soldier? 
Where be the Shouts, the Bells rung out, the People? 
The Prince himſelf? | 

Arch. Peace: I perceive your Eye, Sir, 

Is fixt upon this Captain for his Freedom, 

And happily you find his Tongue too forward; 

As I am Maſter of the Place I carry, 

Tis fit I think ſo too; but were I this Man, 


No ſtronger tie upon me, than the Truth 


And Tongue to tell it, I ſhou'd ſpeak as he do's, 

And think with Modeſty enough, ſuch Sainte 
Thar daily thruſt their Loves and Lives through hazards, 
And fearleſs for their Country's Peace, march hourly 
Through all the Doors of Death, and know the darkeſt, 
Shou'd better be canoniz'd for their Service: 
What labour wou'd theſe Man neglect, what Danger 
Where Honour is, though ſeated in a Billow, _ 
Riſing as high as Heav'n, wou'd not theſe Soldiers, 
Like to ſo many Sea- gods charge up to it? [ Sir; 
Do you ſee theſe Swords? Time'sSythe was ne ler ſo arp, 
Nor ever at once Harveſt mow'd ſuch handfuls ; 
r | * 7 Thoughts 
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Thoughts neꝰ er ſo ſudden, nor Belief ſo ſure ' 
When they are drawn, and were it not ſometimes 
Iſwim upon their Angers to allay em, 
And, like a calm, depreſs their fell Intentions; 
They are fo deadly ſure, nature wou'd ſuffer 
And whoſe are all theſe Glories? why, their Prince's, 
Their Country's, and their Friends? Alas, of all theſe, 
And all the happy ends they _ the Bleſſings 
They only ſhare the Labours: A little Joy — 4 
And outſide of a welcome, at an upſhot 
Would not have done amiſs, Sir; but howſoever 
Between me and my Duty, no crack, Sir, 
Shall dare appear: I hope by my Example 
No Diſcontent in them: Without doubt, Gentlemen, 
The Duke will both look ſuddenly and truly (Sir. 
On your Deſerts: Methinks*rwere good they were paid, 
Bor. They ſhall be immediately; | ſtay for Mony; 
And any Favour elſe 
Arch. We are all bound to ye; 
And ſo I take my leave, Sir; when the Duke pleaſes 
To make me worthy of his Eyes 
Bor, Which will be ſuddenly, 
I know his good Thoughts to ye. 
Arch. With all Duty, | 
And all Humility, I ſhall attend, Sir. ſatisfied. 
Bor. Once more you are welcome home: Theſe ſhall he 
The. Be ſure we be: And handſomly. | 


Hob. Wait you on me, Sir. 
The. And honeſtly : No * 


[Exit. 


Arch. Will ye come, Sir! 

Bor. Pray do not doubt. 

The. We are no Boys. [Exir. 
Enter a Gentleman, and two or three with Ao 

Bor. Well, Sir. (Lordſh p. | 


Gent. Here's Mony from the Duke, and't er ycur 
Bor. Tis well. / 
Gent. How ſowre the Soldiers look 2 9 
2 Is L told? - a +, p 
ent, Les, and for eve mpany a double Fa J 
And the-Duke's Love to all. F . y by 
Auc. That's worth a Duckat, . t 
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Bor. You that be Officers, ſee it diſcharg d then, 

Why do not you take it up? — 

Anc. Tis too heavy : 
Body o'me, I have ftrain'd mine Arm. 

Bor. Do you ſcorn it? | 

Anc. Has your Lordſhip any Dice about ye? fit round 
And come on ſeven for my ſhare. (Gentlemen, 

Pur. Do you think, Sir 
This is the end we fight? can this Dirt draw us 
To ſuch a ſtupid Tameneſs, that our Service 
Negletted and look'd lamely on, and skew'd at, 
With a tew honourable Words, and this, is righted? 
Have not we Eyes and Ears, to hear and fee, Sir, 
And Minds to underſtand the flights we carry? 
I come home old, and full of Hurts z Men look on me, 
As if I had got em from a Whore, and ſhun me; 
I tell my Griets, and fear my Wants, I am anſwer'd, 
Alas *tis pity! pray dine with me on Sunday. | 
Theſe are the Sores we are ſick of, the Minds Maladies, 
And can this cure em? You ſhou*d have us'd us nobly, 
And for our doing well, as well proclaim'd us 
To the World's Eye, have ſhew'd and fainted us, 
Then ye had paid us bravely : Then we had ſhin'd, Sit 
Not in this gilded ſtuff, but in our Glory: 
You may take back your Mony. 
Gent. This I fear'd ſtill. 
Bor. Confider better, Gentlemen. 

Anc. Thank your Lordſhip : 
And now PI] put on my ene Cap: 
My Lord, that I am no Courtier, you may guel, it 
By having no ſute to you for this Mony : 
For though I want, I want not this, nor ſhall not, 
While you want that Civility to rank it 
With thoſe Rights we expected; Mony grows, Sir, 
And Men muſt gather it, all is not put in one Purſe. 
And that I am no Carter, I cou'd never whilſtle yet: 
But that I am a Soldier, and a Gentleman, | 
And a fine Gentleman, and't like your Honour, 
And a moſt pleaſant Companion All you that are wit!) 
Cums liſt to my Ditty : Come ſet in Boys, With 

4 | ith 
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Wich your Lordſhip's Patience. [Sg. 
How do you like my Song, my Lord? (better, 


Fidling, and fooling now, gains more than fighting. 
Bor. What ist you blench at? What would you ask? 
Speak freely. 
Sol. And fo we dare. A Triumph for the General. 
Put. And then an Honour ſpecial to his Virtue. 
Anc, That we may be prefer'd that have ſery'd for it, 
And cram'd up into favour like the worſhipful, 
At leaſt upon the City's charge made runk ; 
For one whole Year; we have done em ten Years ſervice ; 
That we may enjoy our Lechery without grudging, 
And mine, or thine be nothing, all things equal, 
And catch as catch may, be proclaim'd: That when we 
And have no will to pay again, no Law (borrow, 
Lay hold upon us, nor no Court controul us. ; 
Bor. Some of theſe may come to paſs ; the Duke m 
And no doubt will: The General will find too, (do eq 
And ſo will you, if you but ſtay with Patience: I have 
Put. Nor Will. Come, Fellow-Soldiers. (Power. 
Bor. Pray be not ſo diſtruſtful. 3 
Put. There are ways yet, 
And honeſt ways; we are not brought up Statues. 
Anc. If your Lordſhip | 0 
Have any filk Stockings, that have holes i'th' Heels, 
Or ever an Honourable Caſſock that wants Button, 
I could have cur'd ſuck Maladies: Your Lordſhip's cuſtom 
And my good Lady's, if the Bones want ſetting = 
In her old Bodice | a 
Bor. This is Diſobedience. 4 
Anc. Eight Pence a Day, and hard Eggs. 
Pr, Troop off, Gentlemen, 


Some 
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Some Coin we have, while this laſts, or our Credits, 


We'll never ſell our General's worth for fix Pence. 
Ye are beholding to us. a 


Anc. Fare ye well, Sir, 
And buy a Pipe with that: Do ye ſee this Skarf, Sir? 
By this Hand Pl cry Brooms in't, birchen Brooms, Sir, 
Before I cat one bit from your Benevolence. 
Now to our old Occupations again. 
By your leave, Lord. [ Exeunt. 
Bor. You will bite when ye are ſharper; take up the 
This Lovel muſt remove, this Fondneſs to him, (Mony. 
This tenderneſs of Heart; I have loſt my way elſe. 


There is no ſending, Man, they will not take it, 
They are yet too full of Pillage, 


They'll dance for't ere't be long: 
Come, bring it after. 
Enter Duke. 
Duke. How now, refus'd their Mony? 
Bor. Very bravely, 
And ſtand upon ſuch terms tis terrible. 
Dufte. Where's Archas ? 
Bor. He's retir'd, Sir, to his Houſe, 
According to your Pleaſure, full of Duty 
To outward ſhew : But what within 
Duke. Refule it? 
Bor. Moſt confidently : Tis not your Revenues | 
Can feed them, Sir, and yet they have found aGenerl 
That knows no Ebb of Bounty: There they eat, Sir, 
And loath your Invitations. - 
Duke. I is not poſſible, 
He's poor as they. 
Bor. You'll find it otherwiſe. 
Pray, make your Journey thither preſently, 
And as ye go I'll open ye a wonder. 
Good Sir, this Morning. 
| Duke. Follow me, I'll do it. Exeunt. 


2 : SCENE 
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S CEN E II. 


Enter Olympia, Alinda, Burris, and Gentlewomen. 


Olym. But do you think my Brother loves her? 
Bur. Certain, Madam, 
He ſpeaks much of her, and ſometimes with wonder, 
Oft wiſhes ſhe were nobler born. 
Olym. Do you think him honeſt ? 
Bur. Your Grace is nearer to his Heart, than I am, 
Upon my life I hold him ſo. 
Ohm. Tis a poor Wench, | 
Iwou'd not have her wrong'd : Methinks my Brother 
But I muſt not give Rules to his Aﬀections 
Yet if he weigh her worth | 
Bur. You need not fear, Madam. 
Ohm. I hope I ſhall not. Lord Burris, 
I love her wellz 1 know not, there 1s ſomething 
Makes me beſtow more than a care upon her : 
do not like that Ring from bim to her, 
| mean to Women of her way; ſuch Tokens 
Rather appear as Baits, than Royal Bounties: 
[ wou'd not have it ſo. 
Bur, You will not find it, 
Upon my Troth I think his moſt Ambition 
s but to let the World know h'as a handſome Miſtreſs. 
Will your Grace command me any ſervice to hin? 
Ohm. Remember all my Duty. 
Bur. Bleſſings crown ye: 
What's your will, Lady? 
Alin. Any thing that's honeſt ; 
And if you think it fit, ſo poor a Service, 
Clad in a ragged Virtue, may reach him, 
| do. beſeech your Lordſhip ſpeak it humbly. * 
Bur. Fair one I will: In — beſt Phraſe I have too, 


And fo I kiſs your Hand. [ Exit. 


Alin, Your Lordſhip's Servant. 
Ohm. Come hither Wench, what art thou doing with 
Alin. Jam looking on the Poſie, Madam. (that Rang? 


Ohm. What is't ? 6-4 
| Alin, 


© 
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Alin. The JewePs ſet within. And g 
Olym. But where the Joy, Wench, Oh 
When that inviſible Jewel's loſt? Why doſt thou ſmile ſo Al tri 
What unhappy Meaning haft thou? | Al 
Alin. N othing, Madam, | Here 
But only thinking what ſtrange ſpells theſe Rings have, Nwhe 
And how they work with fome. Ever 
Pet. I fear with you too. Whe 
Alin. This cou'd not coſt above a Crown. Or! 
Pet. Iwill: coſt you Whe 
The ſhaving of your Crown, if not the waſhing. And 
Ohm. But he that ſent it, makes the Virtue greater. WI pur 
Alin. Ay, and the Vice too, Madam. Goodneſs bleſs me: Nea 
How fit tis for my Finger . | Wh 
2 Vom. No doubt you'll find t Fly 1 
A Finger fit for you. | | 0 
Alin, Sirrah, Peteſca, Kee] 


What wilt thou give me for the good that follows this? Wl And 
But thou haſt Rings enough, thou art provided: 
Heigh ho, what muſt I do now ? 5 

Pet. Vou'll be taught that, 


The eaſieſt part that e er you learnt, I warrant you. f 
Alin. Ay me, ay me. The 
Per. You will divide too, ſhortly, No! 
Your Voice comes finely forward, | . By 1 

Olym. Come hither, Wanton, 1 
Thou art not ſurely as thou ſay'ſt. 80 
Alin. 1 wou'd not: | "> 4 

But ſure there is a Witchcraft in this Ring, Lady, Let 

Lord how my Heart leaps! An 
Per. T will go pit a pat ſhortly. (Shapes. [ 
Alin. And now methinks a thouſand of the Duke's p 
2 Wom. Will no leſs ſerve ye? 1 

Alin. In ten thouſand Smiles. f 
Ohm. Heav'n bleſs the Wench. An 
Alin. With Eyes that will not be deny'd to enter; 

And ſuch ſoft ſweet Embraces; take: it from me, De 

Fam undone elſe, Madam: l'm loſt elſe. Ha 


Olym. W hat ails the Girl ? 
Alin. How ſuddenly I'm alter'd ! 
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Olym. Wear that, and I'll wear this: 
eſo? n try the Strength on't. 


Here's ſacred Virtue. 

When I leave to honour this, 

Every hour to pay a Kiſs, 

When each Morning ! ariſe, 

Or I forget a Sacrifice: | 

When this Figure in my Faith, 

And the pureneſs that it hath, 

[purſue not with my Will, 

Nearer to arrive at ſtill: 

When I loſe, or change this Jewel, 

Fly me Faith, and Heav'n be cruel. 
Ohm. You have half confirm'd me, 

Keep but that way ſure, y 


ave, 


And grown my ſelf again! do not you feel it? 


Alin. How cold my Blood grows now ! 
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1s? ¶ And what this Charm can do, let me endure. ¶ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Archas, Theodore, Honora and Viola. 


Arch. Carry your ſelf diſcreetly, it concerns me, 
The Duke's come in, none of your froward Paſſions 


Nor no diſtaſts to any. Prithee Theodore 


By my life, Boy, 'twill ruin me. 
The. 1 have done, Sir, 


$ there be no foul Play he brings along with him, 


Arch. What's that to you? 
Let him bring what pleaſe him, 
And whom, and how. 

The. So they mean well 

Arch. \s't fit you be a Judge, Sirrah? 

The. Tis fit 1 feel, Sir. 

Arch, Get a Banquet ready, 

And trim your ſelves up handſomly. 

The. To what end? 

Do you mean to make em Whores? 
Hang up a Sign then, 

And ſet em out to Livery. 

Arch. Whoſe Son art thou? 


an” 
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The. Yours, Sir, I hope: But not of your Diſgraces, 
Arc. Full twenty thouſand Men I have. commanded, 
And all their Minds, with this calm'd all their Angers; 
And ſhall a Boy, of mine own Breed too, of mine own 
One crooked ſtic _ — (Blood, 
The. Pray take your way, and thrive in't, 
PI] quit your Houle ; if Taint or black Diſhonour 
Light on ye, tis your own, I have no ſhare in't. 
Yer it it do fall out fo, as I fear it, 
And partly find it too 
Arc. Haſt thou no Reverence? 
No Duty in thee? 
The. This ſhall ſhew I obey yc: 
I dare not ſtay : I would have ſhew'd my Love too, 
And that you ask as Duty, with my Lite, Sir, | 
Had you but thought me worthy of your Hazards, (too: 
W hich Heav'n preſerve ye from, and keep the Duke 
And there's an end of my wiſhes, God be with ye. ¶ Exit. 
Arc. Stubborn, yet full of, that we all love, Honeſty. 
Enter Burris. 
Lord Burris, where's the Duke ? - 
Bur. In the great Chamber, Sir, BO 
And there ſtays till heſee you. Ve have a fine Houſe here. 
Arc. A poor contented Lodge, unfit for his Preſence, 
Yet all the joy it hath. 
Bur. 1 hope a great one, and for your good, brave Sir. 
Arc. I thank ye, Lord: 
And now my ſervice to the Duke. 
Bur. VII wait on ye. | [ Exeunt- 
Enter Duke, Boroskie, Gentlemen and Attendants. 
Duke. May this be credited ? 
Bor. Diſg race me elſe, 
And never more with Favour look upon me. 
Dre. It ſeems impoſſible. 
; Bor. It cannot chuſe, Sir, 

Till your own Eyes behold it; but that it is ſo, 
And that by this means the too haughty Soldier 
Has been ſo cram d and fed, he cares not for ye; 

Believe, or let me periſh: Let your Eyes 
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As you obſerve the Houſe, but where I point it, 
| e ſtay, and take a view, and then you have found it. 
| Enter Archas, Burris, Honora, Viola, and Servant. 
8 Duke. T'll follow your Direction. Welcome Archar, 
5 vou are welcome home, brave Lord, we are come to viſit 
And thank ye for your Service. (ye, 
Arch. Twas fo poor, Sir, 
In true reſpect of what I owe your Highneſs, 
t merits nothing. | 
Duke. Are theſe fair ones ; yours, Lord? 
Arch. Their Mother made me think ſo, Sir. 
Duke. Stand up, Ladies. 
Bcſhrew my Heart they are fair ones; methinks fitter 
The luſtre of the Court, than thus live darken'd. | 
| woy'd ſee your Houſe, Lord Archas, it LAN to me 
A handſome Pile. 
Arch. "Tis neat, but no great Structure; 8 
Il be your Grace's Guide, give me the Keys there. 
Duke. Lead on, we'll follow ye: Begin with the nn 
think that's one. | 
Arch. *Tis fo, and't leaſe ye, Sir, 
The reſt above are Lodgings all. "> YEA 


| Duke. Go on, Sir. li [Exeunt, ah 
ö 3 
SCENE ff.. 
Enter Theodore, Putskie, and Ancient. 3 
Purſ. The Duke gone thither, do you ſay? _ ſs 


The. Yes marry do I, | 
And all the Ducklings too; but what they'll do there 
Purſ. 1 hope they Il crown his Service.” 9 
The. With a Cuſtard; 
Thisis no weather for Rewards: They crown his gervice?. 
Rather hey go to ſhave his Crown: I was rated 


As if I had been a Dog had worried Sheeps out of Doors, A 
* Wars but a doubt. | 1 9 
urſ. They muſt now grace him. K 
The. Mark but the * 42 5 (want tk, 


Auc. I am ſure they ſhou'dRewatrd him, they cannot 
ö — They that want Honeſty Want any thing, Bb: 


Futſ. The Duke is ſo noble in his own moons 
Vor. l. K k n. 
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þ Enter Duke, Archas, Boroskie, Burris, Gentlemen 


The: That I grant ye, l | 
If thoſe might only (way him: But.*tis moſt certain, 
So many new born Flics his light gave life to, 

Buzze in his Beams, Fleſh-flies, and Butterflies, 


Hornets, and humming Scarabs, that not one honey Bee 


That's loaden with true Labour, and brings home 
Encreaſe and Credit, can ſcape rifling, 


And what ſheſucks forſweet, they turn to bitterneſs. (em? 
Anc. Shall we 5 ſee what they do, and talk our mindto 
ave done too mucb, and to no purpoſe. 


Hurſ. That we 

Anc. Shall we be hang'd for him? | 
I have a great mind to be hang'd now (take me, 
For doing ſome brave thing for him; a worſe end will 
And for an action of no worth; not honour him? 
Upon my Conſcience, ev'n the Devil, the very Deyil 
(Not tobely him) thinks him an honeſt Man; (year, 
I am ſure he has ſent him Souls any time theſe twenty 
Able to furniſh all his Fiſh-markets. 2 

The. I cave thy talking, | 
And come, let's go to Dinner and drink to him; 
We ſhall hear more e' er Supper time. If he be honour d, 
He has deſerv'd it well, and we ſhall _ for't. 


If he be ruin d, ſo, we know the worſt then, 
And for my ſelf, I'll meet it. 

Put. I ne'er fear it. \[Exeunt. 
* SG ENTS Y, 


and Attendants. 


Duke. They are handſome Rooms all, well contriv'dand 
Full of convenience, the Proſpect's excellent. (fitted, 
eb. Now will your Grace paſs down, and do me but 
To taſte a Country Banquet? (the honour 

Duke. What Room's that? 


I wou'd ſee all now; what Conveyance has it? 
Iſee you have kept the beſt part yet; pray open it. 


Arch. Ha! Imiſdoubted this: *Tis of no receipt, Sit, 


For your Eyes moſt unfit — 1 
Duke. I long to ſee it, (lent Painting, 
Becauſe I No d judge of the whole piece: Some ex = 
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Or ſome rare Spoils you would keep to entertain me 


Another time, I know. 
Arch, In troth there is not, 


Nor any thing worth your ſight; below I have 


Some Fountains, and ſome Ponds. 

Duke. 1 wou'd fee this now. 

Arch. Boroskie, thou art a Knave. It contains nothing 
But Rubbiſh from the other Rooms and Unneceſflaries; 
WilPt pleaſe you fee a ſtrange Clock? | | 

Duke. This or nothing: 7 
Why ſhou'd-you bar it up thus with Defences 
Above the reſt, unleſs it contain'd ſomething 
More excellent, and curious of keeping? 

Open't, for I will fee it. * 

Arch. The Keys are loſt, Sir: | 
Does your Grace think, if it were fit for you, 
| cou'd be ſo unmannerly? a 

Duke. I will ſee it, and either ſnew it 

Arch. Good Sir e | (dantly, 

Duke. Thank ye, Archas, you ſhewyour Love abun» 
Do I uſe to entreat thus? Force it open. 2 

Bur. That were inhoſpitable; you are his Gueſt, Sir, 
And with his greateſt Joy to entertain ye. | 

Duke. Hold thy peace, Fool; will ye open it ? 

Arch. Sir, I cannot. I muſt not, if I could. 

Duke. Go, break it open. (tlemen. 

Arch. | muſt withſtand that force. Be not too rath, Geny 

Duke. Unarm him firſt, then if he be not obſtinate 
Preſerve his Life. | _—_— 

Arch. I thank your Grace, I take t: 
And now take you the Keys, go in, and ſee, Sir; (tor, 
There feed your Eyes with wonder, and thank that Tray- 
That thing that ſells his Faith for Favour. | Eviz Duke. 

Bur. Sir, what moves ye? IC 

Arch. I have kept mine pure- Lord Burris, there's a Ju- 


That for a Smile will ſell ye all. A Gentleman? 


The Devil has more Truth, and has maintain d itz 
A Whore's Heart more belief in't. : 
Enter Duke. 
Duke. What's all this, Arches ? 


1 cannot blame you to conceal it ſo Thijs 
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This moſt ineſtimable Treaſure. Arch. Yours, Sir. 
Duke. Nor do I wonder now the Soldier flights me. 
Arch. Be not deceiv'd ; he has had no fayour here, Sir, 

Nor had you known this now, but for that Pick-thank, 

The loſt Man in his Faith, he has reveal 'd ir, 

To ſuck a little Honey from ye has betray'd it. 

I ſwear he ſmiles upon me, and forſworn too, 

Thou crackt, uncurrant Lord. I'll tell ye all, Sir: 

Your Sire, before his Death, knowing your Temper 

To be as bounteous as the Air, and open, | 

As flowing as the Sea to all that follow'd ye, 

Your great Mind fit for War and Glory, thriftily 

Like a great Husband to preſerve your Actions, 

Collected all this Treaſure; to our Truſts, 

To mine I mean, and to that long-tongu'd Lord's there, 

; — gave the Knowledge and the Charge of all this, 
Jpon his Death-bed too: And on the dacrament 

He {wore us thus, never to let this Treafure 

Part from our ſecret keepings, till no hope 

Of Subject could relieve ye, all your own waſted, 

No help of thoſe that lov'd ye cou'd ſupply ye, 

And then ſome great Exploit atoot z my Honeſty 

I wou'd have kept *till I had made this uſeful; 

I ſhew'd it, and I ſtood it to the Tempeſt, 

And uſeful to the end 'twas Teft ::1 am cozen'd, 

And ſo are you too, if you ſpend this vainly; 

This Worm that crept into ye has abus'd ye, 

Abus'd your Farher's care, abus d his Faith too: 

Nor can this maſs of Mony make him Man more, 

A flea d Dog has more Soul, an Ape more Honeſty; 

All mine ye have amongſt it, farewel that, 

1 cannot part with't nobler; my Heart's clcar, 

My Conſcicnce ſmooth as that, no rub upon't. 

But O thy Hell! 

Bor. I feck no Heav'n from you, Sir. | 
Arch. Thy gnawing Hell, Boroskte, it will find thee : 

Wou'd ve heap Coals upon his Head has wrong'd ye, 

Has ruin'd your Eſtate? Give him this Mony, 

Melt it into his Mouth. | 
Duke, What little Trunk's that? 


That there o'th' top, that's lockt? Hor. 
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Bor. You'll find it rich, Sir, richer I think than all. 

Arch. You were not coyetous, _ | 

Nor wont to weave your Thoughts with ſuch a courſeneſs; 

Pray rack not Honeſty. | | 
Bor. Be ſure you ſec it. Duke.. Bring out the Trunk. 

WT Enter with the Trunk. , (now. 

Arch. You'll find that Treaſure too, all J have lctt me 
Duke, What's this, a poor Gown ? 

And this a piece of Seneca © 

Arch, Yes ſure, Sir, 


More worth than all your Gold, yet ye have enough on't, | 


And of a Mine far purer, and more precious; 
This ſells no Friends, nor ſearches into Coun('els, 
And yet all counſel, and all Friends live here, Sir; 
Betrays no Faith, yet handles all that's truſty : 
Will't pleaſe you leave me this? 
Duke. With all my Heart, Sir. | 
Arch. What ſays your Lordſhip tot? 
Bor. I dare not rob ye. | +7 (hats 
Arch. Poor miſerable Men, you nave robb'd your ſelves 


7 


This Gown, and this unvalu'd Treaſure, your brave Father, 


Found me a Child at School with, in his progreſs. 
Where ſuch a love he took to ſome few anſwers, 
Unhappy Boyiſh Toys hit in my Head then, 

That ſuddenly J made him, thus as I Was, 


(For here was all the Wealth I brought his Elighneſ) 


He carried me to Court, there bred me up, 


Beſtow'd his Favours on me, taught me the Arms firſt, 
With thoſe an honeſt Mind; I ſ-rv'd him truly, 
And where he gave me truſt, | think I fail'd not; 


Let the World ſpeak : I humbly thank your Highnels, 


You have done more, and nobler, eas'd mine Age, 8 r; 
And to this care a fair Quietus giv'n. Now to my Bogk 
Duke, You have your wiſh, Sir, - (again. 
Let ſome bring off the Treaſure, J 
Bor. Some 1s his, Sir. ' 09 
Arch. None, none, a poor unworthy Reaper, 
The Harveſt is his Grace's. 
Duke. Thank you, Archas. 


Arch. But will not you repent, Lord? hen this is gone 
. 


Where will your Lordſhip? 
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Bor. Pray take you no care, Sir. 

Arch. Does your Grace like my Houſe? 9 

Duke. Wondrous well, Arc has, 
Vou have made me richly welcome. 

Arch. I did my beſt, Sir. 2 8 
Is there any thing elſe may pleaſe your Grace? 

Duke. Y our Daughters I had forgot, ſend them to Court. 

Arch. How's that, Sir? | ; A 

Duke. I ſaid your Daughters; ſee it done: I'll have em N 
Attend my Siſter, Arc has. | . 

Arch. Thank your Highneſs. . 

Duke. And ſuddenly. 1 [Exit. 

Arch. Through all the ways 1 date . et 
I'll ſerve your Temper, though you try me far. [ Exit. 


— 


A*C3 UE" $ CON I, 
Enter Theodore, Putskey, Ancient, and Servant. 
The. I Wonder we hear no News. 
a Put ſ. Here's your Father's Servant. 
He comes in haſte too, now we ſhall know all, Sir. 
The. How now ? | 
Ser. I am glad] have met you, Sir; your Father 
Intreats you preſently make haſte unto him. 
The. What News? 
Ser. None of the beſt, Sir, I am aſham'd to tell it, 
Pray ask no more. 
Did not tell ye, Gentlemen? 
Did not I Prophecy? He's undone then. 
Ser. Not ſo, Sir, but as near i 
Fur ſ. There's no help now; 
The Army's {catter'dall, through Diſcontent, 
Not to be rallied up in haſte to help this. | 
Anc. Plague of the Devil; have ye watch'd your Seaſons! 
We ſhall watch you c er long. 
The. Farewel, there's no cure, 
Me muſt endure all now: I know what I'll do. 
2M [ Exeunt Theodore, and Servant. 
| Putſ. Nay, there's no ſtriving, they have a hand upon us. 
A heavy and a hard one Ac. 
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Anc. Now I have it, | : 
We have yet ſome Gentlemen, ſome Boys of mettle, 
(What, are we bob'd thus ſtill, colted, and carted?) 
And one mad trick we'll have to ſhame theſe Vipers; 
Shall I bleſs em? | | 
Pur ſ. Farewel; I have thought my way too. [Exit, 
Anc. Were never ſuch mig in Chriſtendom, ' 
As Moſco ſhall afford : We'll live by foolin 
Now fighting's gone, and they ſhall find and Rel it. [ Exit. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Archas, Honora, and Viola. 

Arch. No more, it muſt be ſo; doyouthinkIwov'dſ:nd 
Your Father and your Friend (ye, 

Viol. Pray Sir, be good to us, oy 3 
Alas, we know no Court, nor ſeek that Knowledge; 
We are content with harmleſs things at home, 1 
Children of your Content, bred up in quiet, il 
Only to know our ſelves, to ſeek a Wiſdom | 
From that we underſtand, eaſie and honeſt; a 
To make our ACtions worthy of your Honour, -— 
Their ends as innocent as we begot em; 7 | 
What thall we look for, Sir, what ſhall we learn there, 
That this more private ſweetneſs cannot teach us? 
Virtue was never built upon Ambition, 
Nor the Souls Beauties bred out of Bravery : 
W hat a terrible Father wou'd you ſeem to us, 
Now you have moulded us, and wrought our I empers 
To eaſie and obedient Ways, uncrooked, RN 
Where the fair Mind can never loſe nor loiter, 
Now to divert our Natures, now to {tem us 
Roughly againſt the tide of all this Treaſure? _ 
Wou'd ye have us proud? *Tisfooner Bred than Buried; 
Wickedly proud? For ſuch things dwell at Court, Sir. 

Hon. W ou'd ye have your Children learn to forget their 
And when he Dies dance on his Monument? (Father? 
Shall we ſeek Virtue in a Satin Gown; | 
Embroider'd Virtue? Faith ina well- curl'd Feather? 
And ſet our Credits to the tune of Green-fleeves? 
This may be done; and 2 you like, it ſhall be. 

| k 4 


You 
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You ſhou'd have ſent us thither when we were younger, . / 
Our Maiden-heads at a higher rate; our Innocence I w 
Able to make a Mart indeed: We arenow tooold, Sir, An 
Perhaps they'll think too cunning too, and light us; Suc 
Beſides, we are altogether unprovided,.- As 
Uufurniſht/ utterly ot the Rules ſhould guide us: Leh 
This Lord comes, licks his Hand, and proteſts to me; An 
Compares my Beauty to a thouſand fine things; 4 Ch 
Mountains, and Fountains, Trees, and Stars, and Goblins; A 
Now have not the Faith for to believe himz | As 
He offers me the honourable courteſie, | Cu 
To lye with me all Night; what a milery is this? Ar 
J am bred up ſo fooliſhly, alas, I dare not, Ar 
And how madly theſe things will ſhew there: Sh 
Arch. Iſend ye not, | „ | Ar 
Like Parts infected, to draw more Corruption * 
Like Spiders to grow great, with growing Evil: Al 


With your own Vartues ſeaſon'd, and my Pray'rs, 
The Card of Goodneſs in your Minds, that ſhows ye 
W hen ye ſail falſe; the Needle toucht with Honour, * 
That through the blackeſt Storms ſtill points at Happineſs; 
Your Bodies the tall Barks, rib'd round with 345 
Your Heav'nly Souls the Pilots, thus I ſend you; | Fc 
Thus 1 prepare your Voyage; ſound before ye, | D 
And ever as you fail through this World's Vanity, 
"Diſcover Sholes, Rocks, Quickſands, cry out to ye, 
Like agood Maſter, Tack about for Honour. 
IT)he Court is Virtue's School, at leaſt it ſhould be; | 
Nearcr the Sun the Mine lies, the Metals purer: | N 
He it granted, if the Spring be once infected, 1 
TIhoſe Branches that low from him muſt run muddy; 


Say you find ſome Sins there, and thoſe no ſmall ones, If 
And they like lazy Fits begin to ſhakeye: 
Say they affect your Strengths, my happy Children A 


Great things through greateſt hazards are atchiev'd ſtill, 
And then they ſhine, then Goodneſs has his Glory, 
His Crown faſt rivetted, then time moves under, 

— Where, through the midſt of Errors, like the Sun, 1 
Through thick and pitchy Clouds, he breaks out . 7 
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Hon. 1 thank you Sir, you have made me half a Sol- 
I will to Court moſt willingly, moſt fondly. (dier, 
And if there be ſuch ſtirring things amongſt" em, 
Such Travellers into Virginia 


As Fame reports, if they can win me, take mo. 


I think I have a cloſe Ward, and a ſure one; 
An honeſt Mind I hope, tis Petticoat-proof, 
Chain-proof, and Jewel-proof; I know tis Gold. proof, \ 
A Coach and four Horſes cannot draw me from it: 

As for your handſome Faces, and filed Tongues, 

Curl'd Millers Heads, I have another word for them, 

And yet I'll flatter too, as faſt as they do, 

And lye, but nat as Lewdly. _ valiant, Siſter, 

She that dares not ſtand the * o'th* Court dares nothing, 

And yet come off ungrac'd: Sir, like you, © + | 

We both affe& great dangers now, wad the World ſhall 

All Glory liesnot in Man's We. 4 (ce 
Arch. Mine own Honora.” ö 
Vio. 1 am very fearful, | 

Would Ewcre ſtronger built. You would have mchonel? 
Arch, Or not at all my Frola. | 
Vio. Tl think on't, | . 

For tis no eaſie Promiſe, and live there, ; 

Do you think we ſhalt do well? | 
Hon. Why, what ſhou'd ail us? ts 
Vio. Certain they'll tempr us ſtrongly ; befidesthe ooh | 

Which Women may affect, they are handſome Gent | 

Every part ſpeaks: Nor is it one denial, | 

Nor two, not ten; from every look we give em 

They!ll frame a hope; ev'n from our Pray'rs, Promiſes. 
Hon. Let 'em feed fo, and be fat; there is no fear, Wengly 

If thou be'ſt faſt to thy ſelf, | 
io. 1 hope l ſhall bez — = 

And your examyle will work more. . 

Euter Theodore. 
Hon. Thou ſhalt not want it. 
The. How do you, Sir? Can you lenda Man an Angel? 
hear you let out Mony. 
Arch. Very well, Sir, 
You are pleaſuntly oy as I am glad to ſee it. 
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Can you lend me your Patience, and berul'd by me? 
The. Is't come to Patience now ? | | 
Arch. Ist not a Virtue? | 
The. I know not: I ne' er found it fo. ' 
Arch. That's becauſe 
Thy Anger ever knows, and not thy Judgment. 
The. I know you have been riff d. 
Arch. Nothing leſs, Boy | 
Lord, what opinions thefe vain People-publiſh ! 
Rifl'd of what? 15 | 
be. Study your Virtue, Patience, 
It may get Muſtard to your Meat. Why in ſuch haſte, Sir, 
Sent ye for me? 1 
Arch. For this end only, Theodore, 
To wait upon your Siſters to the Court; 
Iam commanded they live there. 
The. To th' Court, Sir? 
Arch. To th' Court, I fay. 
The. And muſt I wait upon em? 
Arch. Ves, tis moſt fit you ſhou'd, you are their Brother. 
The. Is this the buſineſs? I had thought your Mind, Sir, 
Had been ſet forward on ſome noble Action, 


Something had truly ſtir'd ye. To th' Court with theſe? 


Why, they are your Daughters, Sir. 
Arch. All this I know, Sir. 
be. The good old Woman on a Bed he threw. 
* Fo th' Court? IE, | 
= Arch. Thou art mad. 


| e. Nor Drunk as you are: 
Dro with your Duty, Sir : Do you call it Duty ? 
A pox of Duty, what can theſe do there? 
What ſhould they do? Can ye look Babies, Siſters, 
In the young Gallants Eyes, and twirl their Band-ſtrings ? 
Can yeride out to air your ſelves? Pray Sir, 
Be ſerious with me, do you ſpeak this truly? . 

Arch. Why, didſt thou never hear of Women 
Yet at Court, Boy ? 

The. Yes, and =_ Women too, very Women, / 


Excellent honeſt Women: But are ye ſure, Sir, 
That theſe will prove ſo? h 


Hon, 
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Hon. There's the danger, Brother. 
The. God-a-mercy Wench, thou haſta grudging of it. 
Arch. Now be you ſerious, Sir, and obſerve what 1 ſa 
Do it, and do it handſomely; go with em. 7 
The. With all my Heart, Sir; I am in no fault now; 
If they be thought Whores for being in my, Company; 
Pray write upon their Backs, they are my Siſters, 
And where I ſhall deliver em. | 
Arch. Ye are wondrous jocunſdſ .. 
But prithee tell me, art thou ſo lewd a Fellow? 
| never knew thee fail a Truth. 
The. IT am a Soldier, | 
And ſpell you what that means. 
Arch. A Soldier? 
What doſt thou make of me ? 
The. Your Palat's down, Sir- 
Arch. I thank ye, Sir. 
The. Come, ſhall we to this matter? 
You will to Court? | 
Hon. If you will pleaſe to honour us. 4 
The. I'll honour ye, I warrant; I'll ſet ye off 
With ſuch a luſtre, Wenches. Alas poor Viola, 
Thou art a Fool, thou crieſt for eating white Bread: 
Be a good Huſwife of thy Tears, and re em, 
Thou wilt have time enough to ſhed 'em, Siſter. 
Do you weep too? Nay, then I'll fool no more. 
Come worthy Siſters, ſince it muſt beſo, _ | 
And fince he thinks it fit to try your Virtues, 
Be you as ſtrong to Truth, as I to guard ye, 
And this old Gentlemanſhall have joy of ye. {| Exennt, 


SCENE III. 


Enter Duke, and Burris. 


Duke, Burris take you ten thouſand of thoſe Crowns, 
And thoſe two Chains of Pearl they hold the richeſt, 
give 'em ye. 1 

Bur. I humbly thank your Grace; 

And may your great Example work in me 
That noble Charity to Men more worthy, 


* 


* 


And 


972 The Loyal N | 
And of more wants. | rei 
| Duke. You bear a good Mind, Burris; 


Take twenty thouſand now : Be not ſo modeſt, 7 - 

It ſhallbe ſo, Igive *em: Go, there's my Ring for't. p 

Bur. Heaven bleſs your Highnels ever. (Exit. vou 
Duke.” You are honeſt, 


Enter Alinda, and Putskie at Door. 
Put. They're coming now to Court, as fairas Virtue : 
T'wo brighter Stars ne'er roſe here. 
Alin. Peace, I have it, | 
And what my Art can do; the Dill 
Put ſ. Tam gone; remember. 3 
Al. I am counſell'd to the full, r 
Duke. My pretty Miſtreſs, whither lies your buſineſs? 
How kindly Iſhou'd take this, were it to me now? 
Alin. I muſt confeſs — to your Grace, 
At this time. 
Duke. Y ou have no dns, I do believe ye, 
] wou'd ye had. 
Alin. Twere too much boldneſs, Sir. 
Upon ſo little Knowledge, leſs deſervi 
ole You'll make a perfect — A 
Alin. A very poor one. 
Duke. A very fair one, Sweet; come hither to me. 
What killing Eyes this Wench has? In his Glory 
Not the bright Sun, when the Sirian Star reigns, 
Shines half 10 fiery. 
Alin. Why does your Grace ſo view me? 
Nothing but common handſomeneſs dwells here, Sir, 
Scarce that: : Your Grace is pleas d to mock my meanneſs, 
Duke. Thou ſhalt not go; I do not lic unto thee, 
In oy Eye thou appear 
Dim not the ſight, Sir, 
I am too dull an Object. 
Duke. Canſt 804 love me? 6 
Canſt thou love him will honour thee? 
Alin. I can love, 
And love as you do too: But twill not ſhew well: I 
Or if it do ſhew here where all Light luſtres, 
INES _— make a glorious gliſt'ring, 


Twill 
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Twill halt 1'th* handſom way, 1 
Duke. Are ye ſo cunning? 

Doſt think I love not truly? 

Ain. No, ye cannot, 

You never travell'd that way yet: Pray pardon me, 

| prate ſo boldly to you. 

Duke. There's no harm done: 

But what's your reaſon, Sweet? 
Alin, 1 wou'd tell your Grace, 

But happily 
Duke. It ſhall be pleaſing to me. 
Ain. I ſhou'd love you again, and then you wou'd hate 

With all my ſervice I ſhou'd follow ye, (me. 

And through all dangers. 

Duke. This wou'd more provoke me, 

More make me ſee th hy Worths, 

More make me meet em. 

Alin. Vou ſhou'd do ſo, if ye did well and truly: 
But though ye be a Prince, and have pow'r in ye, 
Pow'r of Example too, ye have fail'd and falter'd. 

Duke. Give me Example where? 

Alin. You had a Miſtreſs, 

Oh Heav*n, ſo bright, fo brave a n ſo W 

In all her Life fo true! 

Duke. A Miſtrels? 

Alin. That ſerv'd you with that Conſtancy, that Care, f 

That lov'd your Will, and woo'd it too. 

Duke. What Miſtreſs? | 

Vin. That nurs'd your Honour up, held faſt yourVirtue, 

And when ſhe kiſt cncreas'd, not ole your Goodneſs, 
Duke, And I neglected her? 

Alin, Loſt her, ferſook her, 3 flung her off. 

Duke, What was her Name? 

Ain. Her Name as Lovely as her ſelf, as Noble, 

And in it all that's excellent. 

Duke. What was it? Y 

Alin. Her Name was Beau-deſert : Te 

Do you know her now, Sir? | 
Duke. Beau-deſert? I do not remember 
Alin. I know you do not; 


Yet 
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Yet ſhe has a plainer Name; Lord Are bas ſetvice; Oy 
Do you yet remember her? There wasa Miſtreſs You | 


Fairer than Woman, far fonder to you, Sir, 
Than Mothers to their firſt-born Joys: Can you Love? Al, 


Dare you profeſs that truth to me a Stranger, o di 
A thing of no Regard, no Name, no Luſtre, Pet 
When your molt noble Love you have neglected, Oh 
A Beauty all the World wou'd Woo and Honour? Chill 
Wou'd you have me credit this? Think you can love me, Aline 
And hold ye conſtant, when I have read this Story? Wiel 
Is' t poſſible — ſhould ever favour me, | For e 
To a light Pleaſure prove a Friend, and faſt too, Pe; 
When, where you were moft ty'd, moſt bound to benefit, Al 
Bound by the Chains of Honeſty and Honour, Du 
You have broke, and boldly too? I am a weak one, Al 
Arm'd only with my Fears: I beſeech your Grace For l. 
Tempt me no further. | | Tw 
Duke. Who taught you this Leſſon? | Du 


Alin. Woful Experience, Sir: If you ſeek a fair one, Al 
Worthy your Love, if yet you have that perfect, 


Two Daughters of his ruin'd Virtue now D. 
Arrive at Court, excellent fair indeed, Sir. And 
But this will be the Plague on't, they're excellent honeſt. 4 

p Enter Olympia aud Peteſca privarely. Whe 

Duke. 1 love thy Face. Wh 

Alin. Upon my Life ye cannot: Th 1 
Ido not love it my ſelf, Sir, tis a lewd one, IL. 
So truly ill Art cannot mend it; but if twere handſome, WM Ii r 
At leaſt if I thought ſo, you ſhou'd hear me talk, Sir, Hea 
In a new ſtrain; and though ye are a Prince, D 
Make ye Petition to me too, and wait my Anſwers For 


Vet of my Conſcience I ſhou'd pity ye, 
After ſome ten years Siege. 
- Duke. Prethee do now. 
Alin. W hat wou'd ye do? 
Duke. Why I wou'd lye with ye; 
 ->AMlin. I do not think ye wou'd. 
Duke. In troth I wou'd Wench. 
Here, take this Jewel, 
.  Alin, Out upon't, that's ſcurvy. 


1 
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Nay, if we do, ſure we'll do for good Fellowſhip, 
For pure Love, or nothing: Thus you ſhallbe le, r, 
You ſhallnot pay too dear for't. F 
Duke. Sure I cannot. | | {able 
Alin. By'r Lady but ye may: When ye have found me 
To do your Work well, 4 may pay my * 
Pet Why does your Grace ſtart back? 
Ohm. I ha? ſeen that ſhakes me: 
Chillsall my Blood: O where is Faith or Goodneſs? 
Alinda hos art. falſe, falſe, falſe thou fair one, _ 
Wickedneſs falſe; and, wo is me, I ſee 1 it. 


Tor ever falſe. | | 
Per. I am glad 't has taken thus right. [ Exeunt. 
Alin. Fl go ask my Lady, Sir. | 
Duke. What? - (willin 


Alin. Whether I ſhall lye with ye, or no: If I ind her 
For look ye Sir, I have {wot n, while I am in her ſervice 
[Twas araſh Oath I muſt confeſs.) | 

Duke. Thou mock'ſt me. x 

Alin. Why, wou'd ye lyewith me, if I were willing? 
Would you abuſe my weakneſs? 

Duke. I would piece it, 

And make it ſtronger. | 

Alin. I humbly thank your Highned, 

When you piece me, you mult piece me to my Coffin: F 
When you have got _ Maiden-head, I take it, * 
Tiz not an Inch of an Apes Tail will reſtore it, | 
Love ye, and 1 Honour ye, but this way \ 

lu neither love nor ſerve ye. 


Heav*n change your Mind, Sir. A [ Exit, 
Duke. A pe — too: |, Y 
For it muſt be chang'd, it ſhall be. : [ Exit. © 


S'C'E:N E- IV. 


Enter Boroskie, Burris, Theodore, Viola, and onen 
Bor. They are goodly Gentle women. 
Bur. They are, | 


Wondrous fweet Women both. 
The. Does 2 5 like em? 


Ee 


— — — — 
—— 
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They'll do their Labour well, I warrant. ye, 
You'll find no Bed-ſtraw here, Sir. | 
Hun. Thank ye, Brother (tle, 

The. This is not ſo ſtrongly built: Butſhe is good met - 
Of a good ſtirring ſtrain too: She goes tith, Sir. 

IL Enter two Gentlemen. | 

Here they be, Gentlemen, muſt make ye merry, 
The toys you wot of: Do you like their Complexions? 
They be no Moors: What think ye of this Hand, Gentle. 
Here's a white Altar for your Sacrifice: | (men? 
A thouſand Kiſſes here. Nay, keep of yet, Gentlemen, 
Let's ſtart firſt, and have fair play: What wou'd ye give now 
To turn the Globe up, and find the rich Mplnecas? 
To paſs the Straits? Here (do ye itch) by St. Nicholas, 
Here's that will make ye ſcratch and claw, | 


X 1 
| is. 


| Claw, my fine Gentlemen, move ye in divers ſorts - 
Pray ye let me requeſt ye, to forget 


Who 
- th. 
. 


To fay your Prayers, whilſt theſe are Courtier 
Or if ye needs will think of Heav'n, let it be no higher 
Than their Eyes. | 

Bor. How will ye have em beſtow'd, Sir? 

The. Ev'n how your Lordſhip pleaſe, 
So you do not bake em. 

Bor. Bake em? | | | [gelly. 

' The. They are too high a Meat that way, they run to 
But if you'll have em for your own Diet, take my Counſel, 
Stew em between two Feather-Beds. « 

Bur. Pleaſe you, Colonel, 
To let em wait upon the Princeſs? 

The. Yes, Sir, | 


And thank your Honour too : But then happily, 
Theſe noble Gentlemen ſhall have no acceſs. to em; 


And to have em buy new Cloaths, ſludy new Faces, 


Aud keep a ſtinking ſtir with themſelves for nothing, 
Till not be well 1faith : They have kept their Bodies, 


s been at charge for Baths : Do youſee that Shirt there? 

Weigh but the moral meaning, twill be grievous: - 

Alas, I brought em to delight theſe Gentlemen, 

I wag their wants by mine: I brought em wholeſome, 
elome, and young, my Lord, and two ſuch Hcl, 


\ 
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They will not light upon again in ten Years. 
Bor. Tis fit — wait upon her. | 
. The, They are fit for any thing 
They'll wait _ a Man, they are not Baſhful, 
Carry his Cloak, or unty his Points, or any thing, 
Drink drunk, and take Tobacco; the familiar'ſt Fools--- 
ThisWench will leap overStools too, and ſound a Trumpet, 
Wraſtle, and pitch the Bar; they are finely brought up. 
Bor. Ladies, ye are bound to your Brother, 
And have much cauſe to thank himm 
Ill eaſe ye of this Charge, and to the Princeſs, 
80 ou you, Tl attend em. 1 
Thank your Lordſhip: | 
If there be e er a private Corner as ye go, Sir, 
A fooliſh Lobby out o'th* way, make Danger, 
Try what they are, try———— Nene 
Bor. Ve are a merry Gentleman. ee 
The. 1 wou'd fain be your Honour's Kinſman. 
Bor. Ye are too curſt, Sir. (waſht elſe. 
The. Farewel Wenches, keep cloſe your Ports, y are 
Hon. Brother, beſtow your Fears where they are needful. 
| Exe. Boroſ. Honor. Vio 
The. Honor thy Name is, and J hopel thy Nature. 
Go after Gentlemen, go, get a ſnatch if you can, 
Yond* old Erra Pater will never pleaſe em. 
Alas I brought em for you, but ſee the luck on't, 
[ ſwear I meant as honeſtly toward ye 
Nay do not cry, good Gentlemen: A little Counſel _ 
Will do no harm: They'll walk abroad i' th Evenings, 
Ye may ſurprize em eaſily, they wear no Piſtols. 
det down your Minds in Metre, flowing Metre, 
And get ſome good old Linnen- Woman to deliver it, 
That has the 1 rick ont: You cannot fail - - 

Farewel Gentlemen. 1 ¶Erxeunt Gent. 
Bur, You have frighted off theſe Fleſh- flies. 5 1 i 
The. Fleſh-flies indeed, EAT... 1. = 

Enorioanent. IS 

And it muſt be very ſtinking Fleſh they will not ſeize on. 
Serv. Your Lordſhip bid me bring this Casxet. 
Bur. Yes: Good Colonel, "74, 


” 
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Commend me to 
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worthy Father, and 28 2 pledge 


He ever holds my Love, and Service to him, 
Deliver him this poor, bur hearty Toben, 
And where J may be hi — . 

The. Ve are too Noble; 
A Wonder here ray Lord, that dare 9 
When all Men ball i vitious: 1 ſhall deliver it, 
And with it Ar mos rays I Your Servant. 


| Exit Burris 


Were there but two more ber 1 Leute twere Sainted; 


This will buy Brawn this Chrifimas yer ang Muſcudin: 


Exit. 


SCENE V. 


Enter Ancient, crying Brooms, and after bins Kue, 
four Soldiers, crying other Things. Boroskie and Genile- 
men over the Stage, obſtruing ibem. | 


I. SONG. 


Anc. Broom, Broom, the bouny ane, 
Come buy my Birchen Brom, 
7b * * have no more room, 
Buy all my bonn Broom | 
For a Kiſs take tw; 35 


Tf thuſe will not do, 


For à little, little 22 
Take all my whole Treaſure : 

all theſe will not dir, 

ate the Broom-man 10 boot. 
Broom, Broom, the bouny Broom. 
II. SONG. 

1 Sol. The Wars are done and gone, 

And Soldiers now negleted, Pediers ar, 


Come Maidens, come along, 
For I can ſhow 'you handſome, bandſomo Ware 


. Powders for, for the Head, 


And drinks for your Bed, 
To make ye 2125 « and 
As well in * Night we s can fight, 
And pleaſe a 7 young: Wench « as * 


280 


— Ta 


1 
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2 Sol. I bave fine Potato's, 
Ripe Potato's. 


III. SONG. 


Sol. Will ye buy any Honeſty, come away, 
T ſell it openly by Day, 
1 bring no . Light, nor no Candle 
To cozen 3e; come Pay and handle 
This 15 few the great Man good, | 
The Tradeſman where he ſwears and lyes, 
Each of a noble Bloo 
The City . ro rule her Eyes : 
Te are rich Men now come 2 and then 


Til make ye richer, honeſt Men. 


4 Sol. Have ye any crackt Maiden-heads, to nem Leach or 
Have ye any old Maiden-heads 10 ſell or to change® - 
Bring em to me with a little pretty gin, ; 

PII clout *em, I'll mend em, DI knock in a Pin, 
Shall make em as good Maids again, 
As ever they have been. | 


Bor. What means all this, why do y'ſell Brooms An. 
Is it in wantonneſs, or want? | (cient © 

Anc. The only Reaſon is, | (hong. 
To ſweep your Lordihip's Conſcience: Here'sone forthe 
Gape Sir, you have ſwallow'd many a goodlier Matter 
The only caſting for a crazie Conſcience. _ Fo 

3 Sol. Will your Lordſhip buy any Honeſty? twill be 

Hor. How is this? (worth your Mony- 

3 Sol. Honeſty my Lord; tis here in a quill. 

Anc. Take heed you open it not, for 'tis ſo ſubtle, 
The leaſt _ of Wind will blow it out 9'th? 1 8 

2 S/. Will your Lordſhip pleaſe to taſte a fine Potato? 
"Twill advance your whither'd State. 

Anc. Fill your Honour full of noble Itches, 
And make Jack dance in your Lordſhips Breeches. 

1 Sol. If your Daughters on their Beds, ST. 
Have bow'd, or crackt their Maiden-beadsz 

os Dre **/q 
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Tf in a Coach with too much Tumbling, 
Thy chance to cry, fie, fo, what Fumbling 
her Foot ſlip, and down fall ſhe, 
And break her Leg above the Knee, _ | 
The one and thirtieth of February let this be ta en, 
And they ſhall be arrant Maids again. 
Bor. Ye are brave Soldiers; keep your wantonneſs, 
A Winter will come on to ſhake this wilfulneſs. 
Diſport your ſelves, and when you want your Mony---- 


Exit. 
Anc. Broom, Broom, &c. [ Exeunt ſinging. 


SCENE VI. 
Enter Alinda, Honora, and Viola. 
Ain. You muſt not be ſo fearful, little one, 
Nor Lady you ſo ſad, you will neꝰ er make Courtiers 
With theſe dull fallen Thoughts; this Place is Pleaſure, 


Preſerv'd to that uſe, ſo inhabited; 
And thoſe that live here, live delightful, joytul : 


Theſe are the Gardens of Adonis, Ladies, 


W here all Sweets to their wo 1 and noble uſes, 


Grow ever young and courte 


Hon. Bleſs me Heav'n, 

Can things of her Years arrive at theſe Rudiments ? 

By your leave, fair Gentlewoman, how long have you 
Alin, Faith much about a Week. {been here? 
Hon. You have ſtudied hard, 

And by my Faith arriv'd at a great Knowledge. 

Vio. Were not you Baſhful at firſt? 
Alin. Ay, ay, tor an hour or two 

But when I faw People laugh'd at me for it, 

And thought it a dull Breeding 
Hon. You are govern'd here then 

Much after the Mens Opinions. 

Alin. Ever, Lady. 
Hon. And what they think is Honourable.— 
 Alin. Moſt preciſely. | * 


We follow with all Faith. 
Hun. A goodly Cathechiſin, 


T0, 


t. 
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Vio. But baſhful for an Hour or two? 
Alin. Faith to ſay true, 
do not think I was fo long: For look ye, 
'Tis to no end here, put on what ſhape ye will, 
And ſour your ſelf with ne'er ſo much Auſterity, 
You ſhall be courted in the ſame, and won too, 
'Tis but ſome two hours more; and ſo much time loſt, 
Which we hold pretious here: In ſo much time now 
As I have told you this, you may loſe a Servant, 
Your Age, nor all your Art, can e'er recover. 
Catch me Occaſion as ſhe comes, hold faſt there, 
Till what you do affect is ripen'd to ye. | 
Has the Duke ſeen ye yet? Hon. What if he have not? 
Alin. You do your Beauties too much wrong, appearing 
So full of Sweetneſs, Newnels; ſet ſo richly, 
As if a Counſel beyond Nature fram'd ye, 

Hon. If we were thus, ſay Heay'n had given theſe 
Muſt we turn theſe to ſin Oblations ? (Bleflings, 
Alin. How fooliſhly this Country way ſhews in ye ? 
How full of flegm? Do you come here to pray, Ladies? 
You had beſt cry, Stand away, let me alone Gentlemen, 

IIl tell my Father elſe, FEY lg 
Vio. This Woman's naught ſure, 
A very naughty Woman. 
Hon. Come, ſay on Friend, 
Il be inſtructed by ye. | | 
Alin. Yow'll thank me for't. (ſpeaking of. 
Hon. Either I or the Devilſhall : The Duke you were 
Alin. Tis well remembred: Yes let him firſt ſee you, 
Appear not openly till he has view'd ye. 
Hon. He's a very noble Prince, they ſay, 
Alin. O wondrous Gracious z. * . 
And as you may deliver your ſelf at the firſt Viewing. 
For jog ye, you muſt bear your ſelf; but take heed 


It be ſo ſeafon'd with a ſweer Humility, 

And grac'd with ſuch a — your Beauty 
Fon. But 1 hope he will offe: DITDF- 
Ain. No, nos one! N 

Tis like he will kiſs ye, and play with ye. 
Hon, Play with me, howꝛ?ꝛ: „, 

| LI 3 Ain. 


me no ill? 


* 
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Alin. Why, good Lord, that you are ſuch a Fool now! U. 
No harm, aſſure your ſelf. At 
Vio. Will he play with me too? | W 
Alin. Look Babies in your Eyes, my pretty ſweet one: W 
There's a fine ſport: Do you know your Lodgings yet? 
Hon. J hear of none. | 
Alin. I do then, thy are handſome, 
Convenient for Accels. 
Vio. Acceſs? . 15 
Alin. Yes, little one, | 
For Viſitation of thoſe Friends and Servants, my 
Your Beauties ſhall make choice of: Friends and Viſits: 
Donot you know thoſe uſes? Alas poor Novice? 
There's a cloſe Couch or two, — 15g placed too, 
Vio. What are thoſe, I pray you? (they are to lie upon, 
Alin. Who would be 4 — Jo” with ſuch raw things? 
And your Love by ye; and diſcourſe, and toy in. 
Vio. Alas I have no Love. 
Alm, You muſt by any means - 
You'll have a hundred, tear not. 
Vio. Honeſty keep me': 
What ſhall I do with all thoſe? 
Alin. Yow'll find uſes; \ 
Ve are ignorant yet, let time work; you muſt learn too, 
To lye handſomly in your Bed a Mornings, neatly dreſt 
In a moſt curious Waſtcoat, to ſet ye off well, (too, 
Play with your Bracelets, ſing: You mult learn to rhime 
And riddle neatly ; ſtudy the hardeſt Language, 
And 'tis no matter whether it be ſenſe, or no, 
So it go ſeemly off. Be ſure ye proſſt 
In kiſſing, kiſſing ſweetly : There lies a main Point, 
A Key that opens to all practick Pleaſure z 
I'll help ye to a Friend of mine ſhall teach ye, 
And ſuddenly : Your Country way is fulſome. 
Hon. Have ye Schools for all theſe Myſteries? 
Alin. O yes, 
And ſeveral hours prefix'd to ſtudy in- 
Ye may have Kalenders to know the hour, 
And when to take a Jewel: For the ill too, 
(When to refuſe, with Obſervations on em; 


” 
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Under What Sign *tis beſt meeting in an Arbor, 
And in What Bow'r, and hour it works; a thouſand, 
When in a Coach, when in a private Lodging, 
With all their Virtues. wh = 
7 Hon. Have ye ſtudied theſe ? 
; How beaſtly they become your Youth? how bawdily? 
A Woman of your Tenderneſs, a Teacher, | 
Teacher of theſe lewd Arts? of your full Beauty? 
A Man made up in Luft wou'd loath this in ye: 
The rankeſt Leacher, hate ſuch Impudence. 
They fay the Devil can aſſume Heav*ns Brightneſs, 
And ſo appear to tempt us: Sure thou art no Woman. 
Alia. I Foy to find ye thus. | 
Hon: Thou haſt no tenderneſs, 
5 No reluctation in thy Heart: Tis miſchief, +1 
> Alin. All's one for that; read theſe and then be ſatisfi d, 
A few more private Rules I have gather'd for ye, 
Read em, and well obſerve em: ſo 1 leave ye. ¶ Exit. 
Vio, A wondrous wicked Woman : Shame go with thee. 
Hon. What new Pandora's Box is this? 1'1] ſee it, 
Though n tear it. Read thine, Viola, 


Tis in our own Wills to believe and follow. 
Worthy Honora, as you bave begun 

, In Virree's ſporleſs School, fb forward un- 

| Purſue that Nobleneſs, and chaſte Deſire 

, Tou ever bad, burn in that boly Fite, © 


e And 4 white Martyr to fair Memory 
Give up your Name, unſoil'd of Infamy. 
How's this? Read yours out Siſter : this amazes me. 


Vio. Fear not, thou yet unblaſted Violet, 
Nor let my wanton Words @ Doubt beget, 
Live in that Peace and Sweetneſs of thy Bud, 
Remember whoſe thou art, and grow ſtill good, 
Remember what thou art, and ſtand a; Story 
Fit for thy noble Sex, and thine own Glory. © 
Hon. T know not what to think, 4 
| Vio. Sure a good Woman, 
An Excellent Woman, ' Siſter. 
Hon, It confounds me; 
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Let 'em uſe all their Arts, if theſc be their Ends, 

The Court I ſay breeds the beſt Foes and Friends. 

Come let's be honeſt Wench, and do our beſt Service, 
Viol. A moſt excellent Wqaman, I will love her. 


— 


| Exeunt. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Enter Olympia with a Casket, and Alinda. 
Ali. N, ff Adam, the Duke has ſegt for the two Ladies, 
Ohm. Iprethee go: Iknow thy Thoughts 


Go, go Alinda, do not mock me more. (are with him. 
I have found thyHeart,Wench, do not wrong thy Miſtreſs, 


Thy too much loving Miſtreſs : Do not abuſe her. 


Alin. By your own fair Hands I underſtand ye not. 
Ohm. By thy own fair Eyes I underſtand thee too much, 


Too far, and built a Faith there thou haſt ruin'd. 


Go, and enjoy thy Wiſh, thy Youth, thy Pleaſure, 
Enjoy the Grand no doubt he has promis'd, 
Enjoy the Service of all Eyes that ſee thee, 

The Glory thou haſt aim'd at, and the Triumph: 


_ Only this laſt Love I ask, forget thy Miſtreſs. 


Alin. Oh, who has wrong'd me? who has ruin'dme? 
Poor wretched Girl, what Poiſon is flung on thee? 
Excellent Virtue, from whence flows this Anger? 

Ohm. Go, ask my Brother, ask the Faith thougay'ſtme, 
Ask all my Fayours to thee, ask my Love, 

Laſt, thy forgetfulneſs of good: Then flye me, 
For we mult part, Alinda. Ir 

Alin. You are weary of me; 

I muſt confeſs, I was never worth your Service, 


Your bounteous Favours leſs; but that my Duty, 


My ready Will, and all I had to ſerve ye 

O Heav'n thou know'ſt my Honeſty, 
Ohm. No more; fl | 

Take heed, Heav'n has a Juſtice ; Take this Ring with ye, 

This doting Spell you gave me: Too well, Alinda, 

Thou knew'ſt the Virtue in't ; too well I feel it: Nay 


>» 22 


” © 


WP HEAT T 


ccc — 4.2» Af 


1 


That's all my Bread and Com 


Not yet Alinda, that Iwou d ſee ye periſh. 
Prithee be od and let me hear: Look on me, 


What becomes of theſe two Wenches 3 
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Nay keep that too, it may ſometimes remember ye, 
When you are willing to forget who gave it, 
And to what virtuous end. 

Alin. Mult I go from ye?” 
Of all the Sorrows Sorrow has muſt I part with ye? 
Part with my noble Miſtreſs? 

Olym. Or I with thee, Wench. 

Alin. And part ſtain'd with Opinion? Farewel Lady, 
Happy and bleſſed Lady, Goodneſs keep ye. 
Thus your poor Scrvant, full of Grief, turns from ye, 
For ever full of Grief, for ever from ye. 
I have no Being now, no Friends, no Country, 
I wander Heav'n knows whither, Heav'n knows how. 
No Life, now you areloſt: Only mine Innocence, 
Thar little left me of my ſelf, goes with me, 

Set. I confeſs, Madam, 

The Duke has often courted me. 

Ohm. And pour'd his Soul into thee, won thee. 

Alin. Do you think ſo? | 
Well, Time that told this Tale, will tell my Truth too, 
And ſay ye had a faithful, honeſt Servant: 
The buſineſs of my Life is now to pray for ye, 
Pray for your virtuous Loves; Pray for your Children, 
When Heav'n ſhall make ye happy. 

Ohm. How ſhe wounds me! 
Either I am undone, orſhe muſt go: Take theſe with ye, 
Some Toys may do my Service; and this Mony; 
And when ye want, I love ye not ſo poorly, 


I love theſe Eyes yet dearly; I have kiſs'd thee, 

And now I'll do'tagain: Farewel Alinda, | 

I am too full to (peak more, and too wretched. Exit. 
Alin. You have my Faith, 


Andall the World my Fortune. 2 / 0 
SCENE II. 
Enter Theodore. 


The. I wou'd fain hear 


And 


\ 
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And if I can, I will do dem good. | 
Enter Gentleman paſſing over the Stage. 

Do you hcar, my honeſt Friend? 
He knows no ſuch Name: 
What a world of Buſineſs, | 
Which by Interpretation are meer Nothings, 
Theſe things have here? *Maſs now think on't better, 
1] wiſh he be not ſent for one of them 
To ſome of theſe By-lodgings: Methought I ſaw 
A kind of reference in his Face to Bawd'ry. | 
Enter Gentleman, with a Gentlewoman, taling 
| E over the Stage, 
He has her, but tis none of them: Hold faſt Thief: 
An excellent touzing Knave. Miſtreſs 
Youareto ſuffer your Penance ſome half hour hence now. 
How far a fine Court Cuſtard with Plums in it 
Will prevail with one of theſe waiting Gentlewomen, 
They are taken with theſe ſoluble things exceedingly; 
This is ſome Yeoman o'th' Bottles now that has ſent for her, 
That ſhe calls Father: Now wo to this Ale Incence. 
By your leave Sir. BY 
Enter a Servant. 
Ser. Well Sir; what's your pleaſure with me? 
The. Y ou do not know the way to the Maids Lodgings? 
Ser. Yes indced do I Sir. | 
The. But you will not tell me? 
Ser. No indeed will not I, becauſe you doubt it. ¶ Exit. 
Euter ſecoud Servant. 
The. Theſe are fine Gim- cracks: Hey, here comes ano- 
A Flagon full of Wine in's Hand, I take it. 
Well met my Friend, is that Wine? 
2 Ser. Ves indeed is it. 
The. Faith I'll Drink on't then. 
2 Ser. Ye may, becauſe ye have ſworn, Sir. =o 
The. Tis very good, I'll drink a great deal now, Sir. 
2 Ser. I cannot help it, Sir. | 
_ The. I'll drink more yet. 
2 Ser. Tis in your own Hands. 
The. There's your Pot, I thank ye. 
Pray let me drink again. : | 


— 
— 
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2 Ser. Faith but ye _ 2 | 
Now have I ſworn, | take it. Fare yewell, Sir. [Exiz. 
Euter Lady. 5 | | 
The. This is the fineſt place to live in I cer cnter'd. 
Here comes a Gentlewoman, and alone; I'll to her. 
Madam, my Lord my Maſter. -. - 
Lady. Who's your Lord, Sir? 
The. The Lord Boroskie, Lady. 
Lady. Pray excuſe me: | 
Here's ſomethigg for your pains: Within this hour, Sir, 
One of theſe chovice young Ladies ſhall-attend him: 
Pray let it be in that Chamber juts out to the Water; 
Tis private and convenient: Do my humble Service 
To my honourable good Lord, | beſcech ye Sir; 
. If it pleaſe you to viſit a poor Lady —— _ 
You carry the *haviour of a noble Gentleman. 
The. ] ſhall be bold. 2 
Lady. Tis a good aptneſs in ye. 
5 lie here in the Wood - yard, the blue Lodgings, 
They call me merrily the Lady of the Sir; 
A little I know what belongs to a Gentleman, 


Sir; 


And if you pleaſe take the pains. [ Exit. 
The. Dear Lady, take the pains? (now, 


Why a Horſe wou'd not take the pains that thou requir'ſt 
To cleave old Crab- tree. One of the choice young Ladies? 
vou'd I had let this Bawd go, ſhe has frighted me; 
. I am cruelly afraid of one of my Tribe now 
But if they will do, the Devil cannot ſtop em. 
Why ſhou'd he have a young Lady? Are Women now 
O'th' Nature of Bottles, to be ſtopt with Corks _ 
O the thouſand little furies that fly here now? 
How now Captain? | | 
Enter Putskie. 

Purſ. I come to ſeek you out, Sir, 
And all the Town Ihave travell'd. 

The. W hat's the News, Man? 

Put ſ. That that concerns us all, and very nearly. 
The Duke this Night holds a great Feaſt at Court, 
To which he bids for Gueſts all his old Counſellors, 
And all his Favourites: Your Father's ſent for, 
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The. Why he is neither in Council, nor in Favour: 

Put ſ. That's it: Have an Eye now, or never, anda quick 
AnEyethat muſt not wink from good Intelligence. (one, 
I heard a Bird ſing, they mean him no good Office, 

Enter Ancient. 

The. Art ſure he ſups here? 

Putſ. Sure as tis Day. 

The. Tis like then. . 
How now, where haſt thou been, Ancient? 

Anc. Meaſuring the City: 

I have left my Brooms at Gate here; 

By this time the Porter has ſtole em to ſweep out Raſcals. 
The. Brooms ? | 
Anc. I have been crying Brooms all the Town over, 

And ſuch a Mart I have made, there's no Trade near it. 

Othe young handſome Wenches, how they twitter'd, 

Whenthey but ſaw meſhake my Ware, and ſing too; 

Come hither Maſter Broom-man I beſeech ye: 

Good Maſter Broom-man hither, cries another. 

The. Thou art amad Fellow. - 
Anc, They are all as mad as I: They all have Trades now, 

And roar about the Streets like Bull-Beggars. 

The. What e of Soldiers are they? 
Auc. By this means I have gather'd 
Above a thouſand tall and hardy Soldiers, 
If need be, Colonel. 
The. That need's come, Ancient, 

And 'twas diſcreetly done. Go, draw em preſently, 

But without ſuſpicion: This Night we ſhall need em 

Let 'em be near the Court, let Puzskie guide em; 

And wait me for occaſion: Here I II ſtay ſtill. 

Putſ. If it fall out, we are ready; if not, we arc ſcatter'd:; 
Il wait ye at an Inch. | | 
The. Do, Farewel. [ Exeun?. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Duke, and Boroskie. 


Duke. Are the Soldiers ſtill ſo mutinous? 
Bor. More than ever; rn 


No Law nor Juſtice frights em: All the Ton over 
IVA | They 


ck 


The Loyal Subject. ' 389 
They play new Pranks and Gambols: No Man's Perſon, 
Of what degree ſoever, free from Abuſes : | 
And durſt ey do this, (let your Grace conſider) 
Theſe monſtrous, moſt offenſive things, theſe Villanies, 
If not ſet on, and ted? If not by one 
They honour more than you? And more aw'd by him? 

Duke. Happily their own Wants. 
Bor. I offer to ſupply 'em, 
And ev'ry hour make tender of their Monies. 
They ſcorn it, laugh at me that offer it: 
fear the next Device will be my Life, Sir; 
And willingly III give it, fo they ſtay there. 
Duke. Do you think Lord Archas privy ? 
Bor. More than Thought, 
I know it Sir, I know they durſt not do 
Theſe violent rude things, abule the State thus, 
But that they have a hope by his Ambitions—— 
Duke. No more: He's (ent for? 
Bor. Yes, and will behere ſure. 
Duke. Let me talk further with you anon. 
Bor. I'll wait, Sir. | 
Duke. Did you ſpeak to the Ladies? 
Bor. They'll attend your Grace preſently. 
Duke. How do you like em? 
Bor. My Eyes are too dull Judges. . 
They wait here, Sir. : [ Exit. 
Euter Honora, and Viola. EK 
Duke. Be you gone then. Come in, Ladies, (ſhines, 
Welcome toth' Court ſweet Beauties; now the Court 
When ſuch true beams of Beauty ſtrike amongſt us: 
Welcome, welcome, ev'n as your own Joys welcome. 
How do you like the Court ? How ſeems it to you? 
lot not a Place created for all Sweetneſs? 
Why were you made ſuch Strangers to this Happineſs? 
Barr d the Delights this holds? The richeſt Jewels 
det ne'er ſo well, if then not worn to wonder, 
By judging Eyes not ſer off, loſe their Luſtre: 
Your Country Shades are faint ;' blaſters of Beauty: 
The Manners, like the Place, obſcure and heavy; 


he Roſe- buds of the Beauties turn to Cankers, 
4 Eaten 
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Eaten with inward Thoughts; while there ye wander. 
Here Ladies, here, you were not made for Cloiſters, 
Here is the Sphere you move in: Here ſhine nobly, 
And by your powerful Influence command all. 
What a ſweet Modeſty dwells round about em, 
And like a nipping Morn pulls in their Blofloms ? 

Hon. Your Grace {peaks cunningly z you do not this, 
I hope, Sir, to betray us; we are poor Triumphs; 
Nor can our loſs of Honour add to you, Sir: 
Great Men, and great Thoughts, {eek things great and 
Subjects to make em live, and not to loſe em; (worthy, 
Conqueſts ſo nobly won, can never 3 15 
We are two fimple Maids, untutor d here, Sir; 
Two honeſt Maids, is that a fan at Court, Sir? 
Our breeding is Obedience, but to good things, 
Io virtuous and to fair: What wou'd you win on us? 
Why do Lask that Queſtion, when I have found ye? 
Your Preamble has pour'd your Heart out to us; 
You would diſhonour us; which in your Tranſlation 
Here at the Court reads thus, your Grace wou'd love us, 
Mot dearly love us: Stick us up for Miſtreſſes: 
Moſt certain, there are thoufands of our Sex, Sir, 
That wou'd be glad of this, and handfome Women, 
And crowd into this favour, fair young W omen, 
Excellent Beauties, Sir: When ye haveenjoy'd*em, (then? 
And ſuckt thoſe Sweets they have, what Saints are theſe 
W hat worſhip have they wou? what Name? you gueſs, dir; N 
What Story added to their Time, a ſweet one? | 

Dufte. A brave ſpirited Wench. 

Hon. VI tell your Grace, 
And tell ye true: Ye are deceiv d in us two, 
Extremely cozen'd, Sir: And yet in my Eye 
You are the handſom'ſt Man I ever look'd on, 
The goodlieſt Gentleman; take that hope with ye; 
And were I fit to be your Wife (ſo much I honour ye) 
Truſt me I would ſcratch for ye but I wou'd have ye. 

I wou'd woo you then. 1 
Diate. She amazes me: But how am I deceiv'd? 

Hon. O we are too honeſt, t, 
Believe it, Sir, too honeſt, far too honeſt, 
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The way that you propound too i 
And there's no medling with us; for we are Fook too, 
Obſtinate, peeviſh Fools: If I wou'd be ill, 
And had a Wanton's itch, to kick my Heels up, 
I wou'd not leap into th" Sun, and do't there, 
That all the World might ſeeme: Anobſcure Shade, Sir, 
Dark as the Deed, there is no truſting Light wich it, 
Nor that that's lighter far, vain-glorious Greatneſs. 
Duke. You will love me as your Friend? 
Hon. | . honour — 
As your poor humble Handmaid ſerve, and pray for ye. 
uke, What ſays my little one; youare not Gobdtinaieb 
Lord how ſhe bluſhes: Here are truly 50 Souls. 
Come, you will be my Love? 
Vio. Good Sir be good to me, 
Indeed I'll do the beſt I can to pleaſe ye; 
do beſeech your Grace: Alas I fear ye. 
Duke. What ſhoud'ſt thou fer? 
Hon. Fie Sir, this is not noble. 
Dube. Why do I ſtand intreating, where - 
Hon. Y ou — no Pow r, at leaſt you ought to have none 
In bad and beaſtly — Are * 1 dye — 
Before ſhe ſuffer wr | 
Duke. Another Arc | 
Hon. His Child, Sir, 4 his Spirit. 
Duke. III deal with you then, | 
For here's the Honour to be won: Sit down, Sweet; 
Prithee Honora ſit. 
Hon. Now ye intreat, I will, Sir. 
Duke, I do, and will deſerve it. 
Hon. That's too much Kindneſs. 
Duke. Prithee look on me. 


Hun. Yes: I love to ſee ye, 


And cou'd look on an Age thus, and admire ye: 
While ye are good and temperate I dare duch ye, 
Kiſs your white Hand. 

Duke. Why not my Lips? 

Hon. I dare, Sir. ; 

Duke. I do not think ye dare. 4 

Hon. I am no Coward. | 
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Do you believe me now? or now? or now, Sir? 
| You make me bluſn: But ſure I mean no ill, Sir: 


It had been fitter you had kiſs d me. (me? Anc 
Duke. That Il do too. What haſt thou wrought into 4 
Hon. J hope all Goodneſs : 

While ye are thus, thus honeſt, I dare do any thing; At 

Thus hang about your Neck, and thus doat on ye; He 

Bleſs thoſe fair Lights: Hell take me if I durſt not I 


But good Sir pardon me. Siſter come hither, 
Come hither, fear not, Wench: Come hither, bluſh not, 
Come kiſs the Prince, the virtuous Prince, the good Prince: 
Certain he is excellent honeſt. 
Duke. Thou wilt make me 
Hon. Sit down, and hug him ſoftly. 
Duke. Fie, Honora, 
Wanton Honors; is this the Modeſty, 
The noble Chaſtity your Onſet ſhe'd me, 
At firſt Charge beaten back? We 
Hon. Thank ye: 
Upon my Knees I pray, Heav'n too may thank yez 
Ye have deceiv'd me cunningly, yer noblyʒ 
A Scene of greater Honour you ne'er acted : 
I knew Fame was a Liar, too long, and loud Tongu'd, 
And now I have found it. O my virtuous a 
Vio. My virtuous Maſter too. 
Hon. Now you are thus 
What ſhall become of me let Fortune caſt for't. 
Enter Alinda. © 
Duke. VIl be that Fortune, if 1 live, Honora, 
Thou haſt done a cure upon me, Counſel cou'd not. 
Alin. Here take your Ring, Sir, and whom ye mean te 
Give it to her next; I have paid for t dearly. — (ra 
Hon. A Ring to her? | 
Duke. Why frowns my fair Aland? D 
I have forgot both theſe again. Alin. Stand ſtill, Sir, 
Ye have that violent killing fire upon ye, 
Conſumes all Honour, Credit, Faith. Hon. How's this? | 
Alin. My Royal Miſtreſs favour towards me, 
Woe-worth ye, Sir, ye have poylon'c d, blaſted. 
Duke. I, Sweet? TY 
600 Alia 
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Alin. You have taken that unmanly liberty, 
Which in a worſe Man is vain-glorious feigning, 
And kill'd my Truth. | 

Duke, Upon my Life 'tis falſe, Wench: | 

Alin. ies, take heed, ye have a cunning Gameſter, 
A handſome, and a high; come ſtor'd with Antidotes, 
He has Infections elſe will fire your Bloods. 

Duke, Prithee Alinda hear me. 

Alin, Words ſteept in Honey, | 
That will ſo melt into your Minds, buy Chaſtity, 

A thouſand ways, a thouſand knots to tye ye; | 
And when he has bound ye his, a thouſand Ruins. 
A poor loſt Woman ye have made me. 2 
Duke. V1 maintain thee, and nobly too. 
Alin. That Gin's too weak to take me. 
Take heed, take heed, young Ladies: Still take heed, 
Take heed of Promiſes, take heed of Gifts, 
Of forced, feigned Sorrows, Sighs, take heed. 
Duke. By all that's mine, Alinda X 
Alin. Swear by your miſchiefs. 
O whither ſhall Fn e 

Duke. Go back again, 

I'll force her take thee, love thee, 

Alin. Fare ye well, Sir, 

I will not curſe ye; only this dwell with ye; Fg 
Whenever ye love, a falſe Belief light on ye. [ Exit. 
Hon. Well take our leaves too, Sir. 
Duke. Part all the World now, 
Since ſhe is gone. ; 

Hon. You are crooked yet, dear Maſter, 
And ftill I fear OO [Exenne. 
Duke. I am vext, and ſome ſhall find it. [Exit. 


SCENE-IV. 
Enter Archas, and a Servant... 
Arch, Tis ſtran | 1885 


To me to ſee the Court, and welcome. 11 WS 
O Royal Place, how have I lov'd and ſery'd thee? 


Who lies on this fide, know'ſt thou? | 
Vol. II. M m Ser. 
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Ser. The Lord Were” ; _ | 
Arch. Thou haſt nam'd a Gentleman 


I ſtand much. boung Co 
14 ſent dhe Casket, Sir? 
| . The ſame, Sir. 


40 An honeſf- minded Man a noble Courtier: 
The Duke made perfect Choice < Fel he took him. 
Go you home, I thall hit the way 
Without a Guide now. 

Ser. You may want ſomething, Sir. 

Arch. Only my Horſes, 
Which after 55 let the Groom wait WED: 
III have no more attendance here. 


Ser. Your will, Sir. | [ Exit 


Enter Theodore. 
6 You are well met here, Sir, 
- Arch. How now, Boy, 
How doſt thou? 
The. I ſhould ask 
' You that Queſtion: How do you, Sir? 
How do you feel your ſelf? 
Arch. Why well, and luſty. 

The. What do you here then ? 

Arch. Why Lam ſent for 
To Supper with the Duke. 

The. Have you no Meat at home? 

Or do you long to feed as hunted Deer do, 
In doubt and fear? 

Arch. 1 have an excellent Stomach, 
And can I uſe it better 
Than among my Friends, Boy? 

How do the Wenches? 

The. They do well enou h, Sir, 8 
They know Ke worſt by this time: Pray be rul'd, dir, 
Go home again, and if ye havc a Supper, | 
Eat it in quiet there: 'This 1s no Place tor ye, 
Eſpecially at this time, | 
Take my word fort. 

Arch. May be they'll drink TIT * 

I could have drunk my ſhare, Boy. 
Though I am old, I will not out. 
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The. I hope you will. 
Hark in your Ear: The Court's 
Too quick of hearing. 

Arch. Not mean me well? 
Thou art abus'd and cozen'd. 
Away, away. 

The. To that end, Sir, I tell ye. 
Away, if you love your ſelf. 

Arch. Who dare do theſe things, 
That ever heard of Honeſty ? 

The. Old Gentleman, 
Take a Fool's Counſel. 

Arch. *Tis a Fool's indeed; 
A very Fool's: Thou haſt more of 
Theſe flams.in thee, theſe muſty doubts: 
Is't fit the Duke ſend for me, | 
And honour me to eat within his Preſence, - 
And I, like a tall Fellow, play at bo-peep 
With his Pleaſure? 

The. Take heed * 
Of bo-peep with your Pate, your Pate, Sir, 
| ſpeak plain Language now. 

Arch. It 'twere not here, 
Where Reverence bids me hold, 
1 wou'd ſo ſwinge thee, thou rude, 
Unmanner'd Knave. Take from his Bounty, 
His Honour that he gives me, to _ | 
Sawcy, and ſullen fears? Ja 

. You are not mad ſure : 

By this fair Li ht, I ſpeak 
But what is whiſper'd, 
And whiſper'd for a Truth - 

Arch, A Dog: Drunken People, 
That in their Pot ſee Viſions, 
And turn States, Mad-men and Children: : 
Prithee do not follow me; 
I tell thee 1 am angry: 
= follow me. 

I am as ang 

As you ſor your Habe, 
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Ay andas wilful too: Go, like a Woodcock, 

And thruſt your Neck i'th' Nooſe. | 
Arch. I'll kill thee, 

And thou; ſpeak'ſt but three words more. 


— 


Do not follow me. [ Exit, 


The. A ſtrange old fooliſh Fellow: I ſhall hear yer, 


And if I do not my part, hils at me. | Exit. 


SCENE V. 
Enter two Servants, preparing a Banquet. 


1 Serv, Believe me, Fellow, herewill be luſty drinking. 
Many a waſht Pate in Wine I warrant thee. ({cience 
2 Ser, Tam glad the old General's come: Upon my Con- 
That joy will make half the Court drunk. Hark the 


'They are coming on; away. (Trumpets, 
1. Ser. We'll have a rowſe too. [ Exennt. 
Enter Duke, Archas, Burris, Boroskie, Attendants 
and Gentlemen. - 


Duke. Come ſcat your ſelves: Lord Archas ſit you there. 
Arch. Tis far above my Worth. 
Duke. I'll have it ſo: 
Are all things ready ? 
Bor. All T. Guards are ſct, 
The Court Gates are ſhut. 
Duke. Then do as I preſcrib'd ye. 
Be ſure no further. 
Bor. I ſhall well obſerve ye. (tlemen. 
Duke.Come bring ſome Wine; here'sto my Siſter, Gen- 
A Health, and Mirth to all. 
Arch. Pray fill it full, Sir. 
*Tis a high Health to Virtue: Here Lord Burris, 
A Maiden Health: You are moſt fit to pledge it, 
You have a Maiden Soul, and much I honour it. 
Paſſion o me, ye are ſad, Man. 
Duke. How now, Burris? 
'Go to, no more of this. 
Arch. Take the rowſe freely, 
"Twill warm your Blood, and make ye fit for jollity: 


Tour Grace's Pardon: When we get a Cup, Sir, We 


* 
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We old Men prate apace. 

Duke. Mirth makes a Banquet ; 
As you love me no more. 

ur. I thank your Grace. 

Give me it; Lord Boroskte. 

Bor. J have ill Brains, Sir. 

Bur. Damnable ill, I know it. 

Bor. But I'll pledge, Sir, 
This virtuous Health. 

Bur. The more unfit for thy Mouth. 


Enter tmo Servants with Cloaks. (nobly, - 


Duke. Come, bring out Robes, and let my Gueſts look 
Fit for my Love and Prefence. Begin downward. 
Off with your Cloaks, take new. | 

Arch. Your Grace deals truly, 
Like a munificent Prince, with your poor Subjects. 


Who wou'd not fight for you? What cold dull Coward _ 


Durſt ſeck to ſave his Life when you wou'd ask it? 
Begin a new Health in your new Adornments, 

The Duke's, the Royal Duke's: Ha! what have I got, 
Sir? ha! the Robe of Death? 


Duke, You have deſerv'd it. (me? 


Arch. The Liv'ry of the Grave? Do you ſtart all from 
Do! ſmell of Earth already? Sir, look on nie, 
And like a Man; is this your Entertainment? 

Do you bid your worthieſt Gueſts to bloody Banquets? 
Enter a Guard. 

A Guard upon me too? This is too foul play 

Boy to thy good, thine Honour; thou wretched Ruler, 

Thou Son of Fools and Flatterers, Heir of Hypocrites, 

Am I ſerv'd in a Hearſe, tñat ſav'd ye all? 

Are ye Men or Devils? Do ye gape upon me, 

Wider, and ſwallow all my Seryices? | 

Entomb them firſt, my Faith next, then my Integrity, 

And let theſe ſtruggle with your mangy Minds, 

Your ſear'd, and ſeal'd up Conſciences, till they burſt. 

Bor. Theſe words are Death. 


* Arch, No, thoſe Deeds that want Rewards, Sirrah, , © 


Thoſe Battels I have fought, thoſe horrid Dangers, 
Leaner than Death, and wilder than Deſtruction, 
M m 3 
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I have march'd upon, theſe honour'd Wounds, timesStory, 
The Blood I have loſt, the Vouth, the Sorrows ſuffer'd, 
Theſe are my Death, theſe that canne'erberecompenc'd, 


Theſe that ye fit a brooding on like Toads, | 
Sucking from my deſerts the Sweets and Savours, 
And render me no pay again but Poiſons, 
Bor. The proud vain Soldier thou haſt ſet=— 
Arch. Thou lieſt. 61's 0 5 
Now by my little time of Life lieſt baſely, 
Maliciouſly and loudly: How I ſcorn thee! 
If I had ſwell'd the Soldier, or intended 
An act in Perſon, leaning to Diſhonour, 
As ye wou' d fain have forc'd me, witneſs Heav'n, 
Where cleareſt underſtanding of all Truth is, 
(For theſe areſpightful Men, and know no Piety) 
When Olin came, grim Olin, when his Marches, 
His laſt Incurſions, made the City ſweat, 
Anddroye before him, as a Storm drives Hail, 


Such ſhow'rs of froſted Fears, ſhookall your Heart-ſtrings; 


Then, whenthe Volga trembled at his Terrour, 
And hid his ſeven curd Heads, afraid of bruiſing, 
By his arm'd Horſes Hoofs, had I been falſe then, 
Or blown a'treach'rous fre into the Soldier, 
Had but one ſpark of Villany liv'd within me, 
e' ad had ſome ſhadow for this black about me. 
Where was your Soldierſhip? Why went not you out? 
And all your right honourable Valour with ye? 

Why met ye not the Tartar, and defy'd him? 
Drew your dead- doing Sword, and buckl'd with him? 
Shot through his Squadrons like a fiery Meteor? 
And as we ſee a dreadful clap of Thunder 

Rend the ſtiff hearted Oaks, and toſs their Roots up: 


W hy did not you ſo charge him? You were ſick then, 


You that dare taint my. Credit ſlipt to Bed then, 
Stewingand fainting with the Fears ye had, 

A W horeſon ſhaking fit oppreſt your Lordſhip. 

Fluſh Coward, Knave, and all the World hiſs at thee. 


Dufte. Exceed not my Command. Krit. 


Por. I ſhall obſerve it. 


Arch, Are you gone too? Come, weep not, n 11 4 
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Good loving Lord, no more Tears: Tis not his Malice, 
This Fellow's Malice, nor the Duke's Diſpleaſure, 

By bold bad Men crowded into his Nature, 

Can ſtartle me. Fortune ne' er raz'd this Fort yet. 

I am the ſame, the ſame Man, Living, Dying; 

The ſame Mind to em both, I poize thus equal; 

Only the Jugling way that toll'd me to it, 

The Judas way, to kiſs me, bid me welcome, 

And cut my Throat, a little ſticks upon m. 
Fare wel, commend me to his Grace, and tell him, 
The World is full of Servants, he may have many: 

And ſome I with him honeſt: He's undone cl(c: 

But ſuch another doating Archas never, 1 75 

So try'd and touch'd a Faith: Farewel for ever. 

Bur. Be ſtrong my Lord: Vou muſt not go thus lightly. 

Arch. Now what's to do? What ſays the Law unto me? 
Give me my great Offence that ſpeaks me Guilty. 

Bor. Laying aſide a thouſand petty matters, ö 
AsScorns, and Inſolencies both from your ſelf and Follow re, 
Which you put firſt fire to, and theſe are deadly 
come to one main Cauſe, Which though it carries | 
A ſtrangeneſs in the Circumſtance, it carries Death too, 
Not tobe pardon d neither. Ye have done a Sacrilege 

Arch. High Heav'n defend me Man: How, how Borosie? 

Bor. Le have took from the Temple thoſe vow'd Arms, 
The holy Ornament you hung up there, * 

No abſolution of your Vow, no Order 2 
From holy Church to give em back unto you, 
After they were purified from War, and'reited' 
From Blood, made clean by Ceremony: From the Altar 
You ſnatch'd em up again, again ye wore em, 
Again you ftain'd*em, ine your Vow, the Church too, 
And rob'd it of that right was none of yours, Sir, | 
For which the Law requires your Head, ye know it. 

Arch. Thoſe Arms I fought in laſt? 6 1 

Bor. The ſame. * | SF 68" 

Arch. God-a-mercy, | 8 


A, 
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Thou haſt hunted out a notable cauſe to kill me: 
Aſubtle one: I die, for ſaving all you; | 


Ggod Sir, remember, if you can, the neceſſity, -. * 
Mm 4 The 
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The ſuddenneſs of time, the State all ſtood in; 
I was entreated to, kneel'd to, and pray'd to, 
The Duke himſelf, the Princes, all the Nobles, 
The cries of Infants, Bed-rid Fathers, Virgins; 
Prethee find out a better Cauſe, a handſomer, 
This will undo thee too; People will fpit at thee, 
The Devil himſelf would be aſham'd of this Cauſe; 
Becauſe my haſte made me forget the Ceremony, 
The preſent Danger 9 where, muſt my Life ſatisfie? 

Bor. It muſt, and ſhall. 

Arch. O baſe ungrateful People, 
Have ye no other Swords to cut my Throat with 
But mine own Nobleneſs? I confeſs, I took em, 
The Vow not yet abſoly'd I hung em up with: 
Wore 'em, f ought in em, gilded *em again 
In the fierce Tartars Bloods; for you I took em, 
For your peculiar Safety, Lord, for all, 
I wore 'em for my Country's health, that groan'd then: 
Took from the Temple, to preſerve the Temple; 
That holy Place, and all the ſacred Monuments, 
The reverend Shrines of Saints, ador'd and honour'd, 
Had been conſum'd to Aſhes, their own Sacrifice; 
Had I been lack, or ſtaid that Abſolution, - 
No Prieſt hadliv'd to give it. My own Honour, 
Cure of my Country, murder me? 

Bor. No, no, Sir, | 
I ſhall force that from ye, will make this Cauſe light too. 
Away with him: I ſhall pluck down that Heart, Sir. 
' Arch. Break it thou may'ſt; but if it bend for Pity, 
Doggs and Kites eat it. Come, I am Honour's Martyr. Ex. 


SCENE VI. 

| : Enter Duke, and Burris. 

Duke. Exceed my Warrant? 

Bur. You know he loves him not. 

Duke. He dares as well eat Death, as do it, eat Wild- fire. 
Through a few Fears I mean to try his Goodneſs, 
That I may find him fit to wear here, Burris, 

I know Boroskie hates him, to Death hates him, 


I know he's a Serpent too, a ſwoln one, Nene 
| uc 
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But J have pull'd his Sting out. W hat Noiſe is that? 
The. within, Down with 'em, down with 'em, down 
Sol. within. Stand, ſtand, ſtand. (with the Gates. 
Putſ. within. Fire the Palace before ye. 

Bur. Upon my Life the Soldier, Sir, the Soldier, 

A miſerable time is come. 

Enter Gentlemen, 

Gent. Oh fave him, 

Upon my Knees, my Heart's Knees, ſave Lord Archas 

Weare undone elle, 

Duke. Dares he touch his Body ? 

Gent. He racks him fearfully, moſt fearfully. 

Duke. Away Burris, 

Take Men, and take him from him, clap him up, 

And if I live, II find a ſtrange Death for him. | Ex. Fur. 

Are the Soldiers broke in? 

Gent. By this time ſure they are, Sir, 

They beat the Gates extreamly, beat the People. | 
Duke. Get me a Guard about me; wake ſure the Lodg- 

And ſpeak the Soldiers fair, (ings, 
Gent. Pray Hcav'n that rake, Sir. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Putskie, Ancient, and Soldiers, with Torchec: 
Putſ. Give us the General, we'll fire the Court elſe, 

Render him ſafe and well. 

Anc, Do not fire the Cellar, 7 Weather, 
There's excellent Wine in't, Captain, and thoughi it becold 
I do not love it mull'd; bring out the General, 

We'll light ye ſuch a Bone- fire elſe: Where are ye? 

Speak, or we'll toſs your Turrets ; peep out: of yourFlives, 

We'll ſmoke ye elſe: Is not that a Nole there? 

Put out that Noſe again, and if thou dar'ſt 

But blow it before us: Now he creeps out on's Burroughs 

Enter Gentleman. 

| Purſ. Give us the General. 

Gent. Yes, Gentlemen; or any thing ye can deſire. 

Anc. You Musk-cat, 

Cordevant-skin, we will not take your Anſwer. hither. 
Putſ. Where is the Duke? Speak ſuddenly, and ſend him © 
Anc. Or we'll fo fry your Puttocks. | 
Gent. Good fweet Gentlemen 


An. 
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Anc. We are neither good nor ſweet, we are Soldiers, 
- And you Miſcreants that abuſe the General. 

Give fire my Boys, tis a dark Evening, 

Let's light em to their Lod gings. 

Enter Olympia, Honora, Viola, Theodore, and Women, 
Hon. Good Brother be not fierce, _ 
The. I will not hurt her; fear not, ſweet Lady. 
Ohm. Nay, do what you pleaſe, Sir, 
I have a Sorrow that exceeds all yours, 
And more contemns all Danger 
Enter Duke, above. 
The. Where is the Duke? 2 
Duke. He's here; what wou'd ye Soldiers? Wherefore 

Like mutinous Mad-men thus? —_ (troop ye 
The. Give me my Father. EE yl F 
Putſ. Anc. Give us our General. 

The. Set him here before us. 

Ye ſee the pledge we have got; ye ſee the Torches; 

All ſhall to Aſhes, as I live, immediately, 

A thouſand Lives for one. 
Duke. But hear me? Wee 
Putſ. No, we come not to Diſpute. 

Enter Archas, and Burris. 

The. By Heav'n I (wear he's rackt and whipt. 
Hon. Oh my poor Father! 
Putſ. Burn, kill and burn, 

. Arch; Hold, hold, I ſay: Hold Soldiers, 

On your Allegiance hold. | 

The. WW = mutt not. 
Arch. Hold: | 2870 

Iſwe:rby Heav'n he is a barbarous Traitor ſtirs firſt, 

A Villann, and a Stranger to Obedience, 

Never my Soldier more, nor Friend to Honour. 

Why did you uſe your old Man thus? Thus cruelly 

Torture his poor weak Body? I ever Jov'd ye. 

Dufte. Forget me in theſe wrongs, moſt noble Arc bas. 

Arch. I have Balm enough for all my hurts: Weep 10 

A ſatisfaction for a thouſand Sorrows. (more, Sin, 

I do believe you innocent, a good Man, : 

And Heay'n forgive that naughty thing that wrong Wh 
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Why look ye wild, my Friends? Why ſtare ye on me N 


charge ye, as ye are Men, my Men, my Lovers, 
As ye are honeſt faithful Men, fair Soldiers, | 
Let down your Anger: Is not this our Soveraign? 
The head of Mercy, and of Law ? Who dares then, 
But Rebels, ſcorning Law, appear thus violent? 
ls this a place for Swords? For threatning Fires? 
The Rev'rence of this Houſe dares any touch, 
But with obedient, Knees, and pious Duties? 
Are we not all his Subjects? All ſworn to him? 
Has not he pow'rto puniſh our Offences? -- .' 
And do we not daily fall into them? Aſſure your ſelves - 
did offend, and highly, grievouſſy, FI 
This good, ſweet Prince I offended, my Life forfeired, 
Which yet his Mercy, and his old Love met with, | 
And only let me feel his light Rod this way: 
Yeare to thank him for your General, - 7 
Pray for his Life and Fortune; ſwear your Bloods for him. 
Ve are Offenders too, daily Offenders, | 
Proud Inſolencies dwell in your Hearts, and ye do em, 
Do 'em againſt his Peace, his Law, his Perlen; 
Ye ſee he only Sorrows for your Sins, 
And where his Pow'r might perſecute, forgives ye: 
For ſhame put up your Swords, for Honeſty, 
For Orders fake, and whole ye are, my Soldiers 
Be not ſo rule. 25 J * 3. 
The. They have drawn Blood from you, Sir. 
Arch. That was the Blood rebell'd, the naughty Blood, 
The proud provoking Blood; tis well 'tis out, Boy; 
Give you Example firſt, draw our, and orderly.” | 
Hun. Good Brother, do. "HIM | x 
Arch. Honeſt and high Example, 
As thou wilt have my Blefling follow thee, 
Inherit all mine Honours : Thank ye Theodore, 
Mv worthy Son. | ö 
The. If harm come, thank your ſelf, Sir, 
I muſt obey ye. | ; | 
Arch. Captain, you know the way now: 
Agood Man, and a Valiant, you were ever, 
Iclin'd to honeſt things; I thank ye, Captain. ng 
nn | 9 ol- 
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Soldiers, I thank ye all: And love me ſtill, 
But do not love me ſo you loſe Allegiance, 
Love that above your Lives: Once more thank ye. 

Dufte. Bring him to Reſt, and let our Cares wait on him; 
Thou excellent old Man, thou top of Honour, 
Where Juſtice and Obedience only build, ; 
Thou ſtock of Virtue, how am I bound to love thee ! 
In all thy noble ways to follow thee! 

Bur. Remember him that vext him, Sir. 

Duke. Remember ? | 
W hen I forget that Villain, and to pay him 
For all his Miſchiefs, may all good Thoughts forget me. 

Arch. I am very ſore. 

Duke. Bring him to Bed with eaſe, Gentlemen, 
For every Stripe I'll dropa Tear to waſh em, 
And in my fad Repentance = | 

Arch. Tis too much, 
L have a Life yet left to gain that Love, Sir. [ Exemt. 


- 


A480 rw. SN E I. 


Enter Duke, Burris, and Gentlemen. 
Duke. OW does Lord Archas? 
: Bur. But weak, and't pleaſe ye; 
Yet all the helps that Art can, are applied to him; 
His Heart's untouchr, and whole yet; and no doubt, Sir, 


2 His Mind being ſound, his Body ſoon will follow. (too; 


A loaden one: 


Duke. O that baſe Knave that wrong'd him, without leave 
But I ſhall find an hour to give him Thanks for't; 
He's faſt, I hope, 

Bur. As faſt as Irons can keep him: 

Bur the moſt fearful Wretch 

Duke. He has a Conſcience, 

A cruel gg 00s I warrant him, 
ut what news of the Soldier? 
I did not like their parting, *twas too ſullen. 
Bur. That they keep ſtill, and I fear a worſe Clap; 
They are drawn out of the Town, and ſtand in Counſels, 
Hatching unquiet Thoughts, and cruel Purpoſes: 
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| went my ſelf unto em, talkt with the Captains, 
Whoml found fraught with nothing but loud Murmurs, 
And deſperate Curſes, ſounding theſe Words often, 
Like Trumpets to their Angers. We are ruin'd, 
Our Services turn'd to Diſgraces, Miſchiefs; ; 
Our brave old General, like one had pilfer'd, | 
Tortur'd, and whipt: The Colonel's Eyes, like Torches, þ 
Blaze every where, and fright fair Peace. | 
Gent, Yet worle, Sir; 
The News is currant now, they mean to leave ye, 
Leave their Allegiance; and under Olin's Charge, 
The Bloody Enemy, march ſtraight againſt ye. 
Bur. I have heard this too, Sir. 
Duke. This muſt be prevented, 
And ſuddenly, and warily. 
Bur. Tis time, Sir, 
But what to miniſter, or how? 
n Duke. Go in with me, 
And there we'll think upon't: Such Blows as theſe 
Equal Defences ask, elſe they diſpleaſe. Exeum. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Peteſca, and Gentlewoman. 12 
Pet. Lord, what a coil has here been with theſe Sol- 
They are cruel Fellows. (diers! 
Mom. And yet methought we found em * | 
Handſome enough; I'll tell thee true, Peteſca, „ 
I lookt for other manner of dealings from em. 
And had prepar'd my ſelf: But where's my Lady? _. 
Fer, In her old Dumps within: Monſtrous melancholy; 
Sure ſhe was mad of this Wench. | 
Vom. And ſhe had been a Man, - (is ſhifred.- + 
She wou'd have beena great deal madder, I am glad ſhe 
Pet. *T'was a wicked thing for me to betray her, 
And yet I muſt confeſs ſhe food in our Lights. 1 
Enter Alinda. 
What young thing's this? _ 
Alin. Good Morrow beauteous Gentlewomen: 
Pray ye is the Princeſs ftirring yet? | 
Wom. He has her Face. Fer. 


— - -. — 
— —— — — — RO —_——_— 


re rt con ͤ —ſ 


1006 2 100 Subjeff. 


Per. Her very Tongue, and Tone too: Her Vouthu 
Alliu. 1 gueſs ye to be the Princeſs Women. (aim 
Pet. Ves, we are, Sir. (Grace, 
Alin. Pray is there not a Gentle woman waiting on her 
Ve call Alinda? 
Pet. The Devil ſure in her Shape. 
Mom. I have heard her tell my Lady of a Brother, 
An only Brother that ſhe had: In Travel — 
Pet. Maſs, | remember that: This may be he too: 
I would this thing wou'd ſerve her. 
Enter Olympia. 
Wom. So would I Wench, 
We thou'd love him better ſure. Sir, here s the Princths, 
She beſt can ſatisfie ye. 
Aliu. How I love chat Preſence! 
O bleſſed Eyes, how nobly ſhine yourComfarts! 
Ohm. What Gentleman is that? 


Wom. We know not, Madam: 
He ask'd us for your Grace: And as we gueſs it, 
He is Alinda's Brother. 
Olym. Ha! Let me mark bim; 
My Grief has almoſt blinded me: Her Brother? 
By Lem, he has all her ſweetneſs upon him: 
Two {ſilver drops of Dew were never Hiker. 
Alin. Gracious Lady 
* — — pleaſant * he has too. . 
| Alin. Being my Happineſs to this way, 
And 2 [underſtand b i pri 
ASiſterin your virtuous Service, Madam 
Ohm. O now my Heart, 2 akes. 
Ain. All the —— 
My poo poor Youth has, all that my hopes have built me, 
.1thought it my firſt Duty, my beſt Service, 
Here 4 arrive furt, humbly to thank your Grace 


For my poor Siſter, humbly to thank your Nobleneſs, 


That bounteous Goodneſs in ye. 
Ohm. Tis he certainly. (dam, 
Alin. That ſpring of favour to hers with my Life, Ma- 


If any ſuch moſt happy means mi meer me, 
E To ſhew my Th en 2 Mr WM 


Oha. 


| The Loyal Subjeff. 1007 
Ohym. What have 1 done, Fool! ff 
Ain. She came a Stranger to your Grace, no Courtier; 

Nor of that curious Breed befits vour Service, 
Vet one, I dare aſſure my Soul, that lov'd ye 
Before ſhe ſaw ye; doted on your Virtues ; 
Before the knew thoſe fair Eyes, long'd to read em, 
You only had her Prayers, you her Wiſhes; - 
And that one hope to be yours once, preſery'd her. 
Olym. I have done wickedly. 
Alin. A little Beauty, | ; 
Such as a Cottage breeds, ſhe 1 18 along with her; 
And yet our Country- eyes efteem'd it much too: == 
But for her beauteous Mind, forget, great Lady, 
I am her Brother, and let me ſpeak a Stranger, 
Since ſhe was able to beget a Thought, twas honeſt. 
The daily ſtudy how to fit your Services, 
Truly to tread that virtuous Path you walk in, 
So fir'd her honeſt Soul, we thought her Sainted; 

I preſume ſhe is ſtill the ſame: I wou'd fain ſee her, 
For, Madam, tis no little Love I owe her. 
Ohm. Sir, ſuch a Maid there was, I had 

Alin. There was, Madam? 


Ohm. O my poor Wench: Eyes, Iwill ever curſe ye 


For your Credulity, Alinda. 
Alin. That's her Name, Madam. 
Ohm. Give me a little leave, Sir, to lament her. 
Alin. Is ſhe dead, Lady? | | 
Olym. Dead, Sir, to my Service. 

She 1s gone, pray ye ask no further. ; 
Ain. J obey, Madam: WE 

Gone? Now muſt Tlament too: Said ye gone, Madam? 
Olym. Gone, gone for ever. _ 7 
Alin. That's a cruel faying: 

Her Honour too? 
Olym. Prithee look angry on me, 

And if thou ever lov dſt her, — upon me; 

Do ſomething like a Brother, like a Friend, 

And do not only fay thou loy'ſt her 

Alin. Ye amaze me. | 

Olym. 1 ruin'd her, I wrong'd her, I abus'd her; 


* 
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Poor innocent Soul, I flung her; ſweet Alind asg 
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Thou virtuous Maid. My Soul now calls thee Virtuous' ff 
Why do ye not rail now at me? 

Alin. For what, Lady? | 

Ohm. Call me baſe treach'rous Woman. 

Alin. Heav'n defend me. 

Ohm. Raſhly I thought her falſe, and put her from me, 


| Raſhly, and madly I betray'd her Modeſty, 


Put her to wander, Heav'n knows where: Nay, more Sir, 


Stuck a black Brand upon her. 


Alin. Twas not well, Lady, 
Ohm. Twas damnable : She loving me ſo dearly, 
Never poor Wench lov'd ſo: Sir, believe 
*T was the moſt duteous Wench, the beſt Companion, 
When 1 was pleas d, the happieſt, and the gladdeſt, 
The modeſteſt ſweet Nature dwelt within her: 
I ſaw all this, I knew all this, I lov'd it, 
I doated on it too, and yet I killd it: 
O what have I forſaken? What have I loſt? 
Alin. Madam, I'll take my leave, ſince ſhe is wandring, 
*Tis fit I know no reſt. | „ 
Ohm. Will you go too, Sir? 
I have not wrong' d you yet, if you dare truſt me, 
For yet I love Alinda there, I honour her, 
T love to look upon thoſe Eyes that ſpeak her, 
To read the Face again, (Modeſty keep me,) 
Alinda, in that Shape. But why ſhou'd you truſt me, 
*T 'was I betray'd your Siſter, I undid her; 
And, believe me, gentle Youth, tis I weep for her: 
Appoint what Penance you pleaſe : But ſtay then, 
And ſee me performit: Ask what Honour this Place 
I able to heap on ye, or what Wealth: 
In following me will like ye, my care of ye, 
Which for your Siſter's ſake, for your own Goodneſs — 
Alin. Not all the Honour Earth has, now ſhe's gone, Lady, 


Mot all the Favour; yet if I ſought Prefermeat, 


Under your bounteous Grace I wou'd only take it. 


«is „ 
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Peace reſt upon ye: One ſad Tear every Day, FTP = 
For poor Alinda's ſake, tis fir ye pay. Exit. 
Olym. A thouſand, noble Youth, and when I ſleep, 

Even in my ſilver Slumbers {till T1L weep. 
" "SCENE 
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SCENE 1. 


199 Enter Duke, and Gentlemen. 


Puke. Have ye been with em? 

Gent. Yes, and't pleaſe your Grace, 
But no Perſuaſion ſerves em, nor no Promiſe, 
They are fearful angry, and by this time, Sir, 
Upon their March to the Enemy. 

Duke. They mult be ſtopt. i 

Enter Burris. 7 

Gent, Ay, but what force is able? And what Leader 7; 

Duke. How now, have you been with Arc hass 

Bur. Ves, and't pleaſe ye, 9 
And told him all: He ew like a chaf d Lion, 5 '' - 
And calls for his Arms, and all thoſe honeſt Courtiers + 2 
That dare draw Swords. . 4 

Duke. Is he able to do any thing? o 

Bur. His Mind is well enough q and where bis Charge is, 
Let him be ne'er ſo ſore, tis a full Army. 

Duke. Who commands the Rebels? t 
Bur. The young Colonel, . 
That makes the old Map * mad. He — 8 
He will not ſpare his Son's Head for the nes * 
Duke, Is the Court in Arms? | * 

Bur. As faſt. as they can buſtle, | 
Every Man mad to go now: Inſpir d EA | | 
As if they were to force the Enemy: 4 
I beſecch your Grace to give me leave. $ 

Duke. Pray go Sir, * 

And look to the old Man well; take up all fairly, © 
And let no Blood be ſpilt; take general Pardons, 

And quench this fury with fair Peace. 

Zur. I ſhall Sir, | 
Or ſeal it with my Service; they are Villains: F 
The Court is up: Good Sir, go ſtrengthen em 
Your Royal Sight will make em ſcorn all Dangers; 
The General needs no Proof. BIG Mi 
Duke. Come let's go view 'em. [Exeumty 


of .< 
b 1 


Vol. II. Na SCN 


* | = FP a a 
* v 
\ = 
414900 
. ou 


7 


Sir, 


101 - The Loyal Subjel, = 
| SCENE...” 
Enter Theodore, Putskie, Ancient, Soldiers, Drums, 
and Colours. 
The.” Tis known we are up, and marching; noSubmiſſidn, ä 
No promiſe of baſe Peace can cure our Maladies, 


We have ſuffer'd beyond all repair of Honour: 
Vour valiant old Man's whipt; whipt, Gentlemen, 


Whipt like a Slave: That Fleſh that never trembled, 1 
Nor ſhrunk one Sine w at a thouſand Charges, It 
That noble Body rib'd in Arms, the Enemy ' 5 


So often ſhook at, and then ſhun'd like Thunder, 
That Bofly's torn with laſhes. f Soy. 
| | Anc. Let's turn Head. 3 
Purſ. Turn nothing Gentlemen, let's march on fairly, 
| Unleſs they charge us. | | 
The. Think ſtill of his Abuſes, and keep your Angers. 
Anc. He was whiprt like a Top, | 
I never ſaw a Whore ſo lac'd: Court School-butter ? 
Is this their Diet? Plldreſs'em one running Banquet: 
What Oracle can alter us? Did not We fee him? 
See him we lov'd ? ur 
The. And though we did obey him, . 
Fore d by his Reverence for that time; is't fir, Gentlemen, 
My noble Friends, is't fit we Men, and Soldiers, 
Live to endure this, and look on too? | | 7 
1 \ Putſ. Forward: They may call back the Sun as ſoon. ſtay 
= Preſcribe a Law to Death, as we endure this. (Time, 
= The. They will make ye all fair Promiſes. 
1 Ane. We care not. n 
= The. Uſe all their Arts upon ye. 
| Ac. Hang all their Arts. 
| 
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Purſ. And happily they'll bring him with em. 
Auc. March apace then, he is old and cannot overtake 
| ePrrf. Say he do. | (us. 
| Anc.We'llrun away with him: They ſhall never ſee him 
4 The truth is, we'll hear nothing, ſtop at nothing, (more: 
f | Conſider nothing but our way; believe nothing, ( thing, 
Not though they ſay their Prayers: Be content with no- 
| But the knocking ou their Brains: And laſt, do nothing 

But ban em and curſe em, till we come to kill em. 


AY ” 
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The. Remove then forwards bravely.; kcep your Minds 
And the next time we face em, ſhall be fatal. (whole, 


186 N Exeunt . 
Enter Archas, Duke, Burris, Gentlemen, and Soldiers. 
Arch.Peace to your Grace; take reſt Sir they are beforeus. 
Gent. They are Sir, and upon the March. [Exit Duke. 
Arch. Lord Burris, | (vantage, 
Take you thoſe Horſe and coaſt em: Upon the firſt ad- 
If they will not ſlack their March, Charge em up roundly, 
By that time Pll come in. 3 * | 
Bur. lll do it truly. [Extt. 
Gent. How do you feel your ſelf, Sir? * | 
. Arch. Well, I thank ye; | - Tay 
A little weak, but Anger ſha'l ſupply that; 
You will all ſtand bravely to it? : . > 
All. While we have — Sin (Geo, 
Arch. Ve ſpeak like Gentlemen: I'l make the Knaves 
The proudeſt, and the ſtrongeft hearted Rebel, 
They havgaLaw to live in, and they ſhall have; 

Beat up apace, by this time he isupon'em, ¶ Drum within, 
AndS word, but hold me now, thou ſhalt play ever. Exeunt. 
Enter Drums beating, Theodore, Putskic, Aucieur, 

- and their Soldier. 
The. Stand, ſtand, ſtand cloſe, and ſure; 
Euter Burris, and one or two Soldiers. 
The Horſe: will charge u. 
Anc. Let em come on, we have Provender fit for em. 
Pu: Here comes Lord Burris, Sir, I think to Parly. 
The, You are welcome, noble Sir, I hope to our part. 
Bur. No, valiant Colonel, I am come to chide ye, 
To pity ye; to kill ye, if theſe fail ine; | = 
Fie, what Diſhonour ſeek ye! What black Infamy ! "Nj 
Why do ye draw out thus? Draw all Shame with ye? 
Are theſe fit Cares in Subjects? I command ye | 
Lay down your Arms again, move in that Peace, 
That fair Obedience you were bred in. 
Purſ. Charge us: We conie not here to Argue. 
The. Charge up bravel yy 
And hotly too, we have hot Spleens to meet ye, 
Hot as the Shames are offer d us. ——— ee 
Nn z | Euter 
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Enter Archas, Gentlemen and Soldiers. 
Bur. Look behind ye. We 
Do you ſee that old Man? do you know him, Soldiers? 
Purſ. Your Father, Sir, believe me — 
Bur. You know his Marches, 
You have ſcen his Executions : Is it yet Peace? 
The, We'll dye here firſt. 
Bur. Farewel : You'll hear on's preſently, 
Arch. Stay Burris : This is too poor, too beggarly a Body 
To bear the Honour of a Charge from me, 
A ſort of tatter'd Rebels; go provide Gallowſes z 
Ye are troubled with hot Heads, Ill cool ye preſently : 
Theſe look like Men that were my Soldiers 
Now I behold 'em nearly, and more narrowly, 
My honeſt Friends: Where got they theſe fair Figures? 
Where did thy ſteal theſe Shapes? | 
Bur. They are ſtruck already. 22 
Arch. Do youſce chat Fellow there, that goodly Rebel? 
He looks as like a Captain I lov'd' tenderly: 
A Fellow of a Faith indeed. Buy. He has ſham'd him. 
Arch. And that that bears the Colours there, moſt certain 
So like an Ancient of mine own, a brave Fellow, 
A loving and obedient, that believe me, Burris, 
I am amazd and troubled: And were it not 
I know the general goodneſs of my People, 
The Duty, and the Truth, the ſtedfaſt Honeſty, 
And am aſſur'd they would as ſoon turn Devils 
As Rebels to Allegiance, for mine Honour. 
Bur. Here needs no Wars. Putſ. ! forgive us, Sir. 
Anc. Good General forgive us, or uſe your Sword, 
Your Words are double Death. All. Good noble General. 
Bur. Pray, Sir, be merciful. | | 
Arch. Weep out your Shames firſt, 
Ye make me Fool for Company: Fie Soldiers, 
My Soldiers too, and play theſe Tricks? What's he there? 
Sure I have ſeen his Face too; yes, moſt certain 
J have a Son, but I hope he is not here now, 
Wou'd much, reſemble this Man, wondrous near him, 
Juſt of his height and making tooz you ſeem a Leader. 
The. Good Sir, do not ſhame me more: I know your 
And leſs than Death I look not for. ( Ange, 
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Arch.You ſhall be my Char Age St it ſeems you want Cy 

When you would make your Friends your Enemies. 

A running Blood ye have, but I ſhall cure je. 
Bur. Good Sir 
Anc. No more, good Lord: Beat forward Soldiers: 

And you, march in the Rear, you have loſt your Places. 

[ Exeunt, 
SCENE vi. W. 

Enter, Dake, Olympia, Honora, and Viola. | 
Duke. You ſhall not be thus ſullen git with me, Siſter, 2 

You do the moſt unnobly to' be an angry; "8 _ 

For as I have a Soul I never touch'd her, 

I never yet knew one unchaſt Thought in herg 

I muſt confeſs, I lov'd her; as who would not? | | 

I muſt confeſs I doated on her firangely, Wc. £0 

I offer'd all, yet. ſo ftrong was her Honour, "(© YEE 

So fortify'd as fair, ** could reach her, * 

And while the World beheld this, and confirm'd ity 5 

Why would you be ſoi Ohm. Good Sir, pardon me, 

I feel fulciently my Folly's Penance, 5 

And am aſham'd, that Shame à thouſand Sorrows 

Feed on continually'; wou'd T had never ſeen her, 

Or with a clearer Judgment look d N Ch her: 

She was too good for me, ſo Heav'nly good, Sir, 

Nothing but Heav'n can love that Soul Rn, | 

Where I ſhall ſee her once again. . 
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Enter Burris. | 
. Duke. No more Tears, 
If ſhe be within the Dukedom, we'll recover ber: 1 
. Welcome Lord Burris, fair News I hope. KW 


Bur. Moſt fair, Sir, 
Without one drop of Blood theſe Wars are ended, 
The Soldier — again, indeed aſham'd, Sir, | 
2 And all his Anger ended. Dute. Where 5 Lord Ae 
Bur. Not far off, Sir; with him his valiant Son, 
Head of this Fire, but now a Priſoner, 
And if by your ſweet Mercy not prevented, 7 
I fear ſome fatal ſtroke: Drums.” 
r Enter Archas, Theodore, Gentlemen, and Soldiers. 
Duke, I hear the Drums beat, | 
Welcome, 


nenn 


| Welcome, my worthy Friend, - | " 58 
"Arch. Stand where ye are, Sir, as 9 
Even as you love your Country, move not forward, C 
Nor plead for Peace till I have done a Juſtice, 
A Juſtice on this Villain, none of mine now, 
A Juſtice on this Rebel. Hon. O my Brother- 
Arch. This fatal Firebrand | 
"Duke. Forget not, old Man, 
He is thy Son, of thine own Blood. Arch. In theſe Veins 
E No Treachery &er harbour'd yet, no Mutiny, + 
= I ne'er gave 12 to lewd and headſtrong Rebels. 
Due. is his firſt Fault. Arch. Not of thouſand, Sir; 
Or werc it ſo, it is a Fault ſo mighty, 
| So ſtrong againſt the nature of all Mercy, 4 
= _ His Mother, were ſhe living, wou'd not weep for hi 
ile dare not ſay he you'd live. The. I muſt nor, Sir, 
While you ſay tis not fit: Your Grace's Mercy, 
Not to my Life apply'd; but to my Fault, Sir; 
PTbe World's forgiveneſs next; 7 on my Bens, * Sir, 
1 1 humbly hes 3 
Do not take from me yet the Name of Father; 
trike me a thouſand Blows; but Tet me die yours. 
Arch. He moves my Heart: Imuſt be ſudden with him, 
I ſhallgrow faint ele in mi Execution, (bravely. 
Come, come Sir, you have ſeen Death; now meet him 
Duke. Hold, hold ! fay, a little bold; conſider | 
Thou haſt no more Sons, Archar; to inherit thee. 
Arch, Yes, Sir, I have another, and a Nobler: 
No Treaſon ſhall inherit me: Young Are bas, 
A Boy, as ſweet as aun; my Brother breeds him, 
My noble Brother Briskie breeds him nobly, 
Fim let your Favour find: Give him your Honour. 
= Enter Putskie (alias Briskie) and Alinda, (alias Archas.) 
Put. Chou haſt no Child ett, Archas,nene to inherit thee, 
If thou ſtrikꝰ'ſt that ſtroke now. Behold young Archas; 
Behold thy Brother here, thou bloody Brother, 
As bloody to this Sacrifice as thou art. (chas, . 
Heave up thy Sword, and mine's heav'd. up: Strike, 155 
And I'll rike too as ſudden!y, as deadly: | 
Have ey. and rl have Mercy: The bene gives it. 
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Look upon all theſe, how they wee p it from thee, 
Chuſe quickly, and begin. Due. On your Obedience, 
On your Allegiance is him. 

Arch. Take him to ye, _ [ooldiers ſpour,. 
And Sirrah, be an honeſt Man, ye have reaſon?? 

1 thank ye, worthy Brother: e Child, 
Mine own ſweet Child. 97 

Duke. Why was this Boy conceal'd thus? 

Putſ. Your Grace's Pardon. 
Fearing the Vow you made againſt my Brother, 1 7 
And that your Anger wou'd not only light 3 
On him, bur find out all his Family, 9 % 
This young Boy, to preferve from after Danger, 1 
Like a young Wench, hither I brought; my ſelf 
In the habit of an ordinary Captain 
Diſguis d, got Entertainment, and ſcry'd here, 
Thi Imi * ſtill be ready to all Fortunes: | 
That 8 your Grace took, nobly entertain d him, 
But thought a Girl, Ainda, "Madain. Olym. Stand away; 
And letmelook upon him. Due. My young ani | 
This is a ſtrange Metamorphoſis, Alinda? vt 

Alin, Your Grace's bumble Servant. ** 

Duke. Come hither, Siſter: | © 
dare yet ſcarce believe mine Eyes: How they view one 
Doſt thou not love this Boy well? (another? 

Ohm. I ſhould lye elſe, truſt me, extremely ye, Sir. 

Dubs Didſt thou never wiſh, Olympia, 

It might be thus? Ohm. A thouſand times. 

Duke. Here take him: 

Nay, 40 not bluſh: I do not jeſt; kiſs ſweetly : 3 
Boy, ye kiſs faintly, Boy; Heav ngiveye comfort; s We 
Teach him, he*Ilquickly learn: There's two Hearts eas d | 

Arch. You do me too much Honour, Sir. 

Duke. No, Archas, | 
Pur all I can, I wall. Can you love me? Speak truly. 

Hon. Yes, Sir, dearly. 

Duke. Come hither, Viola, can you love this Man? © 

Vio. I'll do the beſt I can, Sir. Duke. Seal it, Burris, 
We'll all to Church together inſtantly : 

And then a vie for Boys. Stay, bring PRA NS 
Euter Boroskie. 


I had almoſt wa that lump of miſchief, | 
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There Archas, take the Enemy to Honour, 
The Knave to Worth: Do with him what thou wilt. 
Arch. Then to my Sword again; you to your Prayers; 

Wach off your Villanies, you feel the Burthen. 
Bor. Forgive me e er W moſt honeſt Archas ; 
*Tis too much Honour that I periſh thus 

O ſtrike my Faults to kill them, that no Memory, 

No black and blaſted Infamy hereafter ——_ 
Ach. Come, are ye ready? Bor. Yes. | 
. arch. And truly Penitent, to make your way ſtraight? 
Bor. Thus I waſh off my Sins. | 
Arch, Stand up, and live then, 9 . 
And live an honeſt Man; I ſcorn Mens Ruins: 9 
Take him again, Sir, try him: And beliee 
This thing will be a perfect Man. Duke. I take him; 
Bor. And when tal thoſe hopes, Heay'ns hopes fail 
Duke. You arc old: No more Wars, Father: (me. 

Theodore take you the charge, be General. 

- The- All good b 

Duke. And my good Father, you dwell in my Boſom, 

From youriſeall my 1975 Thoughts: When I would think 
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And examine Time ff one that's fairly noble, 
And the ſame Man through all the ſtreights of Virtue, 
Upon this Silver Book III look, and read him. 
Now forward metrily to Hymer's Rites, 4 

To 3 and Revels, Sports, and he that can 
Moſt honour Archas, is the nobleſt Man. | Exeunt, 
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12 ſomething well aſſurid, ſem bere repent 
Three bours of precious Time, or Mony ſpent og 
On our Endeauours, yet not to rely | e 1 
Too much upon our Care and Induſtry, © 
Ne fit we ſhould ast, but: a modeſt way, wo 
N Flow you 7 our Action in the Play. a ; 
1 you vouchſafe to crown it with Applanſ , 
| is your Bounty, aud you give KS cauſe MEL TEES 


5 


# 


Hereafter with a general Conſent © t Hl 
To ſtudy, as becomes us, your Content. _— 


The End of the Second Volume. 
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